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Ho  ilka  lovely  British  Lafs, 
FraeLadiesGharlotte}  Anne,  andjean, 

Down  to  ilk  bonwfmging  Beis 
Wha  dances  barefoot  on  the  Green. 


Dear  Lasses, 

~\fO  U  R  mod  humble  flave, 

A        Wha  ne'er  to  ferve  you  {hall 
decline, 
Kneeling,  wad  your  acceptance  crave, 
When  he  prefents  this  fma'  propine. 

Then  take  it  kindly  to  your  care, 
Revive  it  with  your  tonefu>  notes: 

Its  beauties  will  look  fweet  and  fair, 
Arifing  faftly  through  your  throats. 
A  3  The 
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The  wanton  wee  thing  will  rejoice, 
When  tented  by  a  fparkling  eye, 

The  fpinnet  tinkling  with  her  yoic€, 
It  lying  on  her  lovely  knee. 

While  kettles  dringe  on  ingles  dour, 
Or  clafhes  flay  the  lazy  lafs  ; 

Thir  fangs  may  ward  you  frae  the  fowr> 
And  gayly  vacant  minutes  pafs. 

E'en  while  the  tea's  filPd  reeking  round3 
Rather  than  plot  a  tender  tongue, 

Treat  a'  the  circling  lags  wi5  found, 
Syne  iafely  lip  when  ye  have  fung. 

May  happinefs  had  up  your  hearts, 
And  warm  you  lang  with  loving  fires': 

May  povv'rs  propitious  play  their  parts* 
In  matching  you  to  your  defires. 


Edinburgh, 
January  i,  1724. 


A.  Ramsay. 


PREFACE. 


Fy$b%&#yi  L  T  H  O'  it  be  acknow- 
2F  '  Sri  %  ledged,  that  our  &•<?/*  tunes 
c?^  A  ff%>  have  not  lengthened  varie- 

if  ^2f  jl  fy  °^  mu^iG^'  yet  tuey nave 

&W0Z&4  aa  agreeabiegaiety  andna- 
SU^ffHHj*  Eural  rweetnefs,  that  make 

them  acceptable  wherever  they  are  known, 
not  only  among  ourfelves,  but  in  other 
countries.  They  are  for  the  mod  part 
fo  chearful,  that  on  hearing  them  well 
play'd  or  fung,  we  find  a  difficulty  to 
keep  ourfelves  from  dancing.  What  fur- 
ther adds  to  the  efteem  we  have  for  themr 
is,  their  antiquity,  and  their  being  uni- 
verfally  known.  Mankind's  love  for  no- 
velty would  appear  to  contradict  this  rea- 
fon  -,  but  will  not,  when  we  confider,  that 
for  one  that  can  tolerably  entertain  with 
vocal  or  inftru mental  mufick,  tSiere  are 
fifty  that  content  themfelves  with  the  plea- 
fure  of  hearing,  and  ringing,  without  the 
trouble  of  being  taught.  Now,  fuch  are 
not  judges  of  the  fine  flouriihes  of  new 
mufick  imported  from  Italy  and  elfewhere, 
A  4  yet 
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yet  will  liften  witl  pleafure  to  tunes  that 
thty  know,  and  jan  join  with  in  the 
chorus.  Say  thai  our  way  is  only  an 
harmonious  fpeaking  of  merry,  witty,  or 
f6ft  thoughts,  after  the  poet  has  drefs'd 
them  in  four  or  five  ftanzas  5  yet  un- 
doubtedly thefe  fliuft  relifh  be  ft  with  peo-. 
pie,  who  have  not  beftowed  much  of  their 
time  in  acquiring  a  tafte  for  that  down- 
right perfect  mufick,  which  requires  none, 
or  very  little  of  the  poet's  afiiftance. 

My  being   well   affured,   how  accept- 
able  new   words  to   known  good  tunes 
would  prove,  engaged  me  to  the  making 
verfes  for  above  fixty  of  thetn>    in    this 
and   the    fccond  volume  :    about  thirty 
more  were  done  by  fome  ingenious  young 
gentlemen,  who  were  fo  well  pleafed  with 
my   undertaking,    that    they    generovifly 
lone  me  their  afiiftance  ;  and  to  them  the 
lovers  of  fenfe  and  mufick  are  obliged  for 
fome  of  the  beft  fongs  in  the  collection. 
1  he  reft  are  fuch  old  verfes  as  have  been 
done  time  out  of  mind,   and  only  wanted 
to  be  cleared  from  the  drofs  of  blundering 
tranfcribers   and  printers  ;  fuch  as,   'The 
Gaberhmzie-man,  Muirland  Willy \  &c.  that 
claim   their  place  in  our  collection,   for 
their  merry  images  of  the  low  character. 
This    twelfth  edition  in   a  few  years, 
and  the  general  demand  for  the  book  by 
perfons  of  all  ranks,  wherever  our  language 
is  underftood,  is  a  fare  evidence  of  its  be- 
in  cr 
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IX 


ing  acceptable.     My  worthy  friend  Dr. 
Bannerman  tells  me  from  Jmerica, 

Nor  only  do  your  lays  o'er  Britain  flow. 
Round  all  the  globe  your  happy  fonnets  go  ; 
Here  thy  foft  vei  fe  made  to  a  Scottijb  air, 
Are  often  fang  by  our  Virginian  fair. 
Camillas  warblirlg  notes  are  heard  no  more, 
But  yield  to  Laft  time  I  came  o'er  the  ?noor  ', 
Hyetafpes  and  Rinaldo  both  give  way 
To  Mary  Scot,  T<weed-J:de,  and  Mary  Gray, 

From  this  and  the  following  volume, 
Mr.  Thorn/on  (who  is  allowed  b^  all  to 
be  a  good  teacher  and  finger  of  Scots 
Songs)  cuU'd  his  Orpheus  Caledonius,  the 
mufick  for  both  the  voice  and  flute,  and 
the  words  of  the  longs  finely  engraven  in 
a  folio  book,  for  the  ufe  of  perfons  of  the 
higheft  quality  in  Britain^  and  dedicated 
to  the  late  Queen.  This,  by  the  by,  I 
thought  proper  to  intimate,  and  do  my- 
felf  that  juftice  which  the  publisher  neg- 
lected •,  fince  he  ought  to  have  acquaint- 
ed his  illuftrious  lift  of  fubfcribers,  that 
the  moil  of  the  fongs  were  mine,  the  mu- 
fick abltra&ed. 

In  my  compofitions  and  collections,  I 
have  kept  out  all  fmut  and  ribaldry,  than 
the  modeil  voice  and  ear  of  the  fair  finger 
might  meet  with  no  affront  j  the  chief 
bent  of  all  my  ftudies  being,  to  gain 
their  good  graces  5  and  it  mail  always  be 
my  care,  .to  ward  off  thofe  frowns  that 
would  prove  mortal  to  my  mufe. 

A  5  Now, 
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Now  little  books,  go  your  ways  $  be 
allured  of  favourable  reception  wherever 
the  fun  fhines  on  the  free-born  chearful 
Briton  •,  fteal  yourielves  into  the  ladies 
bofoms.  Happy  volumes!  you  are  to 
live  too  as  long  as  the  ibng  of  Homer  in 
Greek  and  Englijh^  and  mix  your  allies 
only  with  the  odes  of  Horace.  Were  it 
but  my  fate,  when  old  and  rufled,  like 
you  to  be  again  reprinted,  what  a  curious 
figure  would  1  appear  on  the  utmoft  li- 
mits of  time,  after  a  thoufand  editions  ? 
Happy  volumes !  you  are  fecure,  but  I 
muft  yield  -,  pleafe  the  ladies,  and  take 
care  of  my  fame. 

In  hopes  of  this,  fearleis  of  coming  age, 

I'll  fmile  thro'  life;  and  when  for  rhime  renown'd^ 

I'll  calmly  quit  the  farce  and  giddy  flage, 
And  fleep  beneath  a  flow'ry  turf  full  found*. 
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AH,  Chloe,  thou  treafure,  thou  joy,  &c.    34 

A  lovely  lafs  to  a  friar  came  38 

Ah,  Chris,  cou'd  I  now  but  fit  46 

As  from  a  rock  paft  all  relief  q  2 

Auld  JRtf£  Morris  that  wins  in  yon  glen  58 

As  Sylvia  in  a  foreft  lay  60 

And  I'll  o'er  the  moor  to  Maggy  64 

At  Polwart  on  the  green  65 

As  walking  forth  to  view  the  plain  66 

Ah  !  why  thofe  tears  in  Nelly's  eyes  88 

Ah  !  the  ihepherd's  mournful  fate  89 

As  I  went  forth  to  view  the  fpring  98 

Adieu  for  a  while,  my  native  green  plains  133 

An  I'll  away  to  bonny  Tweed  fide  1 3b 

As  early  I  walk'd  on  the  firft  of  fweet  May  164 

Altho'  I  be  but  a  country  lafs  169 

As  I  fat  at  my  fpinning  wheel  171 

Adieu  the  pleafant  fports  and  plays  175 
A  6                            A  Couth- 
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A  fouthland  Jewythzt  was  right  bonny  182 

As  I  came  in  by  Tiviot  fide  185 

A  cock  laird  fu  cadgie  194 

At  fetting  day  and  riiing  morn  208 

A  nymph  of  the  plain  225 

All  in  the  Dcwns  the  fleet  was  moor'd  230 

Ah  !  bright  Belinda,  hither  fly  234 

Alexis  fhunn'd  his  fellow  Twain 3  247 

A  quire  of  bright  beauties  273 

As  charming  Clara  walk'd  alone                 .  274 

Amongil  the  willows  on  the  grafs  281 

A  trifling  fong  ye  mail  hear  283 

As  the  mow  in  valleys  lying  304 

Awake,  thou  faireil  thing  in  nature  306 

Away  you  rover  309 

A  four  reformation  3 1 5 

As  muring  I  rang'd  in  a  meadow  alone  326 
All  3/cu  that  won* d  rtflne  your  blood                _  340 

As  down  in  the  meadows  I  chanced  to  pafs  354 

A  cobler  there  was,  and  he  liv'd  in  a  Hall  355 

As  I  am.  a  friend  372 

Ah!  woes  me,  poor  IV illy  cry'd  377 

As  tippling  Join  was  jogging  on  390 

As  after  noon,   en  fummer's  day  397 

Ahxis,  how  artlefs  a  lover  397 

A  maid  k  like  the  golden  oar  417 

A  fox  may  ileal  your  hens,  iir  41 9 

As  Dolly  was  milking  of  the  cows  430 

A  woman's  ware  like  china  436 

Aflift  yowr  vot'ry,    friendly  nine  445- 

B. 

By  a  murmuring  ftream  a  fair  fhepherdefs  lay    17 

Blate  Jonny  faintly  teld/air  Jean  his  mind  24 

Bright  Cynthia? $  power  divinely  great  3  5 
By  fmooth  winding  Toy  a  fvvain  was  reclining     66 

Beneath  a  beech's  grateful  ihade  7 1 

By  the  delicious  warmnefs  of  thy  mouth  75 

Beneath  a  green  ihade  I  fand  a  fair  maid  76 

deffs 
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Bejfys  beauties  fhine  fae  bright  97 

Bleil  as  the  immortal  gods  is  he  109 

Beauty  from  fancy  takes  its  arms  112 

Balow,   my  boy,  Iy  ftill  and  fleep  I20 

Bulk  ye,  bulk  ye,  my  bonny  bride  133 

BIyth  Jocky  young  and  gay  151 

Bulk  ye,  bufkye,  my  bonny  bonny  bride  221 

Be  wary,  my  Celia,  when  Celadon  fues  23 £ 

Bieft  as  th'  immortal  gods  is  he  287 

Bacchus  is  a  power  divine  294 

Belinda  with  aflefted  mein  3 10 

By  the  fide  of  a  great  kitchen  fire  329 

Bacchus  mufl  now  his  power  refigrt  33  I 

lily th,   blyth,   blyth  was  fhe  423 

By  mafon's  art  the  afpiring  dome  346 

Believe  my  iighs,  my  tears,  my  dear  398 

C. 

Come  let's  ha'e  mair  wine  in  25 

Celeftial  mufes,  tune  your  lyres  29 

Come  fill  me  a  bumper,  my  jolly  brave  boys      48 

Confefs  thy  love,  fair  blufhing  maid  118 

Come  Florinda,  lovely  charmer  157 

Come  here's  to  the  nymph  that  I  love  158 

Cauld  be  the  rebels  call  20 1 

Celia,  let  not  pride  undo  you  254 

Cupid,  god  of  pleafing  anguifh  271 

Cilia,  too  late  you  wou'd  repent  301 

Cupid,  eafea  love-fickmaid  327 
Come,  neighbours,  now  we've  made  our  hay    332 

Come,  carles  a*  of  fumblers  ha'  357 

Come  let  us  prepare  362 

Cuftom  prevailing  fo  long  'mongft  the  great     387 

Cynthia  frowns  whene'er  1  woo  her  394 

Come,  love,  le^s  walk  by  yonder  fpring  407 

Care  away,  gae  thou  frae  me  408 

Come,  lads,  ne'er  plague  your  heads  414 

Can  love  be  controul'd  by  advice  418 

Celia  now  my  heart  hath  broke  447 

Dumbar- 
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Dumbarton's  drums  beat  bonny--0  49 

Dear  Roger  if  your  Jeizny  geek  199 

Duty  and  part  of  reafon  206 

Defpairing  befide  a  clear  flream  242 

Do  not  afe  me,  charming  Vhillis  277 

Diogenes  furly  andproud  289 
Damon,  if  you  will  believe  me                         .     306 

Did  ever  fwain  a  nymph  adore  327 

Dapbnis  flood  penfive  in  the  made  382 

Dear  Chloe,  while  thus  beyond  meafure  384 

Dear  Colin,  prevent  my  warm  blufhes  401 

F. 

Fy  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal  82 
Farewel  to  Lochaker,  and  farewel,  my  Jean       no 

For  the  fake  of  fomebody  1  81 

Fair,  fweet  and  young,  receive  a  prize  184 

Fair  Iris  and  her  fwain  232 

Fie!  Liza,  fcorn  the  little  arts  234 
Farewel,  my  bonny,  witty,  pretty  M&ggie  250 
From  rofy  bowers,  where  fleeps  the  god  of  love  256 

From  grave  lefTons  and  reftraint  284 

Fair  Amoret  is  gone  aflray  305 

From  White's  and  WilVs  346 

Flutt'ring  fpread  thy  purple  pinions  365 

Falfe  tho?  ibe  be  to  me  and  love  399 
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Gin  ye  meet  a  bonny  laffie  74 

Gi'e  me  a  lafs  with  a  lump  of  land  1 1 4 

Go,  go,  go,  go  falfe  ft  of  thy  fex  begone  310 

Gently  touch  the  warbling  lyre  347 

Gently  ftir  and  blow  the  fire  347 

Good  madam,  when  ladies  are  willing  401 

Good  people,  draw  near  44* 

How 
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How  fweetly  fmells  the  fimmer  green  I 

Hear  me,  ye  nymphs,  and  every  fwain  2 

Hearken,  and  I  will  tell  you  how  7 
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Happy's  the  love  which  meets  return  62 
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How  happy  are  we  280 
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He,  who  for  ever  309 

How  happy  a  (late  does  the  miller  poflefs  322 
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Having  fpent  all  my  time  353 

How  pleafant  a  failor's  life  paffes    .  364 
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How  happy  are  we  424 
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In  this  grove  my  Strepkon  walkc  272 

Jolly  mortals,  fill  your  glaffes  293 
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If  fhe  be  not  kind  as  fair  306 
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£<j*«y  CHRISTY. 

OW  fweetly  fmells  the  fimmer  green! 
Sweet  tafte  the  peach  and  cherry ; 
Painting  and  order  pleafe  our  een, 
And  claret  makes  us  merry  : 
But  fined  colours,  fruits  and  flowers, 

And  wine,  tho'  I  be  thirfty, 
Lofs  a'  their  charms  and  weaker  powers „ 
Compar'd  with  thofe  of  Cbrijly. 

When  wand'ring  o'er  the  flovv'ry  park, 

No  nat'ral  beauty  wanting, 
How  lightfome  is't  to  hear  the  lark, 

And  birds  in  confort  chanting  ? 
But  if  my  Chrifty  tunes  her  voice, 

I'm  rapt  in  admiration; 
My  thoughts  with  extafies  rejoice,^ 

And  drap  the  hale  creation. 

Whene'er  Ihe  fmiles  a  kindly  glances 

I  take  the  happy  omen, 
And  aften  mint  to  make  advance, 

Hoping  fhe'll  prove  a  woman  ; 
But  dubious  of  my  ain  defert, 

My  fentiments  I  {mother ; 
With  fecret  fighs  I  vex  my  heart, 

For  fear  me  love  another. 

Thus  fang  blate  Edie  by  a  burn. 

His  Chrifty  did  o'er-hear  him  ; 
She  doughtna  let  her  lover  mourn, 

But  e'er  he  will  drew  near  him, 

Vol.  I.  B  She 
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She  fpake  her  favour  with  a  look, 

"Which  left  nae  room  to  doubt  her; 
He  wifely  this  white  minute  took, 

And  flang  his  arms  about  her. 

My  Chrijly!— witnefs,  bonny  flream, 

Sic  joys  frae  tears  ariiing, 
I  wifli  this  may  na  be  a  dream  ? 

O  love  the  maift  furprifing  ! 
Time  was  too  precious  now  for  tauk  ; 

This  point  of  a'  his  wifhes 
He  wadna  with  fet  fpeeches  bauk, 

But  war'd  it  a'  on  kiifes. 


The  Bu/Jj  aboon  Tra  qjj  air. 

EAR  me,  ye  nymphs,  and  every  fwain, 
I'll  tell  how  Peggy  grieves  me, 
Tho*  thus  I  languilh,  thus  complain, 

Alas !  ihe  ne'er  believes  me. 
My  vows  and  fighs,  like  filent  air, 

Unheeded  never  move  her ; 
At  the  bonny  bum  aboon  cfraquatr, 
'Twas  there  I  firft  did  love  her. 

That  day  fhe  fmil'd,  and  made  me  glad, 

No  maid  feem'd  ever  kinder  ; 
I  thought  myfelf  the  luckiefi:  lad, 

So  fweetly  there  to  find  her. 
I  try'd  to  footh  my  am'rous  flame, 

In  words  that  I  thought  tender; 
If  more  there  pafs'd,   I'm  not  to  blame, 

I  meant  not  to  offend  her. 

Yet  now  flie  fcornful  flees  the  plain, 

The  fields  we  then  frequented  ; 
If  e'er  we  meet  fhe  fhews  difdain, 

She  looks  as  ne'er  acquainted. 


The 
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The  bonny  bum  bloom'd  fair  in  May? 

Its  fweets  I'll  ay  remember  ; 
But  now  her  frowns  make  it  decay, 

It  fades  as  in  December. 

Ye  rural  powers,  who  hear  my  ftrains, 

Why  thus  mould  Peggy  grieve  me; 
Oh  !  make  her  partner  in  my  pains, 

Then  let  her  fmiles  relieve  me. 
If  not,  my  love  will  turn  defpair, 

My  paffion  no  more  tender, 
I'll  leave  the  bum  aboon  Traquair, 

Te  lonely  wilds  I'll  wander. 


An      ODE. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Pohvarth  on  the  Green, 

TH  O'  beauty,  like  the  rofe, 
That  fmiles  on  Polvjartb  Green, 
In  various  colours  fhows, 
As  'tis  by  fancy  feen  : 
Yet  all  its  different  glories  ly 
United  in  thy  face, 
And  vertue,  like  the  fun  on  high, 
Gives  rays  to  ev'ry  grace. 

So  charming  is  her  air, 

So  fmooth,  fo  calm  her  mind, 
That  to  fome  angel's  care 
Each  motion  feems  affign'd  : 
But  yet  fo  chearful,  fprightly,  gay, 

The  joyful  moments  fly, 
As  if  for  wings  they  Hole  the  ray 
She  darteth  from  her  eye. 

Kind  am'rous  Cupids,  while 

With  tuneful  voice  me  lings, 
Perfume  her  breath  and  fmile, 

And  wave  their  balmy  wings : 

S2  Bat 
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But  as  the  tender  blufhes  rife, 

Soft  innocence  doth  warm, 
The  foul  in  blifsful  extafies 

Diffolveth  in  the  charm.  D. 


TWEED-SIDE, 

WHAT  beauties  does  Flora  difclofe  ? 
How  fweet  are  her  Imiles  upon  Tweed? 
Yet  Mary's  flill  fweeter  than  thofe  ; 

Both  nature  and  fancy  exceed. 
Nor  daify,  nor  fweet  blufhing  rofe, 

Not  all  the  gay  flowers  of  the  field, 
Not  Tweed  gliding  gently  thro'  thofe, 
Such  beauty  and  pleafure  does  yield.    , 

The  warblers  are  heard  in  the  grove, 

The  linnet,  the  lark,  and  the  thrufh, 
The  blackbird,  and  fweet  cooing  dove, 

With  mufick  enchant  ev'ry  bufh. 
Come,  let  us  go  forth  to  the  mead, 

Let  us  fee  how  the  primrofes  fpring, 
We'll  lodge  in  fome  village  on  Tweed,  • 

And  love  while  the  feather'd  folks  fmg. 

How  does  my  love  pafs  the  long  day  ? 

Does  Mary  not  'tend  a  few  fheep  ? 
Do  they  never  carelefly  ftray, 

While  happily  me  lyes  afleep  ? 
Tweed's  murmurs  mould  lull  her  to  reft; 

Kind  nature  indulging  my  blifs, 
To  relieve  the  foft  pains  of  my  breaft, 

I'd  Heal  an  ambrofial  kifs. 

*Tis  me  does  the  virgins  excell, 

No  beauty  with  her  may  compare  ; 
Love's  graces  all  round  her  do  dwell, 

She's  faireft,  where  thoufands  are  fair, 


€ay, 
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Say,  charmer,  where  do  thy  flocks -fti ay? 

OhL  tell  me  at  noon  where  they  feed  ; 
Shall  I  feek  them  on  fvveet  winding  fay. 

Or  the  pleafanter  banks  of  the  leveed? 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Woe's  my  heart  that  ^vejhcidd /under, 

JS  Hamilla  then  my  own  I  ••••■ 
O  !  the  dear,  the  charming  treafure  :• 
Fortune  now  in  vain  fhall  frown  ; 
All  my  future  life  is  pleafure. 

See  how  rich  with  youthful  grace. 

Beauty  warms  her  ev'ry  feature  ; 
Smiling  heav'n  is  in  her  face, 

All  is  gay,  and  all  is  nature. 

See  what  mingling  charms  arife, 

Rofy  fmiles,  and  kindling  blufhes ; 
Love  fits  laughing  in  her  eyes, 

And  betrays  herfecret  wifhes. 

Hade  then  from  th'  Idalian  grove, 

Infant  fmiles,  and  fports,  and  graces; 

Spread  the  downy  couch  for  love, 
And  lull  us  in  your  fweet  embraces. 

Softeft  raptures,  pure  from  noife, 

This  fair  happy  night  furround  us ; 
While  a  thoufand  fpri'tly  joys 

Silent  flutter  all  around  us. 

Thus  unfowr'd  with  care  or  ftrife, 

Heaven  ftill  guard  this  deareft  blefling1. 

While  we  tread  the  path  of  life, 

Loving  ftill,  and  Mill  pofTeffing.  §.. 
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ET's  be  jovial,  fill  our  glalTes^ 

i       Madnefs  'tis  for  us  to  think,. 

How  the  world  is  rul'd  by  affes, 

And  the  wife  are  fway'd  by  chink* 
Fa,  la,  ra,  &c. 

Then  never  let  vain  cares  opprefs  us, 

Riches  are  to  them  a  fnare, 
We're  ev'ry  one  as  rich  as  Crcefus, 

While  our  bottle  drowns  our  care. 
Fa,  la,  ra,  &C. 

Wine  will  make  us  as  red  as  rofes,. 

And  our  forrows  quite  forget : 
Come,  let  us  fuddle  all  our  nofes, 

Drink  ourfelves  quite  out  of  debt. 
Fa,  la t  ra?  &.c. 

When  grim  death  is  looking  for  us, 
We  are  toping  at  our  bowls, 

Bacchus  joining  in  the  chorus  : 

Death  be  gone,  here's  none  but  fouls. 

Fa,  la,  ra,  &c. 

Godlike  Bacchus  thus  commanding,. 
Trembling  death  away  fhall  fly,- 

Ever  after  underilanding 

Drinking  fouls  can  never  die. 

Fa,  la,  ra,  &c. 


Muirland 


(  7  5 
Muirland  Willie. 

A  R  K  E  N  and  I  will  tell  you  how 
Young  Muirland  Willie  came  to  WOO> 
Tho'  he  could  neither  fay  nor  do ; 

The  truth  I  tell  to  you. 
But  ay  he  crys,  whate'er  betide, 
Magzy,  I'fe  ha'e  her  to  be  my  bride, 
With  afal,  dal,  Sec. 

On  his  gray  ysde  as  he  did  ride, 
With  durk  and  pirlol  by  his  fide, 
He  prick'd  her  on  wi*  meikle  pride, 

Wi'  meikie  mirth  and  glee* 
Out  o'er  yon  mofs,  out  o'er  yon  muir, 
Till  he  came  to  her  dady's  door, 
With  afaly  dak  Sec. 

Goodman,  quoth  he,  be  ye  within, 
I'm  come  your  doghter's  love  to  win, 
I  care  no  for  making  meikle  din  ', 

What  anfwer  gi'  ye  me  ? 
Now,  wooer,  quoth  he,  wou'd  ye  light  dcwfi; 
I'll  gie  ye  my  doghter's  love  to  win, 
With  afaU  dal,  Sec. 

Now,  wooer,  fin  ye  are  lighted  down, 
Where  do  ye  win,  or  in  what  town  ? " 
I  think  my  doghter  winna  gloom 

On  fie  a  lad  as  ye. 
The  wooer  he  ftep'd  up  the  houfe, 
And  wow  but  he  was  wond'rous  croufe. 
With  afalf  dal,   Sec. 

I  have  three  owfen  in  a  plough, 
Twa  good  ga'en  yads,  and  gear  enoughs 
The  place  they  ca'  it  Cadeneugh ; 

I  (corn  to  tell  a  lie  : 


Befides, 


(8) 

Befides,  I  had  frae  the  great  laird, 
A  peat  pat,  and  a  lang  kail- yard, 
With  afal,  &c. 

The  maid  put  on  her  kirtle  brown, 
She  was  the  brawefl  in  a'  the  town  ; 
I  wat  on  him  me  did  na  gloom, 

But  blinkit  bonnilie. 
The  lover  he  ftended  up  in  hafte, 
And  gript  her  hai\d  about  the  wafte, 
With  afal,  &c. 

To  win  your  love,  maid,  I'm  come  here, 
I'm  young,  and  hae  enough  o'  gear  ; 
And  for  my  fell  you  need  na  fear, 
Troth  trye  me  whan  ye  like. 
He  took  affhis  bonnet,  and  fpat  in  his  chew, 
He  dighted  his  gab,  and  he  pri'd  her  mou', 
With  afal,  &c. 

The  maiden  blufh'd  and  bing'd  fu  law, 
She  had  na  will  to  fay  him  na, 
But  to  her  dady  fhe  left  it  a', 
As  they  twacou'd  agree. 
The  lover  he  ga'e  her  the  tither  kifs, 
Syne  ran  to  her  dady,  and  teli'd  him  this, 
With  afal,  &c. 

Your  doghter  wad  na  fay  me  na, 
But  to  your  fell  fhe  has  left  it  a\ 
As  we  cou'd  gree  between  us  twa  ; 
Say  what'll  ye  gi'  me  wi'  her  ? 
Now,  wooer,  quo'  lie,  I  ha'e  no  meikle, 
But  fic's  I  ha'e  ye's  get  a  pickle, 
With  afal,  &c. 

A  kilnfu  of  corn  I'll  gi'e  to  thee, 
Three  foums  of  flieep,  twa  good  milk  ky, 
Ye's  ha'e  the  wadding  dinner  free  ; 
Troth  I  dow  do  na  mair, 

Content, 


(9  ) 

Content,  quo'  he,  a  bargain  be't, 

I'm  far  frae  hame,  make  hafte  let's  do't, 

Witbafal,  &c. 

The  bridal  day  it  came  to  pafs, 
With  mony  a  blythfome  lad  and  lafs ; 
But  ficken  a  day  there  never  was, 

Sic  mirth  was  never  feen. 
This  winfome  couple  ftraked  hands, 
Mefs  John  ty'd  up  the  marriage-bands, 
With  afal,  &c. 

And  our  bride's  maidens  werena  few, 
Wi'  tap-knots,  lug-knots,  a'  in  blew, 
Frae  tap  to  tae  they  were  braw  new, 

And  blinkit  bonnilie. 
Their  toys  and  mutches  were  fae  clean, 
They  glanced  in  our  ladfes'  een, 
Wiihafal,  &c.    . 

Sichirdum,  dirdum,  and  fie  din, 
Wi'  he  o'er  her,  and  me  o'er  him  ; 
The  minftrels  they  did  never  blin, 

Wi'  meikie  mirth  and  glee. 
And  ay  they  bobit,  and  ay  they  beckt, 
And  ay  their  wames  together  met, 
Witbafal,  &c. 


The  Promts  d  Joy 

To  the  Tune  of,  Carle  and  the  Kl 


;      - 


HrE  N  tvemeet  again,   Phely, 
When  we  meet  again }  Phely, 
Raptures  nvill  reward  our  pain, 
And  lofs  refult  in  gain,  Phely, 

B  5    "  Long 


(    10'  ) 
Long  the  fport  of  fortune  driver,, 
To  defpair  our  thoughts  were  giv'n,. 
Our  odds  will  all  be  ev'n,  Phely, 
When  we  meet  again,  Phely,  &c* 

Now  in  dreary  dillant  groves, 
Tho'  we  moan  like  turtle-doves, 
Suffering  belt  our  virtue  proves, 

And  will  enhance  our  loves,  Pbely,. 
When  we  meet  again,  Phely,   £sV. 

Joy  will  come  in  a  furprize  ; 
'Till  its  happy  hour  arife, 
Temper  well  your  love-lick  lighs, 
For  hope  becomes  the  wife,  Phely. 
When  we  meet  again,  Phely, 
When  we  meet  again,  Phely, 
Raptures  will  reward  our  pain, 
And  lofs  refult  in  gain,  Phely. 


M. 


To  D  e  l  i  a,      on   her  drawing  him   to 
her  Valentine* 

To  the  Tune  of,  Black  Efd  Safari. 

E  powers !  was  Damon  then  fo  bleft, 
To  fall  to  charming  Delia *s  fhare  : 
Delia,  the  beauteous  maid,  poffeft 

Of  all  that's  foft,  and  all  that's  fair? 
Here  ceafe  thy  bounty,  O  indulgent  heav'n, 
1  afk  no  more,  for  all  my  wife  is  given. 

I  came,  and  Delia  fmiling  Ihow'd, 
She  fmil'd,  and  ihow'd  the  happy  name; 
With  riling  joy  my  heart  o'erfiow'd, 
I  felt  and  bleft  the  new  born-flame. 

Mav 


( tl ) 

May  fofteft  pleafures  carelefs  round  her  move, 
May  all  her  nights  be  joy,  and  days  be  love. 

She  drew  the  treafure  from  her  breaft, 

That  breaft  where  love  and  graces  play, 

O  name  beyond  expreffion  blefl! 

Thus  lodg'd  with  all  that's  fair  and  gay. 
To  be  fo  lodg'd  !  the  thought  is  extafy, 
Who  would  not  wifh  in  paradife  to  ly  ?  R, 


The  Faithful  Shepherd. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Auld  lang  fyne, 

HEN  flow'ry  meadows  deck  the  year, 
And  fporting  lambkins  play, 
When  fpangl'd  fields  renew'd  appear, 

And  mufick  wak'd  the  day ; 
Then  did  my  Chloe  leave  her  bow'r, 

To  hear  my  ani'rous  lay, 
Wanu'd  by  my  love,  fhe  vow'd  no  pcw'r 
Shou'd  lead  her  heart  aftray. 

The  warbling  quires  from  ev'ry  bough 

Surround  our  couch  in  throngs, 
And  all  their  tuneful  art  bellow, 

To  give  ns  change  of  fongs  : 
Scenes  of  delight  my  foul  poiTefs'd, 

I  blefs'd,  then  hug'd  my  maid  ; 
I  rob'd  the  kifles  from  her  breaft, 

Sweet  as  a  noon-day's  ftiade. 

Joy  tranfporting  never  fails 

To  fly  away  as  air, 
Another  fwain  with  her  prevails 

To  be  as  falfe  as  fair. 
What  can  my  fatal  paillon  cure? 

I'll  never  woo  again  j 
All  her  difdain  I  mutt  endure, 

Adoring  her  in  vain. 

B6  What 


(    «*    ) 

What  pity  'tis  to  hear  the  boy 

Thus  fighing  with  his  pain  ; 
But  time  and  fcorn  may  give  him  joy, 

To  hear  her  figh  again. 
.Ah  !   fickle  Chloe,  be  advis'd, 
,   Do  not  thyfelf  beguile, 
A  faithful  lover  mould  be  priz'd, 

Then  cure  him  with  a  Anile.  O, 


To  Mrs.  S.  H.    on  her  taking  fome  thing 
ill  J /aid. 


To  the  Tune  of,   Hallow  Ee, 


fn. 


WH  Y  hangs  that  cloud  upon  thy  brow? 
That  beauteous  heav'n  ere  while  ferene  ? 
Whence  do  thefe  florins  and  tempefh  flow, 
Or  what  this  gu'ft  of  pafTion  mean  ? 
And  mu.fl  then  mankind  lofe  that  light,. 
Which  in  thine  eyes  was  wont  to  mine, 
And  ly  obfcure  in  endlefs  night, 
For  each  poor  filly  fpeech  of  mine  ? 

Dear  child,  how  can  I  wrong  thy  name, 
Since  'tis  acknowledge  at  all  hands, 
That  could  ill  tongues  abufe  thy  fame, 
Thy  beauty  can  make  large  amends : 
Or  if  J  durft  profanely  try 
Thy  beauty's  pow'rful  charms  t'  upbraid, 
Thy  virtue  well  might  give  the  lie, 
Nor  call  thy  beauty  to  its  aid. 

For  Venus  every  heart  f  enfnare, 
With  all  her  charms  has  deckt  thy  face. 
And  Pallas  with  unufual  care, 
Bids  wifdom  heighten  every  grace. 
Who  can  the  double  pain  endure  ? 
Or  who  mufi  not  refign  the  field 


To 


(  i3  ) 

To  thee,  celeltial  maid,  fecure 

With  Cupid's  bow,  and  Pallas*  fhield  i 

If  then  to  thee  fuch  pow'r  is  given, 
Let  not  a  wretch  in  torment  live, 
3ut  fmile,  and  learn  to  copy  heaven, 
Since  we  mull  fin  ere  it  forgive. 
Yet  pitying  heaven  not  only  does 
Forgive  th'  offender  and  th'  offence, 
But  even  itfelf  appeas'd  bellows, 
As  the  reward  of  penitence.  H, 

l.he  Broom  of  Cowdenknows. 

XJ  °  W  bly th  ilk  morn  was  I  to  fee 
£l        The  fwain  come  o'er  the  h-ill! 
He  fkipt  the  burn,  and  flew  to  me  : 
I  met  him  with  good  will. 

0  the  broom,  the  bonny  honny  broom, 
The  broom  of  Cowdenknows ; 

/  mj.ijb  I  n.vere  •tvitjbt  ?ny  dear  f<wain, 
With  his  pipe  and  my  etui, 

1  neither  wanted  ew  nor  lamb, 
While  his  flock,  near  me  lay  : 

He  gathered  in  my  iheep  at  night, 

And  chear'd  me  a'  the  day, 
O  the  broom,  &C 

He  tun'd  his  pipe  and  reed  fae  fweet, 

The  burds  Hood  liilning  by  : 
E'en  the  dull  cattle  Hood  and  gaz'd, 

Charm'd  with  his  melody. 

0  the  broom,  &c. 

While  thus  we  fpent  our  time  by  turns* 
Betwixt  our  flocks  and  play  : 

1  envy'd  not  the  faireft  dame, 

Tho'  ne'er  fae  rich  and  gay, 
O  the  broom ,  &c» 

Hard 


(  14  ) 

Hard  fate  that  I  fhou'd  baniuYd  be, 

Gang  heavily  and  mourn, 
Becaufe  I  ]ov'd  the  kindefl  fwain 

That  ever  yet  was  born. 

O  the  broom,   &c. 

He  did  oblige  me  every  hour, 

Cou'd  I  but  faith ftf  be  ? 
He  {law  my  heart :  Ccu'd  I  refufe 

Whate'er  he  afk'd  of  me  ? 

O  the  broom,   Sec. 

My  doggie,  and  my  little  kit 

That  held  my  wee  foup  whey, 
My  pla'dy,  broach,- and  crooked  Hick,. 

May  now  ]y  uielefs  by. 
O  the  broom.  Sec. 

Adieu,  ye  Coivdenkncws,  adieu, 

Farewel  a'  pleafures  there  ; 
Ye"  gods,  relxore  me  to  my  fwain, 

Is  a'  I  crave  or  care. 

0  the  broom,  the  bonny  bonny  broom. 
The  broom  o/'Cowdenknows  ; 

1  ivife  I  'were  <zvith  my  dear  fwain, 

With  his  pipe  and  my  e-ivs*  8,  R , 


To  Chloe, 


To  the  Tune  of,  1  wife  my  Love  were  in  a  Mirr, 

Lovely  maid !  how  dear's  thy  pow'r  ? 

At  once  I  love,  at  once  adore  : 
With  wonder  are  my  thoughts  pofieft, 
While  fofteft  love  infpires  my  breaii. 
This  tender  look,  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Confefs  their  am'rous  mailer  thine ; 

Thek 


(  is  ) 

Thefe  eyes  with  Strephon's  paflion  play,, 
Firft  make  me  love,  and  then  betray. 

Yes,  charming  viclor,  I  am  thine, 
Poor  as  it  is,  this  heart  of  mine 
Was  never  in  another's  pc  ■   '  , 
Was  never  piere'd  by  love  bpfexe. 
In  thee  I've  treafur'd  up  mv  joy, 
Thou  can' ft  give  blifs,  or  bills  deftroy  t 
And  thus  I've  bound  myfelf  to  icve,. 
While  blifs  or  miferycan  movel 

O  mould  I  ne'er  pofiefs  thy  charms, 
Ne'er  meet  my  comfort  in  thy  arms  ; 
Were  hopes  of  dear  enjoyment  gone,. 
Still  would  I  love;  love  thee  alone. 
But,  like  fome  difcontented  fhade, 
That  wanders  where  its  body's  laid, 
Mournful  I'd  roam  with  hollow  glare, 
For  ever  exii'd  from  my  JMHr. 


Upon  hearing  bis  Ticlure  was  in  Chloej£ 
Breajl, 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  fourteen  ^October.. 

Egcds!  was  Strephons  picture  bleft 
With  the  fair  heav'n  of  Cbloe's  bread? 

Move  fofter,  thou  fond  flutt'iing  heart, 

Oh  gently  throb, — too  fierce  thou  art. 

Tell  me,  thou  brighteft  of  thy  kind, 

For  Strepbcn  was  the  blifs  defign'd  ? 

For  Strephons  fake,  dear  charming  maid, 

Bidft  thou  prefer  his  wand'ring  made  ? 

And  thou,  bleft  made,  that  fweetly  art 
Lodged  fo  near  my  Case's  heart, 
For  me  the  tender  hour  improve, 
And  fbftly  tell  how  dear  I  love. 

Ungrate- 


(i6) 

Ungrateful  thing !  it  fcorns  to  hear 
Its  wretched  mailer's  ardent  pray'r, 
Jngroffing  all  that  beauteous  heaven, 
That  Chloe,  lavifh  maid,  has  given. 

I  cannot  blame  thee  :  Were  I  lord 
Of  all  the  wealth  thofe  breafls  afford, 
I'd  be  a  mifer  too,  nor  give 
An  alms  to  keep  a  God  alive. 
Oh  fmile  not  thus,  my  lovely  fair, 
On  thefe  cold  looks,  that  lifelefs  are, 
Frize  him  whofe  bofom  glows  with  fire, 
With  eager  love  and  foft  defire. 

'Tis  true  thy  charms,  O  powerful  maid, 
To  life  can  bring  the  filent  made  : 
Thou  can'ft,  furpafs  the  painter's  art, 
And  real  warmth  and  flames  impart. 
But  oh  !  it  ne'er  can  love  like  me, 
I've  ever  lov"cl,  and  lov'd  but  thee  ; 
Then,  charmer,  grant  my  fond  requeft, 
Say  thou  canft  love,  and  make  me  bleft. 


Song 


for  a  Serenade. 


To  the  Tune  of,  The  -Snww^Cowdenknows. 

TEACH  me,  Chloe,  how  to  prove 
My  boafled  flame  fincere  : 
'Tis  hard  to  tell  how  dear  I  love, 
And  hard  to  hide  my  care. 

Sleep  in  vain  difplays  her  charms, 

To  bribe  my  foul  to  reft, 
Vainly  fpreads  her  iilken  arms, 

And  courts  me  to  her  bread. 

Where 


(  i7  ) 

Where  can  Strephon  find  repofe, 

lfChloe  is  not  there  ? 
For  ah  !  no  peace  his  boforn  knows, 

When  abfent  from  the  fair. 

What  tho'  Pbeebus  from  on  high 
Withholds  his  chearful  ray, 

Thine  eyes  can  well  his  light  fupply, 
And  give  me  more  than  day. 


Love  is  the  Caufe  of  my  Mourning. 

BY  a  murmuring  dream  a  fair  fhepherdefs  lay, 
Be  fo  kind,  O  ye  nymphs,  I  oftimes  heard  her  fay? 
Tell  Strephon  I  die,  if  he  paries  this  way, 
And  that  love  is  the  caufe  of  my  mourning, 
Falfe  fhepherds  that  tell  me  of  beauty  and  charms, 
Youdeceive  me,  for  Strephon's  cold  heartnever  warms; 
Yet  bring  me  this  Strephon,  let  me  die  in  his  arms, 
Oh  Strephon  !  the  caufe  of  my  mourning* 

But  firft,  faid  me,  let  me  go 

Down  to  the  ihades  below, 

Ere  ye  let  Strephon  know 

That  I  have  lov'd  him  io  : 
Then  on  my  pale  cheek  no  blufhes  will  mow 
Thai  lo<ve  tvas  the  caufe  of  my  mourning, 

'Her  eyes  were  fsarce  clofed  when  Strephon  came  by, 
He  thought  fhe'd  been  fleeping,  and  foftly  drew  nigh ; 
But  finding  her  breathlefs,  oh  heavens !  did  he  cry, 
Ah  Chloris  !   the  caufe  of  my  mourning. 
Reftore  me  my  Chloris,  ye  nymphs,  ufe  your  art ; 
They  fighing,  reply 'd,  'twas  yourfelffliot  the  dart 
That  wounded  the  tender  young  fhepherdefs'  heart, 
And kiW d  the  poor  Chloris  <zvi/h  mourning. 

Ah  then  is  Chloris  dead, 

Wounded  by  me  !  he  faid  ; 

1*11  follow  thee,  chafte  maid, 

Down  to  the  filent  made. 

Then 


(  i8  ) 

Then  on  her  cold  fnowy  breaft  leaning  his  head7 

Expired  the  poor  Strephon  with  mourning.  X* 


To    Mrs,    A,    H.    on  feeing  her    at   a 
Confort.  i 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  bonnieft  Lafs  in  c?  the  Warld, 

O  O  K  where  my  dear  Hamilla  finiles, 
Hamilla!  heavenly  charmer; 
See  how  with  all  their  arts  and  wiles 

The  Lcves  and  Graces  arm  her. 
A  blufh  dwells  glowing  on  her  cheeks, 

Fair  feats  of  youthful  pleafures, 
There  love  in  fmiling  language  fpeaks^ 
There  fpreads  his  rofy  treafures. 

O  fairefl;  maid,  I  own  thy  pow'r, 

I  gaze,  I  figh,  and  languilh, 
Yet  ever,   ever  will  adore, 

And  triumph  in  my  anguifh. 
But  eafe,  O  charmer,  eafe  my  care, 

And  let  my  torments  move  thee ; 
As  thou  art  faireft  of  the  fair, 

So  I  the  dearefc  love  thee.  2.  C. 


The  Bonny    SCOT 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  Boat-man. 

E  gales  that  gently  wave  the  fea, 
And  pleafe  the  canny  boat-man, 
Bear  me  frae  hence,  or  bring  to  me 
My  brave,  my  bonny  Scot- — man: 
In  haly  bands 
We  join'd  our  hands, 

Yet 


(  19  ) 

Yet  may  not  this  difcover, 

While  parents  rate 

A  large  eilate, 
Before  a  faithfu'  lover. 

But  T  loor  chufe  in  Highland  glena 
To  herd  the  kid  and  goat — -man, 
Ere  I  cou'd  for  fie  little  ends 
Refufe  my  bonny  Scot— man, 

Wae  worth  the  man 

Wha  firft  began 
The  bafe  ungenerous  faihion, 

Frae  greedy  views 

Love's  art  to  ufe, 
While  Urangers  to  its  palHon. 

Frae  foreign  fields,  my  lovely  youth, 

Haile  to  thy  longing  laffie, 
Who  pants  to  prefs  thy  bawmy  mouth, 
And  in  her  bofom  hawfe  thee. 

Love  gi'es  the  word , 

Then  hafte  on  board, 
Fair  winds  and  tenty  boat-man, 

Waft  o'er,  waft  o'er 

Frae  yonder  fhore, 
My  blyth,  my  bonny  Scot-~ man. 


Scornfu*  Nanjy. 

To  its  own  Tune. 

ANSY's  to  the  Gnen  Wood  gane,. 
To  hear  the  Gowdjpink  chatt 'ring. 
And  Willie  he  has  followed  her, 

To  gain  her  love  by  flatt'iing  : 
But  a'  that  he  cou'd  fay  or  do, 

She  geck'd  and  fcorned  at  him  ; 
And  ay  when  he  began  to  woo, 
She  bid  him  mind  wha  gat  him. 


What 


{    20    ) 

What  ails  ye  at  my  dad,  quoth  he, 

My  minny  or  my  aunty  ? 
With  crowd y  mowdy  they  fed  me, 

Lang- kail  and  ranty-tanty  : 
With  bannocks  of  good  barley-meal, 

Of  thae  there  was  right  plenty, 
With  chapped  Hocks  fou  butter'd  well; 

And  was  not  that  right  dainty  ? 

Altho*  my  father  was  nae  laird, 

'Tis  daffin  to  be  yaunty, 
He  keepit  ay  a  good  kail-yard, 

A  ha'  houfe  and  a  pantry  : 
A  good  blew  bonnet  on  his  head, 

An  owrlay  'bout  his  cragy  ; 
And  ay  until  the  day  he  died, 

He  rade  on  good  fhanks  nagy. 

Now  wae  and  wander  on  your  fnout, 

Wad  ye  hae  bonny  Nanjy  ? 
Wad  ye  compare  ye'r  fell  to  me, 

A  docken  till  a  tanfie  ? 
I  have  a  wooer  of  my  ain, 

They  ca'him  fouple  Sandy, 
And  well  I  wat  his  bonny  mou* 

Is  fweet  like  fugar- candy. 

Wow,  Nanfy,  what  needs  a'  this  din  ? 

Do  I  not  ken  this  Sanely  P 
I'm  fure  the  chief  of  a'  his  kin. 

Was  Rab  the  beggar  randy  : 
His  minny  Meg  upo'  her  back 

Bare  baithhim  and  his  billy  ; 
Will  ye  compare  a  nafty  pack 

Tc  me  your  winfome  Willie? 

My  gutcher  left  a  good  braid  fvvord, 

Tho'  it  be  auld  and  rufly, 
Yet  ye  mav  tak  it  on  my  word, 

It  is  baith  ftout  and  truity; 

And 


(    21    ) 

And  if  I  can  but  get  it  drawn, 
Which  will  be  right  uneafy, 

I  fhall  lay  baith  my  lugs  in  pawn, 
That  he  {hall  get  a  heezy. 

Then  Nanfy  turn'd  her  round  about, 

And  faid,  Did  Sandy  hear  ye, 
Ye  wadna  mifs  to  get  a  clout, 

I  ken  he  difna  fear  ye  : 
Sae  had  ye'r  tongue  and  fay  nae  mair, 

Set  feme  where  elfe  your  fancy  ; 
For  as  lang's  Sandy  s  to  the  fore, 

Ye  never  fhall  get  Naxjh 


Slighted  Nanfy. 

To  the  Tune  of,    The  Kirk  wad  let  ?ne  be, 

'J  |  ^  I  S  I  have  feven  braw  new  gowns, 

j[  And  ither  feven  better  to  mak, 

And  yet  for  a'  my  new  gowns, 

My  wooer  has  turn'd  his  back. 
Beiides  I  have  feven  milk-ky, 

And  Sandy  he  has  but  three  ; 
And  yet  for  a'  my  good  ky, 

The  ladie  winna  ha'e  me. 

My  dadie's  a  delver  of  dikes, 

My  mither  can  card  and  fpin, 
And  I  am  a  fine  fodgel  lafs, 

And  the  filler  comes  linkin  in: 
The  filler  comes  linkin  in: 

And  it  is  fou  fair  to  fee, 
And  fifty  times  wow!  O  wow  ? 

What  ails  the  lads  at  me  ? 


When 


(   22    ) 
When  ever  our  Eaty  does  bark, 

Then  fa  ft  to  the  door  I  rin, 
To  fee  gin  ony  young  fpark 

Will  light  and  venture  but  in : 
But  never  a  ane  will  come  in, 

Tho'  mony  a  ane  gaes  by, 
Syne  far  ben  the  houfe  I  rin  ; 

And  a  weary  wight  am  I. 

When  I  was  at  my  firft  prayers, 

I  pray'd  but  anes  i'  the  year, 
I  wijli'd  for  a  handfome  young  lad, 

And  a  lad  with  muckle  gear. 
When  I  was  at  my  neift  pray'rs, 

I  pray'd  but  now  and  than, 
I  fafh'd  na  my  head  about  gear, 

if  I  get  a  handfome  young  man. 

Now  when  I'm  at  my  laft:  pray'rs, 

I  pray  on  baith  night  and  day, 
And  O!  if  a. beggar  wad  come, 

With  that  fame  beggar  I'd  gae. 
And  O  !  and  what'll  come  o'  me  ? 

And  O  !  and  what'll  I  do  ? 
That  fie  a  braw  laffie  as  I 

Shou'd  die  for  a  wooer  I  trow. 


Lucky  Nanjy. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Dainty  Davie. 

WHILE  fops  in  faft  Italian  Verfe, 
Jlk  fair  ane's  een  and  breaft  rehearfe^ 
While  fangs  abound  and  fenfe  is  fcarce, 

Thefe  lines  I  have  indited  : 
But  neither  darts  nor  arrows  here, 

Venus  nor  Cupid  fhall  appear, , 
And  yet  with  thefe  fine  founds  I  fwear, 
The  maidens  are  delited, 

I  was 


(    23    ) 

I  was  ay  telling  you. 
Lucky  Nanfy,  lucky  Nanfy, 
Auldfprings  wad  ding  the  new. 
But  ye  wad  ne-ver  trow  me. 

Nor  fnaw  with  crimfon  will  I  mix, 
To  fpread  upon  my  laffie's  cheeks ; 
And  fyne  th'  unmeaning  name  prefix, 

Miranda,  Chloe,  or  Pbillis. 
I'll  fetch  nae  fimile  frae  Jove, 
My  height  of  extafy  to  prove, 
Nor  lighting, — thus — prefent  my  love 

With  rofes  eek  and  liilies. 
I  was  ay  telling  you,  Sec. 

B  ut  Hay, — I  had  amaift  forgot 
My  miftrefs  and  my  fang  to  boot, 
And  that's  an  unco'  faut  I  wate  : 

But  Nanfy,  'tis  nae  matter. 
Ye  fee  I  clink  my  verfe  wi'  rhyme, 
And  ken  ye,  that  atones  the  crime ; 
Forby,  how  fweet  my  numbers  chyme, 

And  Aide  away«like  water. 
1  was  ay  tilling  you,   &C. 

Now  ken,  my  reverend  fonfy  fair, 
Thy  runkled  cheeks  and  lyart  hair, 
Thy  half  fhut  een  and  hodling  air, 

Are  a'  my  paflion's  fewel. 
Nae  fkyring  gowk,  my  dear,  can  fee, 
Or  love,  or  grace,  or  heaven  in  thee  ; 
Yet  thou  haft  charms  anew  for  me, 
Then  fmile,  and  be  na  cruel. 
Leez  me  on  thy  fnawy  pow9 
Lucky  Nanfy,  lucky  Nanfy, 
DryeJ?  wood  will  eithejl  low, 
And  Nanfy  fae  will  ye  now. 


Trotk 


(  M  ) 

Troth  I  have  fung  the  fang  to  you, 
Which  ne'er  anither  bard  wad  do  $ 
Kear  then  my  charitable  vow, 

Dear  venerable  Nanjy. 
But  if  the  warld  my  paffion  wrang, 
And  fay;   ye  only  jive  in  fang, 
Ken  I  defpife  a  fland'ring  tongue, 

And  fing  to  pleafe  my  fancy. 

Lees,  me  on  thy,   &C  Q. 


A  SCOTS  Cantata. 

The  Tune  after  an  Italian  Manner. 
Composed  by   Sign'urr  Lorenzo  Bocchi. 

Recitative. 

BL  A  T  E  Jonny  faintly  teld  fair  Jean  his  mind ; 
Jeany  took  pleafure  to  deny  him  lang  ; 
He  thought  her  fcorn  came  frae  her  heart  unkind, 
Which  gart  him  in  defpair  tune  up  this  fang. 

Ai  R. 

0  bonny  laffie,  fince'tis  fae, 
That  I'm  defpis'd  by  thee, 

1  hate  to  live  ;  but  O  I'm  wae, 

And  unko  fweer  to  die* 
Dear  Jeany,  think  what  dowy  hours 

I  thole  by  your  difdain  ; 
Ah  !  fhould  a  breaft  fae  faft  as  your's, 

Contain  a  heart  of  ftane  ? 

Recitative. 
Thefe  tender  notes  did  a'  her  pity  move, 
With  melting  heart  lhe  liflned  to  the  boy; 
O'ercome  lhe  fmil'd,  and  promis'd  him  her  love  : 
He  in  return  thus  fang  his  rifmg  joy. 


A  I  R. 


(  »5) 

A    I     R. 

Hence  frae  my  breaft,  contentious  care, 

Ye've  tint  the  power  to  pine  ; 
My  Jenny's  good,  my  Jeanys  fair, 

And  a'  her  fweets  are  mine. 
O  fpread  thine  arms,  and  gi'e  me  fowth 

Of  dear  enchanting  blifs, 
A  thoufand  joys  around  thy  mouth 

Gi'e  heaven  with  ilka  kifs. 


The     TOAST. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Saw  ye  my  P  EGGT, 

COME  let's  ha'e  mair  wine  in, 
Bacchus  hates  repining, 
Venus  loos  nae  dwimng, 

Let's  be  blyth  and  free, 
Away  with  dull,  Here  t'ye,  Sir  ; 
Ye' re  miftrefs,  Robie,  gi'es  her, 
We'll  drink  her  health  wi'  pleafure, 
Wha's  belov'd  by  thee. 

Then  let  Peggy  warm  ye, 
That's  a  lafs  can  charm  ye, 
And  to  joys  alarm  ye, 

Sweet  is  fhe  to  me. 
Some  angel  ye  wad  ca'  her, 
And  never  wifh  ane  Drawer, 
If  ye  bareheaded  faw  her 

Kiltet  to  the  knee. 

P£GGradaintylafsis, 
Come  let's  join  our  glafles, 
And  refrefh  our  haufes 

With  a  health  to  thee. 
Let  coofs  their  cam  be  clinking, 
Be  ftatefmen  tint,  in  thinking, 
While  we  with  love  and  drinking, 

Give  our  cares  the  lie. 

C  Maggie's 


(26    ) 

M  a  g  g  i  e's  Tocher- 

To  in  ain  Tune* 

TH  E  meal  was  dear  Jhort  fyne, 
We  buckl'd  us  a*  tliegither ; 
And  Maggie  was  in  her  prime, 
When  Willie  made  courtihip  till  her  : 
Twa  piftals  charg'd  beguefs, 
To  gie  the  courting  fhot ; 
And  fyne  came  ben  the  lafs, 
Wi'  fwats  drawn  frae  the  butt. 
He  Uril  fpeer'd  at  the  guidman, 
And  fyne  at  Giles  the  mither, 
An  ye  wad  gi's  a  bit  land, 
We'd  buckle  us  e'en  the  gither. 

My  daughter  ye  {hall  hae, 
I'll  gi"  you  her  by  the  hand  ; 
But  I'll  part  wi'  my  wife  by  my  fae, 
Or  I  part  wi* my  land. 
Your  tocher  it  fall  be  good, 
There's  nane  fall  hae  its  maik, 
The  lafs  bound  in  her  mood, 
And  Crummie  who  kens  her  flake  : 
With  an  auld  bedden  o'  claiths, 
Was  left  me  by  my  mither, 
They're  jet  black  o'er  wi'  Haes, 
Ye  may  cudle  in  them  the  gither. 

Ye  fpeak  right  well,  guidman, 
But  ye  maun  mend  your  hand, 
And  think  o'  modefty, 
Gin  ye'll  net  quat  your  land  : 
We  are  but  young,  ye  ken, 
And  now  we're  gawn  the  gither, 
A  houfe  is  butt  and  benn, 
And  Crummie  will  want  her  fother. 


The 


(    27    ) 

The  bairns  are  coming  on, 
And  they'll  cry,  O  their  mither  ? 
We  have  nouther  pat  nor  pan, 
But  four  bare  legs  the  gither. 

Your  tocher's  be  good  enough, 
For  that  you  need  na  fear, 
Twagood  ftilts  to  the  pleugh, 
And  ye  your  fell  maun  freer  : 
Ye  mail  hae  twa  good  pocks 
That  anes  were  o'  the, twee], 
The  t'ane  to  had  the  grots, 
The  ither  to  had  the  meal : 
With  ane  auld  kill  made  of  wand?, 
And  that  fall  be  your  coffer, 
Wi'  aiken  woody  bands  r 
And  that  may  had  your  tocher. 

Confider  well,  guidraan, 
We  hae  but  borrowed  gear, 
The  horfe  that  I  ride  on 
Is  Sandy  Wil/ons  mare  : 
The  fadle's  none  of  my  am, 
An  thae's  but  borrowed  boots. 
And  whan  that  I  gae  hame, 
I  maun  take  to  my  coots  : 
The  cloak  is  Geordy  Watfs, 
That  gars  me  look  fae  crcufe  ; 
Come  fill  us  a  cogue  of  fwats, 
We'll  make  na  mair  toom  rufe. 

I  like  you  well,  young  lad, 
For  telling  me  fae  plain, 
I  married  when  little  I  had 
O'  gear  that  was  my  ain. 
But  iin  that  things  are  fae, 
The  bride  me  maun  come  furth, 
Tho'  a'  the  gear  flie'll  hae, 
It'll  be  but  little  worth. 


Ci  A  bar- 


(   28   ) 

A  bargain  it  maun  be, 

Fy  cry  on  Giles  the  mither  : 

Content  am  I,  quo'  fhe, 

E'en  gar  the  hiflie  come  hither. 

The  bride  fhe  gade  till  her  bed, 

The  bridegroom  he  came  till  her; 

The  fidler  crap  in  at  the  fit, 

•An  they  cudl'd  it  a1  the  gither.  Z. 


A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Blink  o<ver  the  Bum,  Jhveet  Betty. 

E  A  V  E  kindred  and  friends,  fvveet  Betty, 
Leave  kindred  and  friends  for  me  ; 
Afiur'd  thy  fervant  is  fteddy 

To  love,  to  honour,  and  thee. 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  fortune 

May  fly  by  chance  as  they  came  ; 
They're  grounds  the  deitinies  fport  en, 
But  vertue  is  ever  the  fame. 

Altho'  my  fancy  were  roving, 

Thy  charms  fo  heavenly  appear, 
That  other  beauties  difproving, 

Vd  worfliip  thine  only,  my  dear. 
And  mould  life's  forrovvs  embitter 

The  pleafure  we  promis'd  our  loves, 
To  fliare  them  together  is  fitter, 

Than  moan  afunder  like  doves. 

Oh  !  were  I  but  once  foblefTed, 

To  grafp  my  love  in  my  arms ! 
By  thee  to  be  gralp'd  !  and  killed ! 

And  live  on  thy  heaven  of  charms ; 
I'd  laugh  at  fortune's  caprices, 

Shou'd  fortune  capricious  prove  ; 
The'  death  fhou'd  tear  .me  to  pieces, 

I'd  die  a  martyr  to  love.  M. 

A  SONG. 


f  29 ) 

A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,   The  bonny  grey-eyd  Morning, 

C CELESTIAL  mufes,  tune  your  lyres, 
j     Grace  all  my  raptures  with  your  lays, 
Charming,  enchanting  Kate  infpires, 
In  lofty  founds  her  beauties  praife  : 
How  undefigning  fhe  difplays 
Such  fcenes  as  ravifh  with  delight; 
Tho'  brighter  than  meridian  rays, 
They  dazzle  not,  but  pleafe  the  fight. 

Blind  God,  give  this,  this  only  dart? 
I  neither  will  nor  can  her  harm, 
I  would  but  gently  touch  her  heart, 
And  try  for  once  if  that  cou'd  charm. 
Go,  Venus,  ufe  your  fav'rite  wile, 
As  ihe  is  beauteous,  make  her  kind, 
Let  all  your  graces  round  her  fmile, 
And  footh  her  till  I  comfort  find. 

When  thus,  by  yielding,  I'm  o'erpaid, 
And  all  my  anxious  cares  remov'd, 
In  moving  notes  I'll  tell  the  maid, 
With  what  pure  lafting  flames  I  loy'd. 
Then  fnall  alternate  life  and  death,  - 
My  ravifh'd  flutt'ring  foul  poflefs, 
The  fofteft  tend'reft  things  I'll  breath, 
Betwixt  each  am'rous  fond  carefs.  O 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  Broom  ^Cowdenknows. 

SUBJECTED  to  the  pow'r  of  love, 
By  NelPs  refiftlefs  charms, 
The  fancy  fixt  no  more  can  rove. 
Or  fly  foft  love's  alarms. 

C  3  Gay 


(  30) 

Gay  Damon  had  the  flail  to  fhun 

All  traps  by  Cupid  laid, 
Until  his  freedom  was  undone 

By  Nell  the  conquering  maid. 

But  who  can  Hand  the  force  of  love, 

When  me  refolves  to  kill  ? 
Ker  fparkllng  eyes  love's  arrows  prove, 

And  wound  us  with  our  will. 

O  happy  Damon,   happy  fair, 

What  Cupid  has  begun, 
May  faithful  Hymen  take  a  care 

To  fee  it  fairly  done. 


A    s  o  N  a 

Tune  of,  Logan  Water, 
Vitas  h'mnuleo  me  fitmlisy  Chloe, 

TELL  me,   Hamilla,  tell  me  why 
Thou  doll  from  him  that  loves  thee  run  f 
Why  from  his  foft  embraces  fly, 
And  all  his  kind  endearments  fhun  ? 

So  flies  the  fawn,  with  fear  opprefs'd,. 
Seeking  its  mother  ev'ry  where, 
It  ftarts  at  ev'ry  empty  blaft, 
And  trembles  when  no  danger's  near. 

And  yet  I  keep  thee  but  in  view, 
To  gaze  the  glories  of  thy  face, 
Not  with  a  hateful  Hep  purfue, 
As  age,  to  rifle  every  grace. 

Ceafe  then,  dear  wildnefs,  ceafe  to  toy, 
But  hafte  all  rivals  to  outfhine* 
And  grown  mature,  and  ripe  for  joy, 
Leave  mama's  arms,  and  come  to  mine.  W 

A  South- 


(  3i  ) 

A  South- Sea  Sang. 

Tune  of,  For  our  lang  biding  here, 

HENwe  came  to  London  town, 
We  dream'd  of  gowd  in  gowpings  here, 
And  rantinly  ran  up  and  down, 
In  riling  fiocks  to  buy  a  fkaif  : 
We  daftly  thought  to  row  in  rowth, 
But  for  our  daffin  pay'd  right  dear  ; 
The  lave  will  fare  the  war  in  trouth, 
For  our  lang  biding  here. 

But  when  we  find  our  purfe*s  toom, 
And  dainty  flocks  began  to  fa', 
We  hang  our  lugs,  and  wi'  a  gloom 
Girn*d  at  ftockjobbingane  and  a\ 
If  ye  gang  near  the  Soutb-Sea  houfe, 
The  whillywha's  will  grip  ye'r  gear, 
Syne  a'  the  lave  will  fare  the  war, 

For  our  lang  biding  here. 


Hap  me  with  thy  Petticoat. 

OB  ELL,  thy  looks  have  kill'd  my  heart, 
I  pafs  the  day  in  pain, 
When  night  returns  I  feel  the  fmart, 

And  wifh  for  thee  in  vain. 
I'm  ftarving  in  cold,  while  thou  art  warm  : 

Have  pity  and  incline, 
And  grant  me  for  a  hap  that  charm- 
ing petticoafof  thine. 

My  ravifh'd  fancy  in  amaze, 

Still  wanders  o'er  thy  charms, 
Delulive  dreams  ten  thoufand  ways, 

Prefent  thee  to  my  arms. 

C  4  But 


(  32  ) 

But  waking  think  what  I  endure, 

While  cruel  you  decline 
Thofe  pleafurcs,  which  can  only  cure 

This  panting  breail  of  mine. 

I  faint,   I  fail,  and  wildly  rove, 

Becaufe  you  ftill  deny 
The  jufc  reward  that's  due  to  love, 

And  let  true  paiTion  die.    . 
Oh  !  turn,  and  let  companion  feisie 

That  lovely  breaft  of  thine ; 
Thy  petticoat  could  give  me  eafe, 

1{  thou  and  it  were  mine. 

Sure  heaven  has  fitted  for  delight 

That  beauteous  form  of  thine  ; 
And  Yhou'rt  too  good  its  law  to  flight. 

By  hind  ring  the  defign, 
May  ail  the  powers  of  love  agree, 

At  length  to  make  thee  mine, 
Or  loofe  my  chains,  and  fet  me  free 

From  ev'ry  charm  of  thine. 


Love  inviting  Reafon. 

SONG    to  the   Tune   of, — Cbami  rm 
ckattk)  tie  dues  skar  mi. 

Hen  innocent  paftime  our  pleafure  did  crown, 
Upon  a  green  meadow,  or  under  a  tree, 
E'er  Annie  became  a  fine  lady  in  town, 

How  lovely  and  loving  and  bonny  was  me? 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautifu'  Annie. 

Let  ne'er  a  new  whim  ding  thy  fancy  a-jee; — 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonny,  be  faithfu'  and  cany, 
And  favour  thy  Jamie  wha  doats  upon  thee. 

Does 
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Does  the  death  of  a  lintwhke  give  Annie  the  fpleen  ? 

Can  tyning  of  trifles  be  uneafy  to  thee? 
Can  lap-dogs  and  monkies  draw  tears  frae  thefe  een, 

That  look  with  indifference  on  poor  dying  me  ? 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautifu'  Annie, 

And  dinna  prefer  a  paroquet  to  me  ; 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonny,  be  prudent  and  cany, 

And  think  on  thy  Jamie  wha  doats  upon  thee. 

Ah  !  fhou'd  a  new  manto  or  Flanders  lace  head, 

Or  yet  a  wee  cottie,  tho'  never  fae  fine, 
Gar  thee  grow  forgetfu',  and  let  his  heart  bleed, 

That  anes  had  fome  hope  of  purchafmg  thine? 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautifu'  Annie, 

And  dinna  prefer  ye'r  fleegeries  tome  ; 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonny,  be  folid  and  cany, 

And  tent  a  true  lover  that  doats  upon  thee. 

Shall  a  Paris  edition  of  new-fangle  Sany, 

Tho'  gilt  o'er  wi'  laces  and  fringes  he  be, 
By  adoring  himfelf,  be  admir'd  by  fair  Annie, 

And  aim  at  thefe  benifons  promisrd  to  me  ? 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautifu'  Annie, 

And  never  prefer  a  light  dancer  to  me  ; 
O  !  as  thou  are  bonny,  be  conftant  and  cany, 

Love  only  thy  Jamie  who  doats  upon  thee. 

O  !  think,  my  dear  charmer,  on  ilka  fvveet  hour, 

That  ilade  away  faftly  between  thee  and  me, 
E'er  fquirrels,  or  beaus,  or  foppery  had  power 

To  rival  my  love,  and  impofe  upon  thee. 
Roufe  up  thy  reafon,  my  beautiful  Annie, 

And  let  thy  defires  be  a'  center'd  in  me; 
O  !  as  thou  art  bonny,  be  faithfu'  and  cany, 

And  love  him  wha's  langing  to  center  in  thee. 

C  e  Th 
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■  Tfie  Bo  B  (^DU  MBLANE, 

A  S  S  I  E,  lend  me  your  braw  hemp  heckle. 
And  111  lend  you  my  thripling  kame ; 
For  fainnefs,  deary,  I'll  gar  ye  keckle, 
If  ye'll  go  dance  the  B 'oh  of  Dumblane. 
Hafte  ye,  gang  to  the  ground  of  ye'r  trunkies* 

Bulk  ye  braw,  and  dinna  think  ihame ; 
Coniider  in  time,  if  leading  of  monkies 

Be  better  than  dancing  the  Bob  of  Dumblane,. 

Be  frank,  my  laffie,  left  I  grow  fickle, 

And  take  my  word  and  offer  again. 
Syne  ye  may  chance  to  repent  it  mickle  ; 

Ye  did  nae  accept  of  the  Bob  of  Dumblane. 
The  dinner,  the  piper  and  priefl  mall  be  ready* 

And  I'm  grown  dowy  with  lying  my  lane, 
Away  then  leave  baith  minny  and  dady, 

And  try  with  me  the  Bob  of  Dumblane. 


SONG  complaining  of  Ah  fence. 

To  the  Tune  of,    My  Apron  Deary.'' 

H  Chloel  thou  treafure,  thou  joy  of  my  breaftp, 
Since  I  parted  from  thee,  I'm  a  ftranger  to  reft,. 
J  fly  to  the  grove  there  to  languifh  and  mourn, 
There  iigh  for  my  charmer,  and  long  to  return  :. 
The  fields  all  around  me  are  fmiling  and  gay, 

But  they  fmile  all  in  vain my  Chloe's  away  ; 

The  field  and  the  grove  can  afford  me  no  eafe,    ■  . . 
But  bring  me  my  Chloe,  a  defart  will  pleafe. 

No  virgin  I  fee  that  my  bofom  alarms, 
I'm  cold  to  the  faireft,  tho'  glowing  with  charms, 
In  vain  they  attack  me,  and  fparkle  the  eye  ; 
Thele  are  not  the  looks  of  my  Chloe,  I  cry. 

Thefe 


(  35  ) 
Thefe  looks  where  bright  love,  like  the  fun  fits  en- 
throned, 
And  fmiling  difFufes  his  influence  round, 
'Twas  thuslfirft  view'dthee,  my  charmer,  amazM: 
Thus  gaz'dthee  with  wonder,  and  lov'd  while  Igaz'd. 

Then,  then  the  dear  fair  one  was  ftill  in  my  fight. 
It  was  pleafure  all  day,  it  was  rapture  all  night ; 
But  now  by  hard  fortune  remov'd  from  my  fair, 
In  fecret  I  languiih,  a  prey  to  defpair  ; 
Butabfence  and  torment  abate  not  my  flame, 
My  Chlce's  ftill  charming,  my  paflion  the  fame  ; 
O  !  would  fhe  preferve  me  a  place  in  her  breaft, 
Then  abfence  would  pleafeme,  for  I  fhould  be  bled. 

R. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  1  fixed  my  Fancy  on  her, 

RIGHT  Cynthia?,  power  divinely  great, 

What  heart  is  not  obeying  ; 
A  thoufand  Cupids  on  her  wait, 
And  in  her  eyes  are  playing. 
She  teems  the  queen  of  love  to  reign  ; 
For  me  alone  difpenfes 
•Such  fweets  as  bell  can  entertain 
The  gull  of  all  the  fenfes. 

Her  face  a  charming  profpecl:  brings. 
Her  breath  give  balmy  bliffes  ; 
I  hear  an  angel  when  me  fings, 
And  tafte  of  heaven  in  kiffes. 
Four  fenfes  thus  fhe  feafts  with  joy, 
From  nature's  richeft  treafure  : 
Let  me  the  other  fenfe  employ, 
And  I  mall  die  with  pleafure. 

C  6  A  SONG. 


( &-) 

A    SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  /  loo'd  a  bonny  Lady. 

TELL  me,  tell  me,  charming  creature, 
Will  you  never  eafe  my  pain  ? 
Mull  I  die  for  every  feature  ? 
Mufll  always  love  in  vain  ? 
The  defire  of  admiration 

Is  the  pleafure  you  purfue  ; 
Pray  thee,  try  a  lading  paflion, 
Such  a  love  as  mine  for  you. 

Tears  and  fighing  could  not  move  you  j 

For  a  lover  ought  to  dare  : 
When  I  plainly  told  I  lov'd  you, 

Then  you  faid  I  went  too  far. 
Are  fuch  giddy  ways  befeeming  ? 

Will  my  dear  be  fickle  flill  ? 
Conqueft  is  the  joy  of  women, 

Let  their  flaves  be  what  they  will* 

Your  neglect  with  torment  fills  me, 

And  my  defperate  thoughts  increafe  % 
Pray  confider,  if  you  kill  me, 

You  will  have  a  lover  lefs. 
If  your  wand'ring  heart  is  beating 

For  new  lovers,  let  it  be  : 
Eutwhen  you  have  done  coquetting,. 

Name  a  day,  and  fix  on  me. 

The  R  E  P  L  T. 

N  vain,  fond  youth  ;  thy  tears  give  o'er; 
What  more,  alas !  can  Flavia  do  ? 
Thy  truth  I  own,  thy  fate  deplore  : 
All  are  not  happy  that  are  true. 

Supprefs 
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Supprefs  thofe  fighs,  and  weep  no  more  ; 

Should  heaven  and  earth  with  thee  combine* 
5Tvvere  all  in  vain,  fince  any  power, 

To  crown  thy  love  mull  alter  mine- 
But  if  revenge  can  eafe  thy  pain, 

I'll  footh  the  ills  I  cannot  cure, 
Tell  that  I  drag  a  hopelefs  chain,,  N 

And  all  that  I  inflict  endure.    ■  Xr 


The  Rcfe  in  Yarrow. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Mary  Scot. 

J  HpWA  S  fummer,  and  the  day  was  fair^ 

J[      Refolved  a  while  to  fly  from  care, 
Beguiling  thought,  forgetting  forrow, 
I  wander'd  o'er  the  braes  of  Yarrow  % 
Till  then  defpifing  beauty's  power, 
I  kept  my  heart,  my  own  fecure  ; 
But  Cupid's  art  did  there  deceive  me, 
And  Mary's  charms  do  now  enflave  me. 

Will  crueljove  no  bribe  receive  ? 
No  ranfom  take  for  Mary's  Have  ? 
Her  frowns  of  reft  and  hope  deprive  me  ? 
Ker  lovely  frniles  like  light  revive  me. 
No  bondage  may  with  mine  compare, 
Since  firft  Ifaw  this  charming  fair  : 
This  beauteous  flower  this  role  of  Yarrow, 
In  nature's  gardens  has  no  marrow. 


Had  I  of  heaven  but  one  requelt, 
I'd  afktolie  in  Mary's  breaft;: 
There  would  I  live  or  die  with  pleafu 
Nor  fpare  this  world  one  moment's  lei 
Defpifing  kings  and  all  that's  great, 
I'd  finite  at  courts  and  courtiers  fate  -, 


My 
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My  joy  complete  on  fuch  a  marrow, 
I'd  dwell  with  her,  and  live  on  Farrow, 

But  tho'  fuch  blifs  I  ne'er  mould  gain, 
Contented  fliil  I'll  wear  my  chain, 
In  hopes  my  faithful  heart  may  move  her; 
For  leaving  life  I'll  always  love  her. 
What  doubts  diftradt  a  lover's  mind  ? 
That  breaft,  all  foftnefs,  mull  prove  kind  ; 
And  me  mall  yet  become  my  marrow, 
The  lovely  beauteous  rofe  of  Yarrow. 


Ike  fair  Penitent. 

A    SON  G,~  To  its  ain  Tuns. 

A  Lovely  lafs  to  a  frier  came 
To  confefs  in  a  morning  early, 
In  what,  my  dear,  art  thou  to  blame  P 

Come  own  it  all  fincerely. 
I've  done,  Sir,  what  I  dare  not  name, 
With  a  lad  that  loves  me  dearly. 

The  greateft  fault  in  myfelf  I  know, 
Is  what  I  now  difcover. 

Then  you  to  Rome  for  that  muf  go. 

There  difcipline  to  fuffer. 
Lack  a  day,  Sir  !  if  it  mull  be  fo, 

Pray  with  me  fend  my  lover. 

No  no,  my  dear,  you  do  but  dream. 

We'll  have  no  double  dealing  ; 
But  if  with  me  you'll  repeat  the  fame, 

Til  pardon  your  pajl  failing. 
I  muil  own,  Sir,  tho'  I  blufn  for  fhame, 

That  your  penance  is  prevailing.  X. 

The 
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"The  laft  time  I  came  o'er  the  Moor. 

TH  E  laft  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor, 
I  left  my  love  behind  me  ; 
Ye  powers !  what  pain  do  I  endure, 

When  foft  ideas  mind  me  ? 
Soon  as  the  ruddy  morn  difplay*d 

The  beaming  day  enfuing, 

I  met  betimes  my  lovely  maid, 

In  fit  retreats  for  v/ooing. 

Beneath  the  cooling  fhade  we  lay, 

Gazing  and  chaltly  fporting  j 
We  kifs'd  and  promised  -time  away, 

Till  night  fpread  her  black  curtain. 
I  pitied  all  beneath  the  fkies, 

Ev'n  kings  when  me  was  nigh  me  ; 
In  raptures  I  beheld  her  eyes, 

Which  could  but  ill  deny  me. 

Should  I  be  call'd  where  cannons  roar,, 

Where  mortal Heel  may  wound  me  j 
Or  call  upon  forne  foreign  fhore, 

Where  dangers  may  furround  me  : 
Yet  hopes  again  to  fee  my  love, 

To  feaft  on  glowing  kiffes, 
Shall  make  my  cares  at  diftance  move, 

In  profpecl  of  fuch  blifles. 

In  all  my  foul  there's  not  one  place 

To  let  a  rival  enter  : 
Since  ihe  excels  in  every  grace, 

In  her  my  love  fhail  center. 
Sooner  the  feas  mall  ceafe  to  flow, 

Their  waves  the  Alps  mall  cover, 
On  Greenland  ice  ihall  rofes  grow, 

Before  I  ceafe  to  love  her. 


The 


The  next  time  I  go  o'er  the  moor 

She  (hall  a  lover  find  me  ; 
And  that  my  faith  is  firm  and  pure, 

Tho'  I  left  her  behind  me ; 
Then  Hymen's  facred  bonds  (hall  chai& 

My  heart  to  her  fair  bofom, 
There,  while  my  being  does  remain, 

My  love  more  fiefli  ihall  bloiTom. 


Tie  Lafs  of  Peaty';  Milk 

TH  E  lafs  of  Peaty*  &  mill, 
So  bonny,  blyth  and  gay, 
In  fpight  of  all  my  {kill, 
Hath  rtole  my  heart  away. 
When  tedding  of  the  hay 
Bare-headed  on  the  green, 
Love  'midfl  her  locks  did  play, 
And  wanton'd  in  her  een. 

Hen  arms,  white,  round  and  fmootJ)* 
Breafts  riling  in  their  dawn, 
To  age  it  would  give  youth, 
To  prefs  'em  with  his  hand. 
Thro'  all  my  fpirits  ran 
An  extafy  of  blifs, 
"When  i  fuch  fweetnefs  fand 
Wrapt  in  a  balmy  kifs. 

Without  the  help  of  art, 
Like  flowers  which  grace  the  wild. 
She  did  her  fweets  impart, 
Whene'er  fhe  fpoke  or  fmil'd. 
Her  looks  they  were  fo  mild, 
Free  from  affected  pride, 
She  me  to  love  beguil'd, 
I  wiftfd  her  for  my  bride. 


0  had 
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Ohad  I  all  that  wealth 
Hcptouns  high  mountains  fill, 
Infur'd  long  life  and  health, 
And  pleafures  at  my  will  ; 
I'd  promife  and  fulfill, 
That  none  but  bonny  (he, 
The  lafs  of  Peaf/s  mill, 
Shou'd  fhare  the  fame  wi'  me. 


GREEN    SLEEVES. 

E  watchful  guardians  of  the  fair, 
Who  fkifFon  wings  of  ambient  air, 
Of  my  dear  Delia  take  a  care, 

And  reprefent  her  lover 
With  all  the  gaiety  of  youth, 
With  honour,  juftice,  love  and  truth  ; 
'Till  I  return,  her  pafTions  footh, 
For  me,  in  whifpers  move  her. 

Ee  careful  no  bafe  fordid  flave, 
With  foul  funk  in  a  golden  grave, 
Who  knows  no  virtue  but  to  fave, 

With  glaring  gold  bewitch  her. 
Tell  her,  for  me  me  was  defign'd, 
For  me,  who  know  how  to  be  kind, 
-And  have  mair  plenty  in  my  mind, 

Than  one  who's  ten  times  richer. 


Let  all  the  world  turn  upfide  down, 
And  fools  run  an  eternal  round, 
In  quell  of  what  can  ne'er  be  found, 

To  pleafe  their  vain  ambition. 
Let  little  minds  great  charms  efpy, 
In  fliadows  which  at  diftance  ly, 
Whofe  hop'd  for  pleafure,  when  come  nigh, 

Prove  nothing  in  fruition. 

But 
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But  call  into  a  mold  divine, 
Fair  Delia  doth  with  luflre  ihine, 
Her  virtuous  foul's  an  ample  mine, 

Which  yields  a  conftant  treafure. 
Let  poets,  in  fublirneft  lays, 
Employ  their  fkifl  her  fame  to  raife  ; 
Let  fons  of  mufick  pafs  whole  days, 

With  wety-tun'd  reeds  to  pleafe  her. 


The  Yellow 'haired  Laddie.   ! 

N  April,  when  primrofes  paint  the  fweet  plain, 
And  fummer  approaching  rejoiceth  the  fwain  ; 
The  Yellow-hair  d  Laddie  would  often  times  go, 
To  wilds  and  deep  glens,  where  the  hawthorn  trees 
grow. 

There,  under  the  made  of  an  old  facred  thorn, 
With  freedom  he  fung  his  loves  ev'ning  and  morn  : 
He  fang  with  fo  faft  and  inchanting  a  found, 
That  Si/vans  and  Fairies  unfeen  danc'd  around. 

The  Shepherd  thus  fung,  Tho'  young  Maya  be  fair, 
Her  beauty  is  dahVd  with  a  fcornfu'  proud  air ; 
But  Sujie  was  handfome,  and  fweetly  could  iing, 
Her  breath  like  the  breezes  perfum'd  in  the  fpring. 

That  Ma  die  in  all  the  gay  bloom  of  her  youth, 
Like  the  moon  was  unconftant,and  never  fpoke  truth  : 
But  Sujie  was  faithful,  good-humour'd  and  free, 
And  fair  as  the  Goddefs  *>/ho  fprung  from  the  fea. 

That  mama's  fine  daughter,  with  all  her  great  dow'r, 
Was  aukwardly  airy,  and  frequently  fowr: 
Then,  fighing,  hewimed,  would  parents  agree, 
The  witty  fweet  Sujie  his  miftrefs  might  be. 

NANNTO. 
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N    A    N    N    T    0. 

WHILE  fome  for  pleafure  pawn  their  health, 
'Twixt  Lais  and  the  Bagnio, 
I'll  fave  myfelf,  and  without  Health, 
Kifs  and  carefs  my  Nanny — O. 
She  bids  more  fair  t'  engage  a  Jove 
Than  Leda  did  or  Danae—O. 
Were  I  to  paint  the  queen  of  love, 
None  elfe  mould  fit  but  Nanny— Q. 

How  joyfully  my  fpirits  rife, 
When  dancing  me  moves  finely — O, 
I  guefs  what  heaven  is  by  her  eyes, 
Which  fparkle  fo  divinely- — O. 
Attend  my  vow,  ye  Gods,  while  I 
Breathe  in  the  blefl  Britannia, 
None's  happinefs  I  mail  envy, 
As  long's  ye  grant  me  Nanny—- O, 

Chorus. 

My  bonny,  bonny  Nanny — O, 
My  lovely  charming  Nanny — 0» 
I  care  not  tho>  the  world  knovj 
Hovj  dearly  I  love  Nanny — O. 


Bonny     JEAN. 

O  V  E's  Goddefs  in  a  myrtle  grove, 
Said,  Cupid,  bend  thy  bow  with  fpeed, 
Nor  let  the  fhaft  at  random  rove, 
For  Jeany's  haughty  heart  muft  bleed. 
The  fmiling  boy,  with  divine  art, 
From  Paphos  mot  an  arrow  keen, 
Which  flew,  unerring,  to  the  heart, 
And  kill'd  the  pride  of  bonny  Jean. 

No 
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No  more  the  nymph,  with  haughty  air, 
Refufes  Willy 's  kind  addrefs  ; 
Her  yielding  blufhes  mew  no  care, 
But  too  inuch  fondnefs  to  fupprefs. 
No  more  the  youth  is  fullen  now, 
But  looks  the  gay  eft  on  the  green, 
While  every  day  he  fpys  fome  new 
Surprifing  charms  in  bonny  jean. 

A  thoufand  tranfports  crowd  his  breaft, 
He  moves  as  light  as  fleeting  wind, 
His  former  forrows  feem  a  jell, 
Now  when  his  Jeany  is  turn'd  kind  : 
Riches  he  looks  on  with  difdain, 
The  glorious  fields  of  war  look  mean  ; 
The  chea'rful  hound  and  horn  give  pain, 
If  abfent  from  his  bonny  Jean. 

The  day  he  fpeads  in  amorous  gaze, 
Which  even  in  fummer  morten'd Teems ; 
"When  funk  in  downs,  with  glad  amaze, 
He  wonders  at  her  in  his  dreams. 
h\\  charms  difclofed,  fhe  looks  more  bright 
Than  Troy's  prize,  the  Spartan  queen; 
With  breaking  day,  he  lifts  his  light, 
And  pants  to  be  with  bonny  Jean. 


'Throw  the  Wood  Laddie. 


O   Sandy,  why  leaves  thou  thy  Nelly  to  mourn  % 
Thy  prefence  cou'd  eafe  me, 
W7hen  naething  can  pleafe  me: 
Now  dowie  I  figh  on  the  bank  of  the  burn, 
Or  throw  the  wood,  laddie,  until  thou  return. 
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Tho'  woods  now  are  bonny,  and  mornings  are  clear, 

While  lav'rocks  are  finding, 

And  primrofes  fpringing; 
Yet  naneof  them  pleafes  my  eye  or  my  ear, 
When  throw  the  wood,  laddie,  ye  dinna  appear. 

That  I  am  forfaken,  fome  fpare  no  to  tell : 

I'm  fafh'd  wi'  their  fcorning, 

Eaith  evening  and  morning  ; 
Their  jeering  gaes  aft  to  my  heart  vvi'  a  knell, 
When  throw  the  wood,  laddie,  I  wander  my  fell. 

Then  flay,   my  dear  Sandy,  nae  langeraway, 

But  quick  as  an  arrow, 

Hafle  here  to  thy  marrow, 
Wha's  living  in  langour,  till  that  happy  day, 
When  throw  the  wood,  laddie,  we'll  dance,  fing  and 


Down  the  Burn  Davie. 


HEN  trees  did  bud,  and  fields  were  green , 
And  broom  blom'd  fair  to  fee ; 
When  Mary  was  compleat  fifteen, 

And  love  laugh'd  in  her  eye  ; 
Biyth  Da-vis'' s  blinks  her  heart  did  move 

To  fpeak  her  mind  thus  free, 
Gang  do-am  the  burn,    Davie,  love. 
And  I  Jh  all  follow  thee* 

Now  Davie  did  each  lad  furpafs, 

That  dwelt  on  this  burnfide, 
And  Mary  was  the  bonnieil  lafs, 

Juft  meet  to  be  a  bride  ; 
Her  cheeks  were  rofie,  red  and  white, 

Her  een  were  bonny  blue; 
Her  looks  were  like  Aurora  bright, 

Her  lips  like  dropping  dew. 

As 
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As  down  the  burn  they  took  their  way, 

What  tender  tales  they  faid  ! 
His  cheek  to  her's  he  aft  did  lay, 

And  with  her  bofom  play'd  ; 
Till  baith  at  length  impatient  grown, 

To  be  mair  fully  bleft, 
In  yonder  vale  they  lean'd  them  down  % 

Love  only  faw  the  reft. 

What  pafs'd,  I  guefs,  was  harmlefs  play, 

And  naething  fure  unmeet ; 
For  ganging  harne,  I  heard  them  fay, 

They  lik'd  a  wa'k  fae  fweet ; 
And  that  they  aften  fhou'd  return 

Sic  pleafure  to  renew. 
Quoth  Mary,  Love,    J  like  the  burn, 

And  ay  mail  follow  you. 


SONG 

To  the  Tune  of,  Gilder  Roy. 

AH  !   Chris,  cou'd  I  now  but  lit 
As  unconcern'd,  as  when 
Your  infant  beauty  cou'd  beget 

No  happinefs  nor  pain. 
When  I  this  dawning  did  admire, 

And  praisM  the  coming  day, 
I  little  thought  that  riling  fire, 
Wou'd  take  my  reft  away. 

Your  charms  in  harmlefs  childhood  lay, 

As  metals  in  a  mine. 
Age  from  no  face  takes  more  away, 

Than  youth  conceal'din  thine  : 
But  as  your  charms  infenfibly 

To  their  perfection  preft  ; 
So  love  as  unperceiv'd  did  fiy, 

And  center'd  in  my  breaft. 

My 
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My  paffion  with  your  beauty  grew, 

While  Cupid 'at  my  heart, 
Still  as  his  mother  favour'd  you, 

Threw  a  new  flaming  dart. 
Each  gloried  in  their  wanton  part  ; 

To  make  a  lover,  he 
Employ'd  theutmoft  of  his  art;— 

To  make  a  beauty,  {he. 


A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  The yellow -hair' 'd  Laddie. 

YE  fhepherds  and  nymphs  that  adorn  the  gay 
plain, 
Approach  from  your  fports,  and  attend  to  my  fa-ain; 
Among!!:  all  your  number  a  lover  fo  true, 
Was  ne'er  fo  undone,  with  fueh  blifs  in  his  view. 

Was  ever  a  nymph  fo  hard- hearted  as  mine  ? 
She  knows  me  fmcere,   and  fhe  fees  how  I  pine  ; 
She  does  not  difdain  me,  nor  frown  in  her  wrath, 
But  calmly  and  mildly  refigns  me  to  death. 

She  calls  me  her  friend,  but  her  lover  denies ; 
She  imiles  when  I'm  chearful,  but  hears  not  my  fighs, 
A  bofom  fo  flinty,  fo  gentle  an  air, 
Infpires  me  with  hope,  and  yet  bids  me  defpair ! 

I  fall  at  her  feet,  and  implore  her  with  tears : 
Her  anfwer  confounds,  -while  her  manner  endears ; 
When  foftly  fhe  tells  me  to  hope  no  relief, 
My  trembling  lips  blefs  her  in  fpite  of  my  grief. 

By  night,  while  I  fl umber,  Mill  haunted  with  care, 
I  Hart  up  in  anguilh,  and  iigh  for  the  fair  : 
The  fair  ileeps  in  peace,  may  fhe  ever  do  fo  ! 
And  only  when  dreaming  imagine  my  wo. 

Thm 


(48  ) 

Then  gaze  at  a  diftance,  nor  farther  afpire, 
Nor  think  fhe  fhou'd  love,  whom  fhe  cannot  admire 
Hufh  all  thy  complaining,  and  dying  her  Have, 
Commend  her  to  heaven,  and  thyfelf  to  the  grave. 


A     SONG. 


To  the  Tune  of,  When  fl?e  came  ben  Jhe  bobed. 

COME,   fill  me  a  bumper,   my  jolly  brave 
boys, 
Let's  have  no  more  female  impendence  and  noife  ; 
For  I've  try'd  the  endearments  and  pleafures  of  love, 
And  I  find  they're  butnonfenfeand  whimfies,byy£/w. 

When  firft  of  all  Betty  and  I  were  acquaint,"; 
J  whin'd  like  a  fool,  and  me  figh'd  like  a  faint : 
But  I  found  her  religion,  her  face,  and  her  love, 
Were  hypocrify,  paint,  and  felf-inferefl,   by  Jove, 

Sweet  Cecil  came  next  with  her  languishing  air, 
Her  outjide  was  orderly,  modeft  and  fair  ; 
But  her  foul  was  fophifikate,  fo  was  her  love, 
For  I  found  fhe  was  only  a  Jlriunpet,  by  Jo<ve. 

Little  douhle-gilt  Jenny's  gold  charm'd  me  at  lafl : 
(You  know  marriage  and  money  together  does  bell.) 
But  the  baggage  forgetting  her  <uc-zvs  and  her  love, 
Gave  her  gold  to  a  /nvifling  dull  coxcomb,  by  Jove. 


Come  fill  me  a  bumper  then,  jolly  brave  boys  ; 
Hears  a  farewel  to  female  impert'nence  and  noife  : 
2  know  few  of  the  fex  that  are  worthy  my  love  ; 
And  for  Jlrumpets  and  jilts,  I  abhor  them,  by  Jo<ve> 


DUMBAR- 
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Dumbarton^  Drums, 

^MBARTON's  Drums  beat  bonny— O, 
When  they  mind  me  of  my  dear  Jonny—Q, 
How  happy  am  I, 
When  my  foldier  is  by, 
While  he  kiffes  and  blefTes  his  Annie — O  ! 
'Tis  a  foldier  alone  can  delight  me — O, 
For  his  graceful  looks  do  invite  me —  O  : 
While  guarded  in  his  arms, 
I'll  fear  no  wars  alarms, 
Neither  danger  nor  death  mall  e'er  fright  me— O. 

My  love  is  a  handfome  laddie— O, 
Genteel,  but  ne'er  foppifh  nor  gaudy — O: 

Tho'  commiffions  are  dear, 

Yet  I'll  buy  him  one  this  year; 
For  he  fhall  ferve  no  longer  a  cadie — O. 
A  foldier  has  honour  and  bravery— O, 
Unacquainted  with  rogues  and  their  knavery— O  : 

He  minds  no  other  thing 

But  the  ladies  or  the  king  ; 
For  every  other  care  is  but  flavery — O. 

Then  I'll  be  the  captain's  lady — O, 
Farewel  all  my  friends  and  my  daddy — O; 

I'll  wait  no  more  at  home, 

But  I'll  follow  with  the  drum, 
And  whene'er  that  beats,  VU  be  ready — O. 
Dumbarton's  drums  found  bonny — O, 
They  are  fprightly  like  my  dear  yonny—Q  : 

How  happy  fhall  I  be, 

When  on  my  foldier's  knee, 
And  he  kifTes  and  blefTes  his  Annie — O  ! 


s 


Auld  langfyne: 

FI  O  U  L  D  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
Tho'  they  return  with  fears  ? 

D  Thefe 
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Thefe  are  the  noble  hero's  lot, 

Obtain'd  in  glorious  wars : 
Welcome,  my  V  a  r  o,  to  my  breafl, 

Thy  arms  about  me  twine, 
And  make  me  once  again  as  bleft, 

As  I  was  lang  fyne. 

Methinks  around  us  on  each  bough, 

A  thoufand  Cupids  play, 
Whilft  thro'  the  groves  1  walk  with  you, 

Each  objecl  makes  me  gay  : 
Since  your  return  the  fun  and  moon 

With  brighter  beams  do  mine, 
Streams  murmur  fo ft  notes  while  they  run, 

As  they  did  lang  fyne. 

Defpife  the  court  and  din  of  ilate  ; 

Let  that  to  their  fhare  fall, 
Who  can  efleem  fuch  flav'ry  great, 

While  bounded  like  a  ball : 
But  funk  in  love,  upon  my  arms 

Let  your  brave  head  recline, 
We'll  pleafe  ourfelves  with  mutual  charms, 

As  we  did  lang  fyne. 

O'er  moor  and  dale,  with  your  gay  friend, 

You  may  purfue  the  chace, 
And,  after  a  blyth  bottle,  end 

Alt  cares  in  my  embrace : 
And  in  a  vacant  rainy  day 

You  fhail  be  wholly  mine; 
We'll  make  the  hours  run  fmooth  away, 

And  laugh  at  lang  fyne. 

The  hero,   pleas'd  with  the  fweet  air, 

And  figns  of  generous  love, 
Which  had  been  utter'd  by  the  fair, 

Bow'd  to  the  pow'rs  above : 
Next  day,   with  confent  and  glad  hafle, 

Th'  approach'd  the  facred  fhrine; 
Where  the  good  prieft  the  couple  bleft, 

And  put  them  out  of  pine. 


The 


(  5i  ) 
The  Lafs  c/L  ivingston,  ; 


PA  I  N'D  with  her  flighting  Jamie's  love, 
Bell  dropt  a  tear  —  Bell  dropt  a  tear, 
The  Gods  defcended  from  above, 
Well  pleas'd  to  hear  —  well  pleas'd  to  hear; 
They  heard  the  praifes  of  the  youth 
From  her  own  tongue  - —  from  her  own  tongue, 
Who  now  converted  was  to  truth, 
And  thus  fhe  fung  -—  and  thus  fhe  fling  : 

Bleft  days  when  our  ingenuous  fex, 
More  frank  and  kind  —  more  frank  and  kind, 
Did  not  their  lov'd  adorers  vex ; 
But  f'poke  their  mind  —  but  fpoke  their  mind. 
Repenting,  now  fhe  promis'd  fair, 
Wou'd  he  return  —  wou'd  he  return, 
She  ne'er  again  wou'd  give  him  care, 
Or  caufe  him  mourn' — or  caufe  him  mourn:* 

Why  lov'd  I  thee,  deferving  fwain, 
Yet  ftill  thought  fhame  —  yet  fHIi  thought  fhame, 
When  he  my  yielding  heart  did  gain, 
To  own  my  flame  —  to  own  my  flame  ? 
Why  took  I  pleafure  to  torment, 
And  feem  too  coy  —  and  feem  too  coy  ? 
Which  makes  me  now,    alas !   lament 
My  flighted  joy  — my  flighted  joy. 

Ye  fair,  while  beauty's  in  its  fpring, 
Own  your  defire — own  your  defire, 
While  love's  young  pow'r  with  his  foft  wing 
Fans  up  the  fire --fans  up  the  fire, 
O  do  not  with  a  filly  pride, 
Or  low  defign  —  or  low  deiign, 
Refufe  to  be  a  happy  bride. 
But  anfvver  plain —  but  anfwer  plain. 

D  z  Thus 
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Thus  the  fair  mourner  wail'd  her  crime, 
With  flowing  eyes — .  with  flowing  eyes. 
Glad  Jamie  heard  her  all  the  time, 
With  fweet  furprife  —  with  fvveet  furprife. 
Some  God  had  led  him  to  the  grove ; 
His  mind  unchang'd — his  mind  unchang'd, 
Flew  to  her  arms,  and  cry'd,  My  love, 
I  am  reveng'd  —  I  am  reveng'd  ! 


Peggy,  /  mufl  love  thee.  °l 


AS  from  a  rock  pail  all  relief, 
The  lhipwrackt  Colin  fpying 
His  native  foil,  o'ercome  with  grief, 
Half  funk  in  waves,  and  dying  : 
With  the  next  morning  fun  he  fpies 
A  fhip,   which  gives  unhop'd  furprife ; 
New  life  fprings  up,  he  lifts  his  eyes 
With  joy,   and  waits  her  motion. 

So  when  by  her  whom  long  I  lov'd, 
I  fcorn'd  was,  and  deferted, 

Low  with  defpair  my  fpirits  mov'd, 
To  be  for  ever  parted  : 

Thus  droopt  I,  till  diviner  grace 

I  found  in  Peggy's  mind  and  face  ; 

Ingratitude  appear'd  then  bafe, 
But  virtue  more  engaging. 

Then  now  flnce  happily  I've  hit, 

I'll  have  no  more  delaying; 
Let  beauty  yield  to  manly  wit, 
We  lofe  ourfelves  in  flaying: 
I'll  hafte  dull  courtfhip  to  a  clofe, 
Since  marriage  can  my  fears  oppofe  : 
Why  fhould  we  happy  minutes  lofe? 
Since,  Peggy,  I  mull  love  thee  ? 


MeH 
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Men  may  be  foolifh,  if  they  pleafe3 

And  deem't  a  lover's  duty, 
To  figh,  and  facrifice  their  eafe, 

Doating  on  a  proud  beauty : 
Such  was  my  cafe  for  many  a  year, 
Still  hope  fucceeding  to  my  fear, 
Falfe  Betty's  charms  now  difappear, 

Since  Peggy's  far  outfhine  them. 


Bessy  Bell  and  Mary  Grav. 

OBcffy  Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 
They  are  twa  bonny  lafTes, 
They  bigg'd  a  bower  on  yon  burn-braey 

And  theek'd  it  o'er  wi'  rafhes. 
Fair  BefiyBell  I  loo'd  yeltreen, 

And  thought  I  ne'er  cou'd  alter  j 
But  Mary  Grafs  twa  pawky  een,. 
They  gar  my  fancy  falter. 

Now  Bejjys  hair's  like  a  lint-tap  ; 

She  fmiles  like  a  May  morning, 
When  Pbazhus  ftarts  frae  Thetis''  lap> 

The  hills  with  rays  adorning: 
White  is  her  neck,  faft  is  her  hand, 

Her  wafte  and  feet's  fu'  genty ; 
With  ilka  grace  me  can  command; 

Her  lips,  O  wow !  they're  dainty. 

And  Mary's  locks  are  like  a  craw, 

Her  een  like  diamonds  glances  ; 
She's  ay  fae  clean,  rede  up  and  braw, 

She  kills  whene'er  me  dances  : 
Blyth  as  a  kid,  with  wit  at  will, 

She  blooming,  tight,  and  tall  is  ; 
And  guides  her  airs  fa  gracefV  ftill, 

O  Jove,  file's  like  thy  Pallas. 

D3  Pea* 
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Dear  BeJJy  Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 

Ye  unco  fair  opprefs  us; 
Our  fancies  jee  between  you  twa, 

Ye  are  fie  bonny  lafles : 
Wae's  me!  forbaith  I  canna  get, 

To  ane  by  law  we're  itented  ; 
Then  I'll  draw  cuts,  and  take  my  fate, 

And  be  with  ane  contented. 


Til  never  leave  thee. 

J  O  N  N  Y. 

TH  O'  for  feven  years  and  mare,  honour  lhouM 
reave  me, 
To  fields  where  cannons  rair,  thou  need  na  grieve  thee  : 
For  deep  in  my  fpirits  thy  fweets  are  indented; 
And  love  fhall  prefei  ve  ay  what  love  has  imprinted* 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee, 
Gang  the  warld  as  it  will,  deareit,  believe  me. 

N  E   L  L  Y. 

O  Jonny,  I'm  jealous  whene'er  ye  difcover 
JVly  {entiments  yielding,  ye'll  turn  a  loofe  rover  j 
And  nought  i'  the  warld  wad  vex  my  heart  fairer, 
if  you  prove  unconftant,  and  fancy  ane  fairer. 
Grieve  me,  grieve  me,  oh  it  wad  grieve  me  ! 
A' the  lang  night  and  day,  if  you  deceive  rae. 

JONN  Y . 

My  Nelly,  let  never  fie  fancies  opprefs  ye, 
For,  while  my  blood's  warm,   I'll  kindly  carefs  ye  ; 
Your  blooming  faft  beauties  firfi:  beeted  love's  fire, 
Your  vertue  and  wit  make  it  ay  flame  the  higher. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee, 
Gang  the  warld  as  it  will,  dea*eit,  believe  me. 

Nelly. 

Then,  Jonny,  I  frankly  this  minute  allow  ye 

To  think  me  your  miftrefs,  for  love  gars  me  trow  ye  ; 

And 
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And  gin  you  prove  faufe,  to  ye'r  Ml  be  if  faid  then3 
Ye'll  win  but  fma'  honour  to  wrong  a  kind  maiden. 
Reave  me,  reave  me,  heavens!  it  wad  reave  me 
Of  my  reft  night  and  day,  if  ye  deceive  me. 

J  O   N    N   Y. 

Bid  icefhogles  hammer  red  gauds  on  the  fluddy. 
And  fair  limmer  mornings  nae  mair  appear  ruddy, 
Bid  Britons  think  ae  gate,  and  when  they  obey  ye, 
But  never  till  that  time,  believe  I'll  betray  ye. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee  ; 
The  Haras  mall  gang  wither fhins  ere  I  deceive  thee 


My  Deary,  if  you  die. 

LOVE  never  more  mail  give  me  pa|% 
My  fancy, fix'd  on  thee; 
Nor  ever  maid  my  heart  mail  gain, 

My  Peggy,  if  thou  die. 
Thy  beauties  did  fuch  pleafure  give, 

Thy  love's  fo  true  to  me : 
Without  thee  I  mall  never  live, 
My  deary,  if  thou  die. 

If  fate  mall  tear  thee  from  my  breaft, 

How  mall  I  lonely  flray  ? 
In  dreary  dreams  the  night  I'll  wafte, 

In  fighs  the  filent  day. 
I  ne'er  can  fo  much  virtue  find, 

Nor  fuch  perfection  fee  : 
Then  I'll  renounce  all  woman-kind, 

My  Peggy,  after  thee. 

No  new  blown  beauty  ii  res  my  heart 

With  Cupid's  raving  rage, 
But  thine  which  can  fuch  fweets  impart, 

Mult  all  the  world  engage. 
'Twas  this  that  like  the  morning  fun, 

Gave  joy  and  life  to  me ; 

D  4  And 
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And  when  its  deftin'd  day  is  done, 
With  Peggy  let  me  die. 

Ye  powers  that  fmile  on  virtuous  loves 

And  in  fuch  pleafure  fhare  ; 
You  who  its  faithful  flames  approve, 

With  pity  view  the  fair. 
Reftore  my  Peggy 's  wonted  charms, 

Thofe  charms  fo  dear  to  me  : 
Oh  !  never  rob  them  from  thofe  arms : 

I'm  loft,  if  Peggy  die. 


My  Jo  J  A  N  E  T, 

SW  EET  Sir,  for  your  courtefie, 
When  ye  come  by  the  Bafs  then 
.For  the  love  ye  bear  to  me, 

Buy  me  a  keeking  glafs  then. 
Keek  into  the  dranv  well, 

Janet,  Janet; 
And  there  ye'll  fee  ye'r  bonny  fell. 
My  Jo  Janet. 

Kecking  in  the  draw-well  clear, 

What  if  I  fhou'd  fa*  in, 
Syne  a'  my  kin  will  fay  and  fwear* 

I  drown'd  my  fell  for  fin. 
Mad  the  better  be  the  brae, 

Janet,  Janet; 
Had  the  better  be  the  brae,, 

My  Jo  Janet. 

Good  Sir,  for  your  courtelie, 

Coming  through  Aberdeen  then, 
For  the  love  ye  bear  to  me, 

Buy  me  a  pair  of  fhoon  then. 
Clout  the  auld,  the  new  are  dear., 

Janet,  Janet  ; 
Repair  may  gain  ye  hajfayear, 
-  .  My  Jo  Janet. 


But 


(  S7  ) 
But  what  if  dancing  on  the  green, 
And  flapping  like  a  mawking, 
If  they  fhould  fee  my  clouted  moon, 

Of  me  they  will  be  tauking. 
"Dance  ay  laighy  and  late  at  e'en, 

Janet,  Janet; 
Syne  a"1  their  fauts  will  no  be  feen> 
My  Jo  Janet. 

Kind  Sir,  for  your  courtefie, 

When  ye  gae  to  the  crofs  then, 
For  the  love  ye  bear  to  me, 

Buy  me  a  pacing  horfe  then. 

Pace  upo' yourfpinning-tvheelf 

Janet,  Janet ; 

Pace  upo*  your  fpinning-wbeel> 

My  Jo  Janet. 

My  fpinning-wheel  is  auld  and  ftiff, 

The  rock  o't  winna  ftand,  Sir, 
To  keep  the  temper-pin  in  tiff, 

Employs  aft  my  hand,  Sir. 
Make  the  befit?  t  that  ye  can, 

Janet,  Janet; 
But  like  it  never  nvale  a  man, 
My  Jo  Janet. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  John  Anderfon  my  Jo. 

WHAT  means  this  nicenefs  now  of  late? 
Since  time  that  truth  does  prove  ? 
Such  diftance  may  confift  with  Hate, 

But  never  will  with  love. 
*Tis  either  cunning  or  difdain 
That  does  fuch  ways  allow  ; 
The  firft  is  bafe,  the  laft  is  vain  : 
May  neither  happen  you. 

D  5  Fo* 
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For  if  it  be  to  draw  me  on, 

You  over  aft- your  part : 
And  if  it  be  to  have  me  gone, 

You  need  not  half  that' art  : 
For  if  you  chance  a  look  to  caft, 

That  feems  to  be  a. frown, 
I'll  give  you  all  the  love  that's  part, 

The  reft  (hall  be  my  own. 


Aald  Rob  Morris. 

M  I  T  H  E  R. 

AU  L  D  Rob  Morris  that  wins  in  yon  glen,   (men, 
He's  the  king  of  good  fellows,  and  wale  of auld 
Has  fourfcore  of  black  fneep,  andfourfcore  too; 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  ye  maun  loo. 

D  O  V  G  H  T  E  R. 

HaM  your  tongue,  mither,  and  let  that  abee, 
For  his  eild  and  my  eild  can  never  agree  : 
They'll  never  agree,  and  that  will  be  feen  ; 
For  he  is  fourfcore,  and  I'm  but  fifteen. 

MITHER. 
Ha'd  your  tongue,  doughter,  and  lay  by  your  pride, 
For  he's  be  the  bridegroom,  and  ye's  be  the  bride  ; 
He  fhall  ly  by  your  fide,  and  kifs  ye  too. 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  ye  maun  loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
Auld  Rob  Morris  I  ken  him  fou  weel, 
His  A —  it  flicks  out  like  ony  peet-creel, 
He's  out- fliin'd,  in-kneed,  and  ringle-ey'd  too ; 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  I'll  ne'er  loo. 

MITHER. 

Tho'  auld  Rob  Morris  be  an  elderly  man, 
Yet  his  auld  brafs  it  will  buy  a  new  pan ; 
Then,   doughter,  ye  mould  na  be  fo  ill  to  fhoo, 
For  auld  R.b  Morris  is  the  man  ye  maun  loo. 

DOUGH- 
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D  O  U  G  H  T  E  R. 

But  auld  Rob  Morris  I  never  will  hae, 

His  back  is  fae  ftiff,  and  his  beard  is  grown  gray  : 

I  had  titter  die  than  live  wi'  him  a  year  ; 

Sae  mair  o£Ro&  Morris  I  never  will  hear.  Q^ 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune,    Come  kifs  with  me,    come  clap 
with  me,  &c', 

P  E  G  G  T, 

MY  Jocky  blyth,  for  what  thou'ft  done, 
There  is  nae  help  nor  mending  ; 
For  thou  hail  jogg'd  me  out  of  tune, 

For  a'  thy  fair  pretending. 
My  mither  fees  a  change  on  me, 

For  my  complexion  dailies, 
And  this,  alas  !  has  been  with  thee 
Sae  late  amang  the  raihes. 

y  o  c  k  r. 

My  Peggy*  what  I've  faid  I'll  do, 

To  free  thee  frae  her  fcouling; 
Come  then  and  let  us  buckle  to, 

Nae  langer  let's  be  fooling. 
For  her  content  I'll  inflant  wed, 

Since  thy  complexion  daihes ; 
And  then  we'll  try  a  feather-bed, 

'Tis  fafter  than  the  rafhes. 

P  E  G  G  r. 
Then,  Jocky,  fince  thy  love's  fo  true, 

Let  mither  fcoul,  I'm  eafy  : 
Sae  langs  I  live  I  ne'er  mall  rue 

For  what  I've  done  to  pleafe  thee. 
And  there's  my  hand  I's  ne'er  complain  : 

Oh  !  well's  me  on  the  raihes ; 
Whene'er  thou  likes  I'll  do't  again, 

And  a  fig  for  a'  their  clalhss,  R» 

D6  SONG. 
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SONG. 

T. 'o  the  Tune  of,  Rothes's  Lament  j  or,  Pinky-houfeft 

AS  Sylvia  in  a  foreft  lay 
To  vent  her  woe  alone  ; 
Her  fwain  Sylvander  came  that  way, 

And  heard  her  dying  moan, 
Ah  !  is  my  love  (fhe  faid)  to  you 

So  worthlefs  and  fa  vain  ? 
Why  is  your  wonted  fondnefs  now 
Converted  to  difdain  f 

You  vow'd  the  light  fhou'd  darknefs  tum9 

E'er  you'd  exchange  your  love ; 
In  fhades  now  may  creation  mourn, 

Since  you  unfaithful  prove. 
Was  it  for  this  I  credit  gave 

To  ev'ry  oath  you  fwore  ? 
But,   ah!  it  feems  they  moll  deceive* 

Who  moll  our  charms  adore. 

*Tis  plain  your  drift  was  all  deceit,. 

The  practice  of  mankind: 
Alas  !  I  fee  it,  but  too  late, 

My  love  had  made  me  blind. 
For  you,  delighted  I  could  die  : 

But,  oh!  with  grief  I'm  fill'd, 
To  think  that  credulous  conflant  I 

Should  by  yourfelf  be  kill'd. 

This  faid. -all  breathlefs,  lick  and  pale? 

Her  head  upon  her  hand, 
She  found  her  vital  fpirits  fail, 

And  fenfes  at  a  Hand. 
Syhander  then  began  to  melt : 

But  e'er  the  word  was  given, 
The  heavy  hand  of  death  me  felts 

And  figh'd  her  foul  to  heaven.  M, 

The 
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The  young  Laird  and  Edinburgh  K  at  y* 

NO  W  wat  ye  wha  I  met  yeflreen, 
Coming  down  the  ftreet,  my  jo  ? 
My  miftrifs  in  her  tartan  fcreen, 
Fow  bonny,  braw  and  fvveet,  my  jo. 
My  dear,  quoth  I,  thanks  to.  the  night, 
That  never  wifht  a  lover  ill, 
Since  ye're  out  of  your  mither's  fight, 
Let's  take  a  wauk  up  to  the  hill. 

O  Kaiy,  wiltu  gang  wi'  me, 
And  leave  the  dinfome  town  a  while  ;   - 
The  bloflbm's  fprouting  frae  the  tree, 
And  a'  the  fimmer's  gawn  to  fmile  : 
The  mavis,  nightingale,  and  lark, 
The  bleeting  lambs  and  whittling  hynd, 
In  ilka  dale,  green,  fhaw  and  park, 
Will  nourifh  health,  and  glad  ye'r  mind. 

Soon  as  the  clear  goodman  of  day 
Bends  his  morning  draught  of  dew, 
We'll  gae  to  fome  burn-fide  and  play, 
And  gather  flowers  to  bufk  ye'r  brow. 
We'll  pou  the  daiiies  on  the  green, 
Theluckengowans  frae  the  bog: 
Between  hands  now  and  then  we'll  lean, 
And  fport  upo'  the  velvet  fog. 

There's  up  into  a  pleafant  glen, 
A  wee  piece  frae  my  father's  tower, 
A  canny,  faft  and  flow'ry  den, 
Which  circling  birkshave  form'd  a  bower; 
When  e'er  the  fun  grows  high  and  warm, 
We'll  to  the  cauler  made  remove, 
There  will  I  lock  thee  in  mine  arm, 
And  love  and  kifs,  and  kifs  and  love. 

Kat* 
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K  a  t  y's  Anfwer.    fi* 

Y  mither's  ay  glowran  o'er  me, 
Tho'  fhe  did  the  fame  before  me  ; 
I  canna  get  leave 
To  look  to  my  loove, 
Or  elfe  fhe'Il  be  like  to  devour  me. 

Right  fain  wad  I  take  ye'r  offer, 
Sweet  Sir,  but  I'll  tine  my  tocher  ; 
Then  Sandy,  ye' 11  fret, 
And  wyte  ye'r  poor  Kate, 
Whene'er  ye  keek  in  your  loom  coffer, 

For  tho'  my  father  has  plenty, 
Of  filler  and  plenifhing  dainty, 
Yet  he's  unco  fweer, 
To  twin  wi5  his  gear; 
And  fae  we  had  need  to  be  tenty. 

Tutor  my  parents  wi'  caution, 
Be  vvylie  in  ilka  motion ; 

Brag  well  o'  ye'r  land, 
And  there's  my  leal  hand, 
Win  them,  I'll  be  at  your  devotion. 


oUt 


MART     S  C  O  r.  A 

A  P  P  Y's  the  love  which  meets  return., 
When  in  foft  flames  fouls  equal  burn  ? 

But  words  are  wanting  to  difcover 

The  torments  of  a  hopelefs  lover. 

Ye  regiflers  of  heav'n,  relate, 

If  looking  o'er  the*roils  of  fate, 

Did  you  there  fee  me  mark'd  to  marrow 

Mary  Scot  the  flower  of  Tarroiv  P 

Ah 
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Ah  no  !  her  form's  too  heavenly  fair9 
Her  love  the  Gods  above  mull  fhare ; 
While  mortals  with  defpair  explore  her, 
And  at  a  dirtance  due  adore  her. 
O  lovely  maid  !  my  doubts  beguile, 
Revive  and  blefs  me  with  a  fmile  : 
Alas!  if  not,  you'll  foon  debar  a 
Sighing  fwain  the  banks  of  Yarrow. 

Be  hum,  ye  fears,  I'll  not  defpair, 
My  Mary's  tender  as  fhe's  fair  ; 
Then  I'll  go  tell  her  all  mine  anguilh, 
She  is  too  good  to  let  me  1  anguiih  : 
With  fuccefs  crown'd,  I'll  not  envy 
The  folks  who  dwell  above  the  Iky  ; 
When  Mary  Scot's  become  my  marrow, 
We'll  make  a  rjaradife  on  Yarrow. 


O'er  Bogie, 

I  Will  aw  a9  fi^P  my  love, 
I  will  awa   wf  her, 
Tho>  a'  my  kin  had  /worn  and /aid, 

ril  o'er  Bogie  wP  her. 
If  I  can  get  but  her  confent, 

I  dinna  care  a  Itrae  ; 
Tho'  ilka  ane  be  diicontent, 
-  Awa'  wi'  her  I'll  gae. 
/  will  awa\  &C. 

For  now  me's  miftrifs  of  my  heart, 

And  wordy  of  my  hand, 
And  well  I  wat  we  manna  part 

For  filler  or  for  land. 
Let  rakes  delyte  to  fwear  and  drink, 

And  beaus  admire  fine  lace, 
But  my  chief  pleafure  is  to  blink 

On  Brtty's  bonny  face, 
J  will  aw a%  &c. 

There 
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There  a'  the  beauties  do  combine,. 

Of  colour,  treats  and  air, 
The  iaul  that  fparkles  in  her  een 

Makes  her  a  jewel  rare  : 
Her  flowing  wit  gives  fhining  life 

To  a'  her  other  charms ; 
How  bleft  I'll  be,  when  fhe's  my  wife,, 

And  lockt  up  in  my  arms ! 
J  <voill  wuoci ',   &c. 

There  blythly  will  I  rant  and  fing, 

While  o'er  her  fweets  I  range, 
I'll  cry,  Your  humble  fervant,  king^ 

Shamefa'  them  that  wa'd  change 
A  kifs  of "Betty,  and  a  fmile, 

Abeit  ye  wad  lay  down 
The  right  ye  hae  to  Britain's  ifle,. 

And  offer  me  ye'r  crown. 
1  will  awa\  &c. 


O'er  the  Moor  ^Maggy, 

AN  D  I'll  o'er  the  Moor  to  Maggy  r 
Her  wit  and  fweetnefs  call  me, 
Then  to  my  fair  I'll  fhow  my  mind, 

Whatever  may  befall  me. 
If  me  love  mirth,  I'll  learn  to  fing  ; 

Or  likes  the  Nine  to  follow^ 
I'll  lay  my  lugs  in  Pindus*  fpring, 
And  invocate  Apollo. 

If  me  admire  a  martial  mind, 

I'll  fheathe  my  limbs  in  armour  j 
If  to  the  fofter  dance  inclin'd, 

With  gayeft  airs  I'll  charm  her : 
If  flie  love  grandeur,  day  and  night 

I'll  plot  my  nation's  glory, 
Find  favour  in  my  prince's  fight, 

And  fhine  in  future  flory. 

Beauty 


(  65  )  _ 
Beauty  can  wonders  work  with  eafe, 

Where  wit  is  correfponding; 
And  braveft  men  know  bell  to  pleafe, 

With  complaifance  abounding. 
My  bonny  Maggy 's  love  can  turn 

Me  to  what  fhape  fhe  pleafes, 
If  in  her  bread  that  flame  fhall  burn, 

Which  in  my  bofom  blazes. 


Pol  wart    on    the    GREEN, 

AT  Pol  wart  on  the  green, 
If  you  11  meet  me  the  morn, 
M^here  lajjes  do  convene 

To  dance  about  the  thorn, 
A  kindly  welcome  you  fhall  meet, 

Frae  her  wha  likes  to  view 
A  lover  and  a  lad  compleat, 
The  lad  and  lover  you. 

Let  dorty  dames  fay  Na, 
As  lang  as  e'er  they  pleafe, 
Seem  caulder  than  the  fna', 
While  inwardly  they  bleez  ; 
But  I  will  frankly  fhaw  my  mind, 

And  yield  my  heart  to  thee  ; 
Be  ever  to  the  captive  kind, 

That  langs  na  to  be  free. 

At  Vohjoart  on  the  green, 
Amang  the  new-mawn  hay, 
With  fangs  and  dancing  keen 
We'll  pafs  the  heartfome  day. 
At  night,  if  bed*  be  o'er  ihrang  laid?. 

And  thou  be  tivind  of  thine, 
Thou  Jhall  he  welcome,  my  dear  lad, 

To  take  a  part  of  mine, 

John 
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John    H  a  y\j  bonny  Lajie.  /f 

Y  fmootli  winding  Toy  a  fwain  was  reclining , 
Aft  cry'd  he,  Oh  hey  !  maun  I  ftill  live  pining 
My  fell  thus  away,  and  darna  difcover 
To  my  bonny  Hay  that  I  am  her  lover? 

Nae  mair  it  will  hide,  the  flame  waxes  ftranger  ; 
If  fhe's  not  my  bride,  my  days  are  nae  langer  : 
Then  I'll  take  a  heart,  and  try  at  a  venture, 
May  be,  ere  we  part,  my  vows  may  content  her. 

She's  frefh  as  thefpring,  and  fweet  as  Aurora, 
When  birds  mount  and  iing,    bidding  day  a  good 

morrow, 
Thefward  of  the  mead,  enaniel'd  with  dairies, 
Look  wither'd  and  dead,  when  twin'd  of  her  graces^ 

But  if  me  appear  where  verdures  invite  her, 
The  fountains  run  clear,and  flowers  fmell  the  fweeter : 
'Tis  heaven  to  be  by,  when  her  wit  is  a  flowing, 
Her  fmiles  and  bright  eye  fet  my  fpirits  a  glowing. 

The  mair  that  I  gaze  the  deeper  I'm  wounded : 
Struck  dumb  with  amaze,  my  mind  is  confounded : 
I'm  all  in  a  fire,  dear  maid,  to  carefs  ye, 
For  a'  my  defire  is  Hay's  bonny  laffie. 


Katharine  Ogie. 

AS  walking  forth  to  view  the  plain, 
Upon  a  morning  early, 
While  May's  fweet  fcent  did  chear  my  brain, 

From  flowers  which  grow  fo  rarely  : 
I  chanc'd  to  meet  a  pretty  maid, 

Shefnin'd  tho'  it  was  fogie  ; 
I  afk'd  her  name  :  Sweet  Sir,   fhe  faid, 
My  name  is  Katharine  Ogie. 

I  flood 
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]  flood  a  while,  and  did  admire, 

To  fee  a  nymph  fo  ilately  ; 
So  brifk  an  air  there  did  appear 

In  a  country  maid  fo  neatly  : 
Such  natural  fweetnefs  me  difplay'd, 

Like  a  HI  lie  in  a  bogie  ; 
Diana's,  felf  was  ne'er  array 'd 

Like  this  fame  Katharine  Ogie. 

Thou  flow'r  of  females,  beauty's  queen, 

Who  fees  thee,  fure  muft  prize  thee  ; 
Tho'  thou  art  dreft  in  robes  but  mean,  \ 

Yet  thefe  cannot  difguife  thee  : 
Thy  handfome  air,  and  graceful  look, 

Far  excels  any  clownim  rogie  ; 
Thou'rt  match  for  laird,  or  lord,  or  duke, 

My  charming  Katharine  Ogie. 

O  were  I  but  fome  fhepherd  fwain  \ 

To  feed  my  flock  befide  thee, 
At  bough  ting  time  to  leave  the  plain, 

In  milking  to  abide  thee  : 
Td  think  myfelf  a  happier  man, 

With  Kate,  my  club,  and  dogie, 
Than  he  that  hugs  his  thoufands  ten, 

Had  I  but  Katharine  Ogie. 

Then  I'd  defpife  th'  imperial  throne, 

And  ftatefrhens  dangerous  ilations  : 
I'd  be  no  king,  I'd  wear  no  crown, 

I'd  fmile  at  conquering  nations  : 
Might  I  carefs  and  ftill  pofTefs 

This  lafs,  of  whom  I'm  vogie  ; 
For  thefe  are  toys  and  ftill  look  lefs, 

Compar'd  with  Katharine  Ogie. 

But  I  fear  the  Gods  have  not  decreed 

For  me  fo  fine  a  creature, 
Whofe  beauty  rare  makes  her  exceed 

All  other  works  in  nature, 


Clouds 
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Clouds  of  defpair  furround  my  love 
That  are  both  dark  and  fogie  : 

Pity  my  cafe,  ye  powers  above, 
Elfe  I  die  for  Katharine  Ogie. 


Ann  thou  were  my  ain  'Thing. 

OF  race  divine  thou  needs  mult  be, 
Since  nothing  earthly  equals  thee  ; 
For  heaven's  fake,  oh  !  favour  me, 
Who  only  lives  to  love  thee. 
Ann  thou  were  my  ain  thing, 
I  would  love  thee j  1  would  love  thee ; 
Ann  thou  were  my  ain  thing, 
How  dearly  would  I  love  thee  ! 

The  Gods  one  thing  peculiar  have, 

To  ruin  none  whom  they  can  fave ; 

O  !  for  their  fake,  fupport  a  Have, 

Who  only  lives  to  love  thee. 

Ann  thou  went  ScC. 

To  merit  I  no  claim  can  make, 
But  that  I  love,   and  for  your  fake, 
What  man  can  name,    ['11  undertake, 
So  dearl  y  do  I  love  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &c» 

My  paffion,  conftant  as  the  fun, 
Flames  flronger  ftill,  will  ne'er  have  done 
Till  fates  my  thread  of  life  have  fpun, 
Which  breathing  out,  I'll  love  thee. 

Ann  thou  were,  &c.  X. 

Like 
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Like  bees  that  fuck  the  morning  dew, 
Frae  flowers  of  fweeteft  fcent  and  hew, 
Sae  wad  I  dwell  upo1  thy  mou, 
And  gar  the  Gods  envy  me. 
Ann  thou  were,  &c. 

Sae  lang's  I  had  the  ufe  of  light, 
I'd  on  thy  beauties  feaft  my  fight, 
Syne  in  faft  whifpers  through  the  night, 
I'd  tell  how  much  I  loo'd  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &c. 

How  fair  and  ruddy  is  my  "Jean, 
She  moves  a  Goddefs  o'er  the  green  ; 
Were  I  a  king,  thou  mould  be  queen, 
Nane  but  my  fell  aboon  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &C 

I'd  grafp  thee  to  this  breaft  of  mine, 
Whillt  thou,  like  ivy,  or  the  vine, 
Around  my  flronger  limbs  fhou'd  twine, 
Form'd  hardy  to  defend  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &e. 

Time's  on  the  wing,  and  will  not  flay, 
In  mining  youth  let's  make  our  hay, 
Since  love  admits  of  nae  delay, 
O  let  nae  fcorn  undo  thee. 
Ann  thou  'were,  &c. 

While  love  does  at  his  altar  ftand, 
Hae  there's  my  heart,  gi'e  me  thy  hand, 
And,  with  ilk  fmile  thou  lhalt  command 
The  will  of  him  wha  loves  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &c 

There's 
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There's  my  Thumb  Til  ne'er  beguile  thee. 

MY  fweeteft  May,  let  love  incline  thee, 
T'  accept  a  heart  which  he  defigns  thee  j 
And,  as  your  conftant  ilave,  regard  it, 
Syne  for  its  faithfulnefs  reward  it. 
sTis  proof  a-lhot  to  birth  or  money, 
But  yields  to  what  is  fvveet  and  bonny ; 
Receive  it  then  with  a  kifs  and  afmily, 
There's  my  thmb  it  will  ne'er  beguile  ye. 

How  tempting  fweet  thefs  lips  of  thine  are, 
Thy  bofom  white,  and  legs  fae  fine  are, 
That  when  in  pools  I  fee  thee  clean  'em  ; 
They  carry  away  my  heart  between  'em. 
I  wifh,  and  I  wifh,  while  it  gaes  duntin, 
O  gin  I  had  thee  on  a  mountain, 
Tho'  kith  and  kin  and  a'  fnou'd  revile  thee, 
There's  my  thumb  I'll  ne'er  beguile  thee. 

Alane  through  flow'ry  hows  I  dander, 
Tenting  my  flocks  left  they  ihou'd  wander. 
Gin  thou'll  gae  alang,  I'll  dawt  thee  gaylie, 
And  g'ie  my  thumb  I'll  ne'er  beguile  thee. 
O  my  dear  laffie,  it  is  but  damn, 
To  had  thy  wooer  up  ay  niffnaffin. 
That  na,  na,  na,  t  hate  it  moil  vilely, 
O  fay,  Yes,  and  I'll  ne'er  beguile  thee. 


For  the  Love  of  J  E  AN. 

JO  CAT  faid  to  Jeany,  J  (any,  wilt  thou  do't  ? 
Ne'er  a  fit,  quo'  Jeany.  for  my  tochergood, 
For  my  tochergood,  I  winna  marry  thee, 
E'ens  ye  like,  quo'  Jotwy,  ye  may  let  it  be. 

I  hae 
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I  hae  gowd  and  gear,  I  hae  land  enough, 
I  hae  feven  good  owfen  ganging  in  a  pleugh, 
Ganging  in  a,  pleugh,  and  linking  o'er  the  lee, 
And  gin  ye  vvinna  take  me,  I  can  let  ye  be. 

I  hae  a  good  ha'  houfe,  a  barn  and  a  byer, 
A  flack  afore  the  door,   I'll  make  a  rantin  fire  : 
I'll  make  a  rantin  fire,  aad  merry  mall  we  be  : 
And  gin  ye  winna  take  me,  I  can  let  ye  be. 

ye  any  faid  to  Jocky,  gin  ye  winna  tell, 
Ye  Ihall  be  the  lad,  I'll  be  the  lafs  my  fell. 
Y're  a  bonny  lad,  and  I'm  a  laffie  free, 
Ye're  welcomer  to  take  me  than  to  let  me  be. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Peggy  y  I  mujl  love  thee* 

BE  N  E  A  T  H  a  beech's  grateful  made, 
Young  Colin  lay  complaining; 
He  figh'd  and  feem'd  to  love  a  maid, 

Without  hopes  of  obtaining  : 
For  thus  the  fwain  indulg'd  his  grief, 

Tho'  pity  cannot  move  thee, 

Tho'  thy  hard  heart  gives  no  relief, 

Yet,  Peggy,  I  muft  love  thee. 

Say,  Peggy,  what  has  Colin  done, 

That  thus  you  cruelly  ufe  him  ? 
If  love's  a  fault,  'tis  that  alone, 

For  which  you  mould  excufe  him  : 
'Twas  thy  dear  felf  firrl  raisM  this  flame, 

This  fire  by  which  I  languiih  ; 
'Tis  thou  alone  can  quench  the  fame, 

And  cool  its  fcorching  anguiih. 


For 


(72  ) 
For  thee  I  leave  the  fportive  plain, 

Where  every  maid  invites  me  ; 
For  thee,  fole  caufe  of  all  my  pain, 

For  thee  that  only  flights  me  : 
This  love  that  fires  my  faithful  heart 

By  all  but  thee's  commended. 
Oh  !  would  thou  a£t  fo  good  a  part, 

My  grief  might  foon  be  ended. 

That  beauteous  breafc,  fo  foft  to  feel, 

Seem'd  tendernefs  all  over, 
Yet  it  defends  thy  heart  like  Heel, 

'Gain  ft  thy  defpairing  lover. 
Alas  !  th'  it  ihould  ne'er  relent, 

Nor  Cohns  care  e'er  move  thee, 
Yet  till  life's  lateft  breath  is  fpent, 

My  Peggy*  I  niuH  l°ve  thee. 


Genty  Tibby,  and  fonfy  Nelly. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Tibby  Fowler  in  the  Glen. 

TI B  B  T  has  a  (tore  o'  charms, 
Her  genty  Ihape  our  fancy  warms ; 
How  ftrangely  can  her  fma'  white  arms 
Fetter  the  lad  who  looks  but  at  her ; 
Fra'er  ancle  to  her  flender  waffej 

Thefe  fvveets  conceal'd  invite  to  dawt  her; 
Her  rofy  cheek,  and  rifing  breaft, 

Gar  ane's  mouth  gulh  bowt  fu'  o1  water. 

NELLY'S  gawfy,  faft  and  gay, 
Frelh  as  the  lucken  flowers  in  May  ; 
Ilk  ane  that  fees  her,  crys,  Ah  hey, 

She^s  bonny  !  O  I  wonder  at  her. 
The  dimples  of  her  chin  and  cheek, 

And  limbs  fae  plump  invite  to  dawt  her; 
Her  lips  fae  fweet,  and  ikin  fae  fleek, 

Gar  mony  mouths  befide  mine  water. 

Now 


(  73  ) 

Now  ftrike  my  finger  in  a  bore, 
My  wyfon  with  the  maiden  more, 
Gin  I  can  tell  whilk  I  am  for, 

When  thefe  twa  ftars  appear  the  gither. 

0  love  ;  why  doll  thou  gi'e  thy  fires 

Sae  large,  while  we're  oblig'd  to  neither  ? 
Our  fpacious  fauls  immenfe  defires, 
And  ay  be  in  a  hankerin  fvvither. 

T I B  B  T's  fhape  and  airs  are  fine, 
And  Nell/ &  beauties  are  divine  : 
But  fince  they  canna  baith  be  mine, 

Ye  Gods,  give  ear  to  my  petition  : 
Provide  a  good  lad  for  the  tane, 

But  let  it  be  with  this  proviiion, 

1  get  the  other  to  my  lane, 

In  profpecl //<2#0  and  fruition. 


Up  in  the  Air.  - 


NO  W  the  fun's  gane  out  o'  fight, 
Beet  the  ingle,  and  fnuiFthe  light; 
In  glens  the  fairies  fkip  and  dance, 
And  witches  wallop  o'er  to  France. 
Up  in  the  air 
On  my  bonny  grey  mare, 
And  I  fee  her  yet,  and  I  fee  her  yet. 
Up  in,  &c. 

The  wind's  drifting  hail  and  fna', 
O'er  frozen  hags,  like  a  foot- ba'; 
Nae  ftarns  keek  thro1  the  azure  flit, 
'Tis  cauld,  and  mirk  as  ony  pit. 
The  man  i'  the  moon 
Is  caroufing  aboon ; 
D'  ye  fee,  d'  ye  fee,  d'  ye  fee  him  yet  ? 
The  man,  &c, 

E  Take 
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*     Take  your  glafs  to  clear  your  een, 
Tis  the  elixir  heals  thefpleen, 
Baith  wit  and  mirth  it  will  infpire, 
And  gently  puffs  the  lover's  fire. 

Up  in  the  air, 

It  drives  away  care  ; 
Ha'e  wi'  ye,  ha'e  wi1  ye,  and  ha'e  wi'  ye,  lads,  yet, 

Up  in,  &c. 

Steek  the  doors,  keep  out  the  froft; 

Came,  Willis,  gi's  about  ye'r  toll  j 

TiPt,  lads,  and  lilt  it  out, 

And  let  us  ha'e  a  blythfome  bout. 
Up  wi't  there,  there, 
Dinna  cheat,  but  drink  fair  : 

Huzza,  huzza,  and  huzza,  lads,  yet. 
Up  <w?t,  &c 


Fy  gar  rub  her  oer  wi'  Strae. 

I  N  ye  meet  a  bonny  laflle, 
Gi'e  her  a  kifs,  andlet  her  gae; 
But  if  ye  meet  a  dirty  huffy, 
Fy  gar  rub  her  o'er  wi'  llrae. 

Be  furs  ye  dinna  quit  the  grip 

Of  ilka  joy,  when  ye  are  young, 
Before  auld  age  yo'jr  vitals  nip, 

And  lay  ye  twafald  o'er  a  rung. 

Sweet  youth's  a' Myth  .and  heartfome  time  ; 

Then,  lads  and  lafles,  while  'tis  May, 
Gae  pu*  the  gowan  in  its  prime, 

Before  it  wither  and  decay. 

Watch  the  faft  minutes  of  delyte,    . 

When  Jenny  fpeaks  beneath  her  breath, 
And  kiffes,  laying  a'  the  wyte 

On  you,  if  me  kepp  ony  ikaith; 

Haith 


(  75  ) 
Haith  ye're  ill-bred,  fhe'll  fmiling  fay, 

Ye'll  wdrry  me,  ye  greedy  rook  : 
Syne  frae  your  arms  fhe'll  rin  away, 

And  hide  herfelf  in  fome  dark  nook. 

Her  laugh  will  lead  you  to  the  place, 
Where  lies  the  happinefs  ye  want, 

And  plainly  tell  you  to  your  face, 
Nineteen  na-  fays  are  haffa  grant. 

Now  to  her  heaving  bofom  cling, 
And  fweetly  toolie  for  a  kifs  : 

Frae  her  fair  finger  whoop  a  ring, 
As  taiken  of  a  future  blifs. 

Thefe  bennifons,  I'm  very  fure, 
Are  of  the  Gods  indulgent  grant : 

Then,  furly  carles,  whilht  forbear 
To  plague  us  with  your  whining  cant. 


PATIEWPEGGY. 

P  A  T  I  E. 

Y  the  delicious  warmnefs  of  thy  mouth, 
And  rowing  eye,  which  fmiling  tells  the  truth, 
I  guefs,  my  laffie,  that,    as  well  as  I, 
You're  made  for  love,  and  why  mould  ye  deny  ? 

Peggy. 
But  ken  ye  lad,  gin  we  confefs  o'er  focn, 
Ye  think  us  cheap,   and  fyne  the  wooing's  done: 
The  maiden  that  o'er  quickly  tines  her  pow'r, 
Like  unripe  fruit,  will  tafle  but  hard  and  ibw'r. 

Patie. 
But  when  they  hing  o'er  lang  upon  the  tree, 
Their  fweetnefs  they  may  tine,  and  fae  may  ye: 
Red-cheeked  you  ccmpleatly  ripe  appear, 
A»d  I.have  thol'd  and  wco'd  a  lang  haff year. 

E    2  P  E   G   Q  Y. 
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Peggy. 
Then  dinnapu'  me;  gently  thus  I  fa* 
Into  my  Patieh  arms  for  good  and  a': 
But  Hint  your  wifhes  to  this  frank  embrace, 
And  mint  nae  farther  till  we've  got  the  grace. 

P  A  T  I  E. 

O  charming  armsfu' !  hence,  ye  cares,  away, 
I'll  kifs  my  treafure  a'  the  live  lang  day : 
A'  night  I'll  dream  my  kiffes  o'er  again, 
'Till  that  day  come  that  ye'll  be  a'  my  ain. 

Chorus. 

Sun,  gallop  down  the  wejlling  skies, 
Gang  foon  to  bed,  and  quickly  rtje  ; 
O  lap  your  fteeds,  poji  time  away, 
And  hajle  about  our  bridal  day  : 
And  if  ye1  re  wearPd,  honefi  light, 
Sleep  gin  ye  like  a  week  that  night. 


The  Mill,  Mill- — 0. 

BE  N  E  A  T  H  a  green  ihade  I  fand  a  fair  maid, 
Was  ileeping  found  and  flill— — O  ; 
A'  lowan  wi'  love,  my  fancy  did  rove 

Around  her  with  good  will O  : 

Her  bcfom  I  preft;    but,  funk  in  her  reft, 

She  ftir'dnamy  joy  to  fpill-. O  : 

While  kindly  ihe  flept,  clofe  to  her  I  crept, 
And  kifs'd,  and  kifs'd  her  my  fill — -G. 

Oblig'd  by  command  in  Glanders  to  land, 

T'  employ  my  courage  and  /kill O, 

Frae  her  quietly  I  flaw,  hoifl  fails  and  awa, 

For  the  wind  blew  fair  on  the  bill -O. 

Twayearsbroughtmehame,whereloudfraiiingfame 

Tald  me  with  a  voice  right  ihrill— O, 
Mylafs,  like  a  fool,  had  mounted  the  flool, 

Nor  kend  wha  had  done  her  the  ill— O. 

Mair 
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Mait  fond  of  her  charms,  with  my  fon  ia  her  arms, 

I  ferlying  fpeer'd  how  me  fell O. 

Wi'  the  tear  in  her  eye,  quoth  me,  Let  me  die, 

Sweet  Sir,  gin  I  can  tell O. 

Love  gave  the  command,  I  took  her  by  the  hand, 

And  bad  her  a'  fears  expell O, 

Andnae  mair  look  wan,  for  I  was  the  man 

Wha  had  done  her  deed  myfell O. 

My  bonny  fvveet  lafs,  on  the  govvany  grafs, 

Beneath  the  Jhilling-hill O, 

If  I  did  offence,  1'fe  make  ye  amends 

Before  I  leave  Peggy's  mill -O. 

O  the  mill,  mill'- O,   and  the  kill,  kill         —O, 

And  the  coggin  of  the  wheel-*  -"-O  ; 
The/ack  and  the  ft 'eve,  a*  that  ye  maun  leave, 
And  round  with  a  fcdger  m1/— ~»~0. 


Colin  and  Grisy  parting. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Woe's  my  heart  that  wejhouldfunder. 

WITH  broken  words,  and  down-cad  eyes, 
Poor  Colin  fpoke  his  paffion  tender  ; 
And,  parting  with  his  Grl/j/>  crys, 

Ah  !  woe's  my  heart  that  we  mould  funder,        j 

To  others  I  am  cold  as  fnow, 

But  kindle  with  thine  eyes  like  tinder  : 

From  thee  with  pain  I'm  forc'd  to  go ; 
It  breaks  my  heart  that  we  mould  fuader. 

Chain'd  to  thy  charms,  I  cannot  range, 
No  beauty  new  my  love  fhall  hinder, 

Nor  time  nor  place  mall  ever  change 
My  vows  tho'  we're  oblig'd  to  funder* 

E  3  The 
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The  image  of  thy  graceful  air, 

And  beauties  which  invites  our  wonder, 
Thy  lively  wit,  and  prudence  rare, 

Shall  Mill  be  prefent,  tho'  we  funder. 

Dear  nymph,  believe  thy  fwain  in  this, 
You'll  ne'er  engage  a  heart  that's  kinder;. 

Then  feal  a  promife  with  a  kifs, 
Always  to  love  me  tho'  we  funder. 

Ye  Gcds,  take  care  of  my  dear  lafs, 
That  as  I  leave  her  I  may  find  her : 

When  that  bleft  time  lhall  come  to  pafg,. 
We'limeet  again,  and  never  funder. 


The  Gaberlunzie-mav* 

TH  E  pawky  auld  carle  came  o'er  the  lee, 
Wi1  many  good  e'ens  and  days  to  me,. 
Saying,  Goodwife,  for  your  courtefie, 

Will  you  lodge  a  filly  poor  man  r 
The  night  was  cauld,  the  carle  was  wat, 
And  down  ayont  the  ingle  he  fat ; 
My  daughter's  moulders  he  'gan  to  clap, 
And  cadgily  ranted  and  fang. 

O  wow  !  quo'  he,  were  I  as  free^ 
As  firft  when  I  faw  this  country, 
How  blyth  and  merry  wad  I  be  ! 

And  I  wad  never  think  lang. 
He  grew  canty,  and  me  grew  fain  : 
But  little  did  her  auld  minny  ken 
What  thir  flee  tvva  togither  were  fay'ng, 

When  wooing  they  were  fae  thrang. 

And  O  I  quo'  he,  anw  ye  were  as  black, 
As  e'er  the  crown  of  my  dady's  hat, 
'Tis  I  wad  lay  thee  by  my  back, 
Andawa'  wi'  me  thou  fhou'd  gang. 

Asd, 
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And  O  !  quo"  me,  ami  I  were  as  white, 
As  e'er  the  fnaw  lay  on  the  dike, 
I'd  dead  me  braw,  and  lady  like, 
And  awa'  with  thee  I'd  gang. 

Between  the  twa  was  made  a  plot  j 
They  raife  awee  before  the  cock, 
And  wilily  they  fhot  the  lock, 

And  faft  to  the  bent  are  they  gane. 
Up  the  morn  the  auld  wife  raife, 
And  at  her  leifure  pat  on  her  claife  -r 
Syne  to  the  fervantsbed  me  gaes, 

To  fpeer  for  the  filly  poor  man. 

She  gaed  to  the  bed  where  the  beggar  lay, 
The  llrae  was  cauld,  he  was  away, 
She  clapt  her  hand,  cry'd,   Waladay, 

For  fome  of  our  gear  will  be  gane. 
Some  ran  to  coffers,  and  fome  to  kills, 
But  nought  was  itown  that  cou'd  be  mill, 
She  danc'd  her  lane,  cry'd,  Praife  be  blefl, 

I  have  lodg'd  a  leal  poor  man. 

Since  naething's  awa',  as  we  can  learn, 

The  kirn's  to  kirn,  and  milk  to  earn, 

Gae  butt  the  houfe,  lafs,  and  waken  my  bairn, 

And  bid  her  come  quickly, ben. 
The  fervant  gade  where  the  doughter  lay,. 
The  fheets  was  cauld,  fhe  was  away, 
And  faft  to  her  goodwife  can  fay, 

She's  aff  with  the  Gaberlunzie-mam_ 

O  fy  gar  ride,  and  fy  gar  rin, 

And  hafle  ye  find  thefe  tray  tors  again  'y 

For  fhe's  be  burnt,  and  he's  be  flain, 

Thewearifu'  Gabeilunzie-man. 
Some  rade  upo'  horfe,  fome  ran  a  fit, 
The  wife  was  wood,  and  out  o'  her  wit: 
She  cou'd  nae  gang,  nor  yet  cou'd  me  fit, 

But  ay  file  curs'd  and  ay  me  ban'd. 

E  4  Meaa 
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Mean  time  far  hind  out  o'er  the  lee, 

Fu'  fnug  in  a  glen,  where  nane  cou'd  fee, 

The  twa,  with  kindly  fport  and  glee, 

Cut  frae  a  new  cheefe  a  whang  : 
The  priving  was  good,  it  pleasM  them  baith, 
To  lo'e  her  for  ay,  he  gaeher  is  aith. 
Quo'  me,  to  leave  thee  I  will  be  laith, 

My  winfome  Gaberlunzie-man. 

O  kend  my  minny  I  were  wi'  you, 
Ilfardly  wad  fhe  crook  her  mou, 
Sic  a  poor  man  fhe'd  never  trow, 

After  the  Gaberlunzie-man. 
My  dear,  quo'  he,  ye're  yet  o'er  young, 
And  ha'  na  lear'd  the  beggars  tongue, 
To  follow  me  frae  town  to  town, 

And  carry  the  Gaberlunzie  on. 

Wi'  cauk  and  keel  I'll  win  your  bread, 

And  fpindles  and  whorles  for  them  wha  need, 

Whilk  is  a  gentle  trade  indeed, 

To  carry  the  Gaberlunzie— O. 
VII  bow  my  leg,    and  crook  my  knee, 
And  draw  a  black  clout  o'er  my  eye, 
A  cripple  or  blind  they  will  ca'  me, 

While  we  mall  be  merry  and  iing. 


?he     CORD  I  J  I. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Where  Jhall  our  Goodman  ly. 

H  E. 

T/C7  HERE  wad  bonny  Anne  lye  ? 
^  *        Alane  na  mair  ye  maun  ly  ; 
Wad  ye  a  goodman  try  ? 
Is  that  the  thing  ye're  lakingr 

SHE, 
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S  H  E. 

Can  a  lafs  fae  young  as  I, 
Venture  on  the  bridal  tie, 
Syne  down  with  a  goodman  ly  ? 
I'm  flee'd  he  keep  me  wauking, 

H  E. 

Never  judge  until  ye  try, 
Mak  me  your  goodman,  I 
Shanna  hinder  you  to  ly, 
And  ileep  till  ye  be  weary. 

SHE. 

What  if  I  fhcu'd  wauking  ly, 
When  the  hoboys  are  gawn  by, 
Will  ye  tent  me  when  I  cry, 
My  dear,  Fm  faint  and  iry? 

H  E. 

In  my  bofom  thou  malt  ly, 
When  thou  waukrife  art  or  dry. 
Healthy  cordial  Handing  by, 
Shall  prefently  revive  thee. 

S  H  E. 
To  your  will  I  then  comply, 
join  us,  prieft,  and  let  me  try 
How  I'll  wi'  a  goodman  ly 
Wha  can  a  cordial  give  me. 


Ew-Bughts    MARION. 

WI  L  L  ye  go  to  the  ew-bughts,  Marion, 
And  wear  in  the  fheep  wi'  me  ; 
The  fun  mines  fweet,  my  Marion, 

But  nae  half  fae  fweet  as  thee. 
C  Marion's  a  bonny  lafs, 

And  the  biyth  blinks  in  her  eye  ; 
And  fain 'wad  I  marry  Marion, 
Gin  Marion  wad  marry  me. 

E  5  Ther* 


(  8*> 

There's  gowd  in  your  garters,  Marion.,, 

And  filk  on  your  white  haufs-bane  ; 
Fu'  fain  wad  I  kifs  my  Marion. 

At  e'en  when  I  come  hame. 
There's  braw  lads  in  Earnjla^w,  Marion, 

Wha  gape,  and  glowr  with  their  eye, 
A  t  kirk  when  they  fee  my  Marion  y 

But  nane  of  them  lo'es  like  me. 

I've  nine  milk-ews,  my  Marion  ; 

A  cow  and  a  brawny  quey, 
Til  gi'e  them  a'  to  my  Marion,. 

juit  on  her  bridal  day  ; 
And  ye's  get  a  green  fey  apron, 

And  waiilcoat  of  the  London  brown, 
And  wow  but  ye  will  be  vap'ring, 

Whene'er  ye  gang  to  the  town. 

I'm  young  and  flout,  my  Marion  ; 

Nane  dances  like  me  on  the  green  ; 
And  gin  ye  forfake  me,  Marion, 

Til  e'en  gae  draw  up  wi' "Jean  ; 
Sae  put  onycur  pearlitis,  Marion, 

And  kyrtle  of  the  cramaiie  ; 
And  foon  as  my  chin  has  nae  hair  or\, 

I  mail  come  welt,  and  fee  ye.  Q^ 


The  blytbfome  Bridal. 

p  Y  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal, 
___"         For  there  will  be  lilting  there  ; 
For  Jockfs  to  be  married  to  Maggy, 

The  lafs  wi'  the  gowden  hair. 
And  there  will  be  lang  kail  and  pottage, 

And  bannocks  of  barley-meal  ; 
And  there  will  be  good  fawt  herring, 

To  relifh  a  cog  of  good  ale. 
Fy  la  it}  *'  to  the  bridal,  &c. 

And 


(  83) 

And  there  will  be  Sattey  the  Tutor, 

And  Will  wi'  the  meikle  mou  ; 
And  there  will  be  Tarn  the  blutter, 

With  Andrew  the  tinkler,  I  trow  ; 
And  there  will  be  bou'd-legged  Robbie, 

With  thumblefs  Katys  goodman ; 
And  there  will  be  blue-cheeked  Doivbie, 

And  Laivrie  the  laird  of  the  land. 
Fy  let  us,  Sec. 

And  there  will  be  fow-libber  Patie, 

And  plucky-fac'd  Wat  i*  the  mill,. 
Capper-nos5d  Fronde  aud  Gibbie, 

That  wins  in  the  how  of  the  hill ; 
And  there  will  be  Alajler  Sibbie, 

Wha  in  with  black  Bejfy  did  mool, 
With  fiiivelling  Lilly  and  Tibby, 

The  lafs  that  Hands  aft  on  the  flooL 
Fy  let  us,  &c. 

And  Madge  that  was  buckled  to  Steenie, 

And  coft  him  grey  breeks  to  his  arfe, 
Who  after  was  hangit  for  ftealing, 

Great  mercy  it  happen'd  na  warfe  : 
And  there  will  be  gleed  Geordy  Janners, 

And  Kirjb  with  the  lilly- white  leg, 
Wha  gade  to  the  fouth  for  manners, 

And  bang'd  up  her  wame  in  Mons-Meg, 
Fy  let  us,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  Judan  Maclaivrie, 

And  blinkin  daft  Barbara  Macleg, 
Wi'  flae-lugged  fharny-fae'd  Laivrie, 

And  ihangy-mou'd  halucket  Meg. 
And  there  will  be  happer-ars'd  Nancy , 

And  fairy-  fae'd  Floivrie  by  name, 
Muck  Mudie,  and  fat-hippit  Grijy, 

The  lafs  wi'  the  gowden  wame, 
Fy  let  us,  &c. 

E  6  And 


(  §4) 

And  there  will  be  Gim-  again-Gibhie, 

With  his  glakit  wife  Jenny  Bell, 
And  mifle-fhinn'd.  Mungo  Macapie, 

The  lad  that  was  fkipper  himfel. 
There  lads  and  lafTes  in  pearlings 

Will  feaft  in  the  heart  of  the  ha', 
On  f>  bows,  and  rifarts,  and  carlings, 

That  are  baith  fodden  and  raw. 
Fyletus,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  fadges  and  brachen, 

With  fouth  of  good  gabbocks  of  fkate. 
Powfowdy  and  drammock,  and  crowdy, 

And  caller  nowt-feet  in  a  plate  ; 
And  there  will  be  par  tans  and  buckies, 

And  whytens  and  fpeldings  enew, 
With  fingit  fheep -heads,  and  a  haggles, 

And  fcadllps  to  fup  till  ye  fpew. 
Fy  let  us,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  lapper'd-milk  kebbucks. 

And  fowens,  and  farles,  and  baps, 
With  fwats,  and  well  fcraped  paunches, 

And  brandy  in  ftoups  and  in  caps  : 
And  there  will  be  meal-kail  and  caftocks, 

With  fkink  to  fup  till  ye  rive/ 
And  roafcs  to  roafl  on  a  brander, 

Of  flewks  that  were  taken  alive. 
Fy  let  us,  &c, 

Scrapt  haddocks,  wilks,  dtilfe  and  tangle, 

And  a  mill  of  good  miming  to  prie ; 
When  weary  with  eating  and  drinking, 

We'll  rile  up  and  dance  till  we  die. 
TheuJ}  let  us  a"  to  the  bridal, 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there, 
For  Jocky  V  to  be  married  to  Maggie, 

The  la/s  cwt>  the  gowden  hair,  *Z* 
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The  Highland  Laddie. 

TH  E  lawland  lads  think  they  are  fine  ; 
But  O  they're  vain  and  idly  gavvdy  ! 
How  much  unlike  that  gracefu'  mein, 

And  manly  looks  of  my  highland  laddie  ; 
O  my  bonny  bonny  highland  laddie^ 
My  handfome  charming  highland  laddie  ; 
May  heaven  Jlill  guards  and  love  reward 
Our  farmland  lafs  and  her  highland  laddie* 

If  I  were  free  at  will  to  chufe 

To  be  the  wealthier!  lawland  lady, 
I'd  take  young  Donald  without  trews, 

With  bonnet  blew,  and  belted  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,   &c. 

The  braweft  beau  in  borrows-town, 

In  a'  his  airs,  with  art  made  ready, 
Compar'd  to  him,  he's  but  a  clown  ; 

He's  finer  far  in's  tartan  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,   &c. 

O'er  benty  hill  with  him  I'll  run, 

And  leave  my  lawland  kin  and  dady, 

Frae  winter's  cauld,  and  fammer's  fun, 
He'll  fcreen  me  with  his  highland  plaidy, 

O  my  bonny,  &c. 

A  painted  room,  and  filken  bed, 

May  pleafe  a  lawland  laird  and  lady  | 

But  I  can  kifs,  and  be  as  glad 

Behind  a  bum  in's  highland  plaidy, 

O  my  bonny,  &C. 

Few  compliments  between  us  pafs, 

I  ca'  him  my  dear  highland  laddie, 
And  he  ca's  me  his  lawland  lafs, 

Syne  rows  me  in  beneath  his  plaidy, 
0  my  bonny,  &c. 

2  Nae 
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Nae  greater  joy  I'll  e'er  pretend, 

Than  that  his  love  prove  true  and  Heady-,. 

Like  mine  to  him,  which  ne'er  fhall  end, 
While  heaven  preferves  my  highland  laddie. 

O  my  bofiny,   &C. 


ALLAN   WATER. 

Or,  My  love  Annie'j  very  bonny. 

WHAT  numbers  fhall  the  mufe  repeat  ? 
What  verfe  be  found  to  praife  my  Annie  f 
On  her  ten  thoufand  graces  wait, 

Each  fwain  admires,  and  owns  me's  bonny. 
Since  Hrfl  {he  trode  the  happy  plain, 

She  fet  each  youthful  heart  on  fire  ; 
Each  nymph  does  to  her  fwain  complain^. 
.  That  Annie  kindles  new  defire. 

This  lovely  darling  -deareft  care, 

This  new  delight,  this  charming  Annie4 
Like  fummer's  dawn,  fhe's  frefh  and  fair, 

V/hen  Flora's  fragrant  breezes  fan  ye. 
All  day  the  am'rous  youths  conveen, 

Joyous  they  fportand  play  before  Jier  ; 
All  night,  when  flie  no  more  is  feen, 

In  blifsful  dreams  they  Hill  adore  her. 

Among  the  crowd  Amyntor  came, 

He  look'd,  he  lov'd,  he  bow'd  to  Annie  % 
His  rifing  fighs  exprefs  his  flame, 

His  words  were  few,  his  wilhes  many. 
With  fmiles  the  lovely  maid  reply'd, 

Kind  fhepherd,  why  mould  I  deceive  ye  I 
Alas !  your  love  muft  be  deny'd, 

This  deilin'd  breaft  can  ne'er  relieve  ye. 

Young  Damon  came  with  Cvpid's  art, 

His  vvyles,  his  fmiles,  his  charms  beguiling. 

He  ftole  away  my  virgin  heart; 

Ceafe,   poor  Amy ntor,  ceafe  bewailing. 

Some 
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Some  brighter  beauty  you  may  find, 

On  yonder  plain  the  nymphs  are  many  ; 

Then  chufe  fome  heart  that's  unconfin'd, 
And  leave  to  Damon  his  own  Annie. 


The  Collier's  benny  Laffie* 

THE  collier  has  a  dough  ter, 
And  O  fhe's  wonder  bonn#* 
A  laird  he  was  that  fought  her, 

Rich  baith  in  lands  and  money  : 
The  tutors  watch'd  the  motion 
Of  this  young  honeft  lover  ; 
But  love  is  like  the  ocean  ; 
Wha  can  its  depth  difcover  L 

He  had  the  art  to  pleafe  ye. 

And  was  by  a1  refpe&ed ; 
His  airs  fat  round  him  eafy, 

Genteel,  but  unaffecled.. 
The  collier's  bonny  laffie, 

Fair  as  the  new  blown  liilie?. 
Ay  fweet,  and  never faucy, 

Secur'd  the  heart  of  Willie, 

He  lov'd  beyond  expreffion 

The  charms  that  were  about  her^ 
And  panted  for  poiTeffion, 

His  life  was  dull  without  her., 
After  mature  refol.ving, 

Clofe  to  his  breail  he  held  her? 
In  faftefl  flames  difTolving, 

He  tenderly  thus  tell'd  her  : 

My  bonny  collier's  doughter, 

Let  naethiiig  difcompofe  ye3 
'Tis  noyourfcanty  tocher 

Shall  ever  gar  me  lofe  ye  : 

For 
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For  I  have  gear  in  plenty, 
And  love  fays,  'tis  my  duty 

To  ware  what  heav'n  has  lent  me, 
Upon  your  wit  and  beauty. 


Where  Helen  lies, 
To  « in  Mourning.- 


'fc?" 


AH!  by  thofe  tears  in  Nelly's  eyes ; 
To  hear  thy  tender  fighs  and  cries, 
The  Gods  ftand  lift'ning  from  the  ikies, 

Pleas'd  with  thy  piety. 
To  mourn  the  dead,  dear  nymph,  forbear 
And  of  one  dying  take  a  care, 
Who  views  thee  as  an  angel  fair, 
Or  fome  divinity. 

O  be  lefs  graceful,  or  more  kind, 
And  cool  this  fever  of  my  mind, 
Caus'd  by  the  bey  fevere  and  blind ; 

Wounded  I  figh  for  thee  ; 
While  hardly  dare  I  hope  to  rife 
To  fuch  a  height  by  Hymens  ties, 
To  lay  me  down  where  Helen  lies, 

And  with  thy  charms  be  free. 

Then  mull  I  hide  my  love,  and  die, 
When  fuch  a  fovereign  cure  is  by  ? 
No  j  me  can  love,  and  I'll  go  try, 

Whate'er  my  fate  may  be, 
Which  foon  I'll  read  in  her  bright  eyes  \ 
With  thofe  dear  agents  I'll  advife, 
They  tell  the  truth  when  tongues  tell  lies, 

The  leaft  beiiev'd  by  me, 


SONG, 
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SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Gallow/biels. 

AH  the  ihepherd's  mournful  fate, 
When  doom'd  to  love,  and  doom'd  tolanguifh. 
To  bear  the  fcornful  fair  one's  hate, 

Nor  dare  difclofe  his  anguifh. 
Yet  eager  looks,  and  dying  fighs, 

My  fecret  foul  difcover, 
"While  rapture  trembling,  thro'  mine  eyes, 

Reveals  how  much  I  love  her. 
The  tender  glance,  the  redning  cheek, 

O'erfpread  with  rifing  blufhes, 
A  thoufand  various  ways  they  fpeak, 

A  thoufand  various  wiihe3. 

For  oh  !  that  form  fo  heavenly  fair, 

Thofe  languid  eyes  fo  fweetly  fmiling, 
That  artlefs  blufh,  and  modeft  air, 

So  fatally  beguiling. 
Thy  every  look,  and  every  grace, 

So  charm  whene'er  I  view  thee  ; 
Till  death  overtake  me  in  the  chace, 

Still  will  my  hopes  purfue  thee. 
Then  when  my  tedious  hours  are  paft, 

Be  this  lail  blelling  given, 
Low  at  thy  feet  to  breathe  my  laft, 

And  die  in  fight  of  heaven. 


To  L.  Af.  M. 

Tune,  Rantin  roaring  Willie. 

MART!  thy  graces  and  glances, 
Thy  fmiles  fo  inchantingly  gay, 
And  thoughts  fo  divinely  harmonious, 
Clear  wit  and  good  humour  difpiay. 

But 
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But  fay  not  thou'lt  imitate  angels 

Ought  farrer,  tho'  fcarcely,  ah  me! 
Can  be  found  equalizing  thy  merit, 

A  match  amongft  mortals  for  thee. 

Thy  many  fair  beauties  lhed  fires 

May  warm  up  ten  thoufand  to  love, 
Who  defpairing,  may  fly  to  fome  other,. 

While  I  may  defpair,  but  ne'er  rove. 
What  a  mixture  of  %hing  and  joys 

This  diftant  adoring  of  thee, 
Gives  to  a  fend  heart  too  afpiring, 

Who  loves  in  fad  filence  like  me  ? 

Thus  looks  the  poor  beggar  on  treafure, 

And  fhipwreck'd  on  landfkips  on  more 
Be  flill  more  divine,  and  have  pity  ; 

I  die  foon  as  hope  is  no  more. 
For,  MaRT,  my  foul  is  thy  captive, 

Nor  love,  nor  experts  to  be  free  ; 
Thy  beauties  are  fetters  delightful, 

Thy  flavery's  a  pleafure  to  me. 


This  is  no  mine  ain  Houfe.   x 

THIS  is  not  mine  ain  koufe, 
I  ken  by  the  rigging  o't  ; 
Since  with  my  love  I've  changed  vows* 

I  dinna  like  the  bigging  o't; 
For  now  that  I'm  young  Robin's  bride, 
And  miftrifs  of  his  fire-fide, 
Mine  ain  houfe  I'll  like  to  guide, 

And'  pleafe  me  with  the  trigging  o't. 

Then  farewell  to  my  father's  houfe, 

I  gang  where  love  invites  me  ; 
The  flri&efl:  duty  this  allows, 

When  love  with  honour  meets  me. 


Whea 
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When  Hymen  moulds  us  into  ane, 
My  Robie's  nearer  than  my  kin, 
And  to  refufe  him  were  a  fin, 
Sae  lang's  he  kindly  treats  me, 

When  I'm  in  mine  ain  houfe, 

True  love  mall  be  at  hand  ay, 
To  make  me  Hill  a  prudent  fpoufe, 

And  let  my  man  command  ay; 
Avoiding  ilka  caufe  of  flrife, 
The  common  pelt  of  married  life, 
That  makes  ane  wearied  of  his  wife. 
And  breaks  the  kindly  band  ay. 


Fint  a  Crum  oftheefiefaws. 

ETU  R  N  hameward,  my  heart,  again, 
_  And  bide  where  thou  was  wont  to  be, 
Thou  art  a  fool  to  fuffer  pain 

For  love  of  ane  that  loves  not  thee  : 
My  heart,  let  be  fie  fantafie, 
Love  only  where  thou  haft  good  caufe  ; 

Since  fcorn  and  liking  ne'er  agree. 
The  fint  a  crum  of  thee  (hs  faws. 

To  what  effecT:  mould  thou  be  thrall  ? 

Be  happy  in  thine  ain  free-will, 
My  heart,   be  never  beaftial, 

Cut  ken  wha  does  thee  good  or  ill  i 

At  hame  with  me  then  tarry  Hill, 
And  fee  wha  can  beft  play  their  paws? 

And  let  the  filly  fling  her  fill, 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  fhe  faws. 

Tho'  fhe  be  fair,  I  will  not  fenzie, 
She's  of  a  kind  with  mony  mae  ; 

For  why,  they  are  a  felon  menzie 
That  feemeth  good,  and  art  not  fae. 


My 
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My  heart,  take  neither  ilurt  nor  wae 
For  Meg,  for  Marjory,  or  Mau/e, 

But  be  thou  blyth,  and  let  her  gae? 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  Ihe  faws. 

Remember  how  that  Medea 

Wild  for  a  fight  of  Jafon  yied, 
Remember  how  young  Creffida 

Left  Troilus  for  Diomede ; 

Remember  Helen,  as  we  read, 
Brought  Troy  from  blifs  unto  bair  waws  : 

Then  let  her  gae  where  ihe  may  fpeed, 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  ihe  faws. 

Becaufe  ihe  faid  I  took  it  ill, 

For  her  depart  my  heart  was  fair, 
Bat  was  beguil'd ;  gae  where  ihe  will, 

Beflirew  the  heart  that  firit  takes  care  : 

But  be  thou  merry  late  and  air, 
This  is  the  final  end  and  claufe, 

And  let  her  feed  and  fooly  fair, 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  ihe  faws. 

Ne'er  dunt  again  within  my  breaft, 

Ne'er  let  her  flights  thy  courage  fpill, 
Nor  gie  a  fob,  altho'  ihe  fheeft, 

She's  faireil  paid  that  gets  her  will. 

She  geeks  as  gif  I  mean'd  her  ill, 
"When  ihe  glaicks  paughty  in  her  braws; 

Now  let  her  fnirt  and  fyke  her  fill, 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  ihe  faws.  Z. 


To  Mrs.  E.  C. 

Ture,  Sae  merry  as  we  have  been. 

NOW  P&ae&us  advances  on  high, 
Nae  footfleps  of  winter  are  feen  ; 
The  birds  carrol  fweet  in  the  fky, 

And  lambkins  dance  reels  on  the  green. 

Thro* 
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Thro'1  plantings,  my  burnies  fae  clear, 
We  wander  for  pleafure  and  health, 

Where  buddings  and  bloffoms  appear, 
Giving  prcfpects  of  joy  and  wealth. 

View  ilka  gay  fcene  all  around, 

That  are,  and  that  promife  to  be; 
Yet  in  them  a'  naething  is  found 

Sae  perfect,  Eliza,  as  thee. 
Thy  een  the  clear  fountains  excel, 

Thy  locks  they  out-rival  the  grove ; 
When  zephyrs  thofe  pleafingly  fwell, 

Ilk  wave  makes  a  captive  to  love. 

The  rofes  and  lillies  combin'd, 

And  flowers  of  maiH  delicate  hue, 
By  thy  cheek  and  dear  breafls  are  out-fhin'd, 

Their  tinctures  are  naething  fae  true. 
What  can  we  compare  with  thy  voice  ? 

And  what  with  thy  humour  fae  fweet  ? 
Nae  mufick  can  blefs  with  lie  joys ; 

Sure  angels  are  juft  fae  complete. 

Fair  bloiTom  of  ilka  delight, 

Whofe  beauties  ten  thoufandout-fhine  : 
Thy  fweets  mail  be  lafting  and  bright, 

Being  mixt  with  fae  many  divine. 
Ye  powers,  who  have  given  fie  charms 

To  Eliza,  your  image  below, 
O  fave  her  frae  all  human.harms  ! 

And  make  her  hours  happily  How. 


My  Dady  forbad,  my  Minny  forbad. 


WHEN  I  think  on  my  lad, 
I  figh  and  am  fad, 
For  now  he  is  far  frae  me. 

My 
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My  daddy  was  harfh, 
My  minny  was  warfe, 

That  gart  him  gae  yont  the  fea, 
Without  an  eflate, 
That  made  him  look  blate ; 

And  yet  a  brave  lad  is  he. 

Gin  fafe  he  come  hame, 
In  fpite  of  my  dame, 

Ke'll  ever  be  welcome  to  me. 

Love  fpeersnae  advice 
.Of  parents  o'er  wife, 

That  have. but  ae  bairn  like  me, 
That  looks  upon  calh,, 
As  naething  but  train, 

That  fhackles  what  ihou'd  be  free. 
And  tho'  my  dear  lad 
Not  ae  penny  had, 

Since  qualities  better  has  he; 
Abeit  I'm  an  heirefs, 
I  think  it  but  fair  is, 

To  love  him,  fince  he  loves  me. 


Then,  my  dear  yamie, 
To  thy  kind  Jeanit, 

Hafle,  hafte  thee  in  o'er  the  fea, 
To  her  wha  can  find 
Nae  eafe  in  her  mind, 

Without  a  blyth  fight  of  thee. 

Tho'  my  daddy  forbad, 
And  my  minny  forbad, 

Forbidden  I  will  not  be; 

For  fince  thou  alone 
My  favour  hail  won, 

Nane  elfe  mail  e'er  get  it  for  me. 

Yet  them  I'll  not  grieve, 
Or  without  their  leave, 
Gi'e  my  hand  as  a  wife  to  thee : 


Be 
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Be  content  with  a  heart, 
That  can  never  defert, 

Till  they  ceafe  to  oppofe  or  be. 
My  parents  may  prove 
Yet  friends  to  our  love, 

When  our  firm  refolves  they  fee ; 
Then  I  with  pleafure 
Will  yield  up  my  treafure, 

And  a'  that  love  orders  to  thee. 


Tune,  Steer  her  up,  and had  her  g awn.    > 

Steer  her  up,  and  had  her  gawn, 
Her  Blither' s  at  the  mill,  jo  ; 
But  gin  me  winna  tak  a  man, 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will,  jo. 
Pray  thee,  lad,  leave  filly  thinking, 

Call  thy  cares  of  love  away  ; 
Let's  our  farrows  drown  in  drinking, 
'Tis  dafHn  langer  to  delay. 

See  that  mining  glafs  of  claret, 

How  invitingly  it  looks  ; 
Take  it  afF,  and  let's  have  mair  o't, 

Pox  on  righting,  trade,  and  books. 
Let's  have  pleafure  while  we're  able, 

Bring  us  in  the  meikle  bowl, 
Plac't  on  the  middle  of  the  table, 

And  let  wind  and  weather  gowl. 

Call  the  drawer,  let  him  fill  it, 

Fou,  as  ever  it  can  hold  : 
O  tak  tent  ye  dinna  fpill  it, 

'Tis  mair  precious  far  than  gold. 
By  you've  drank  a  doze  i  bumpers, 

Bacchus  will  begin  to  prove, 
Spite  of  Venus  and  her  Mumpers, 


Drinking  better  is  than  love. 


Clou 
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Clout  the  Caldron. 

HAVE  you  any  pots  or  pans, 
Or  any  broken  chandlers  .? 
I  am  a  tinkler  to  my  trade, 

And  newly  come  frae  Flanders, 
As  fcant  of  filler  as  of  grace, 

Difbanded,  we've  a  bad  run; 
Gar  tell  the  lady  of  the  place, 

I'm  come  to  clout  her  caldron. 
Fa  adrie,  didle,  didle,  &c. 

Madam,  if  you  have  vvark  for  me, 

I'll  do't  to  your  contentment, 
And  dinna  care  a  fingle  flie 

For  any  man's  refentment; 
For  lady  fair,  tho'  I  appear 

To  every  ane  a  tinkler, 
Yet  to  yourfell  I'm  bauld  to  tell, 

I  am  a  gentle  jinker. 
Fa  adrie i  didle,  didle,  Sec. 

Love  Jupiter  into  a  fwan 

Turn'd  for  his  lovely  Leda  ; 
He  like  a  bull  o'er  meadows  ran, 

To  carry  aff  Eur  op  a. 
Then  may  not  I,  as  well  as  he, 

To  cheat  your  Argos  blinker, 
And  win  your  love,  like  mighty  Jove, 

Thus  hide  me  in  a  tinkler. 
Fa  adrie,  didle,  didle,  Sec. 

Sir,  ye  appear  a  cunning  man  ; 

But  this  fine  plot  you'll  fail  in, 
For  there  is  neither  pot  nor  pan 

Of  mine  you'll  drive  a  nail  in. 
Then  bind  your  budget  on  your  back, 

And  nails  up  in  your  apron, 
For  I've  a  tinkler  under  tack 

That's  us'd  to  clout  my  caldron. 
Fa  adrie,  didle,  didle,  Sec. 


(97  ) 
tf/ie  Malt  Man. 

THE  malt-man  comes  on  Munday, 
He  craves  wonder  fair, 
Cries,   Dame,  come  gi'e  me  my  filler, 

Or  malt  ye  fall  ne'er  get  mair. 
I  took  him  into  the  pantry, 

And  gave  him  fome  good  cock-broo, 
Syne  paid  him  upon  a  gantree, 
As  hoftler  wives  Ihould  c}o. 

When  malt-men  come  for  filler, 

And  gaugers  with  wands  o'er  foon, 
Wives,  tak  them  a'  down  to  the  cellar, 

And  clear  them  as  I  have  done. 
This  bewith,  when  cunzie  is  fcanty, 

Will  keep  them  frae  making  din, 
The  knack  I  learn'd  frae  an  auld  aunty,, 

The  fnackefl:  of  a'  my  kin. 

The  malt-man  is  right  cunning, 

But  I  can  be  as  flee, 
And  he  may  crack  of  his  winning, 

When  he  clears  fcores  with  me: 
For  come  when  he  likes,  I'm  ready  ; 

But  if  frae  hame  I  be, 
Let  him  wait  on  our  kind  lady, 

She'll  anfwer  a  bill  for  me. 


Bonny    Bessy. 

Pune,     BeJJys  Haggles. 


y 


BESST's  beauties  mine  fae  bright, 
Were  her  many  vertues  fewer, 
She  wad  ever  give  delight, 

And  in  traniport  make  me  view  her, 

F  Bonny 


(98  ) 
Bonny  Beffyt  thee  alane 

Love  I,  naething  elfe  about  thee  j 
With  thy  comelinefs  I'm  tane, 

And  langer  cannot  live  without  thee. 

EESSr's  bofom  faftand  warm, 

Milk-white  fingers  ftill  employ'd, 
He  who  takes  her  to  his  arm, 

Of  her  fweets  can  ne'er  be  cloy'd. 
My  dear  BeJ}y>  when  the  rofes 

Leave  thy  cheek,  as  thou  grows  aulder, 
Vertue,  which  thy  mind  difclofes, 

Will  keep  love  frae  growing  caulder. 

BESST's  tocher  is  but  fcanty, 

Yet  her  face  and  foul  difcovers 
Thefe  inchanting  fweets  in  plenty 

Mull  intice  a  thoufand  lovers. 
It's  not  money,  but  a  woman 

Of  a  temper  kind  and  eafy, 
That  gives  happinefs  uncommon, 

Petted  things  can  nought  but  teaze  ye. 


Omnia  vincit  Amor. 

.      A    SI  went  forth  to  view  the  fpring 
jt\        Which  Flora  had  adorned 
In  raiment  fair;  now  every  thing 

The  rage  of  winter  {"corned  : 
I  call  mine  eye,  and  did  efpy 

A  youth,   who  made  great  clamour  5 
And  drawing  nigh,  I  heard  him  cry, 

Ah  !  omnia  <vincit  amor. 

Upon  his  breaft  he  lay  along, 

Hard  by  a  murm'ring  river, 
And  mournfully  his  doleful  fong 

With  fighs  he  did  deliver. 

Ah! 


(  99  ) 
Ah  \  Jeanfs  face  has  comely  grace, 

Her  locks  that  mine  like  lammer, 
With  burning  rays  have  cut  my  days  ; 

For  omnia  <vincit  amor. 

Her  glancy  een  like  comets  flieen, 

The  morning  fun  out-mining, 
Have  caught  my  heart  in  Cupid's  net, 

And  make  me  die  with  pining. 
Durft  I  complain,  nature's  to  blame, 

So  curioully  to  frame  her, 
Whofe  beauties  rare  make  me  with  care, 

Cry,  omnia  njincit  amor. 

Ye  chryftal  ftreams  that  fvviftly  glide, 

Be  partners  of  my  mourning, 
Ye  fragrant  iields  and  meadows  wide, 

Condemn  her  for  her  fcorning  : 
Let  every  tree  a  witnefs  be, 

How  juftly  I  may  blame  her; 
Ye  chanting  bird's,  note  thefe  my  words;, 

Ah  !  omnia  <vincit  amor. 

Had  me  been  kind  as  fhe  was  fair, 

She  long  had  been  admir'd, 
And  been  ador'd  for  vertues  rare, 

Wh'  of  life  now  makes  me  tir'd. 
Thus  faid,  his  breath  began  to  fail, 

He  could  not  fpeak,  but  Hammer; 
He  ligh'd  full  fore,  and  faid  no  more, 

But  omnia  <vincit  amor. 

When  I  obferv'd  him  near  to  death, 

I  run  in  hade  to  fave'him, 
But  quickly  he  reiign'd  his  breath, 

So  deep  the  wound  love  gave  him. 
Now  for  her  fake  this  vow  I'll  make, 

My  tongue  mail  ay  defame  her, 
While  on  his  herfe  I'll  write  this  verfe, 

Ah  !  omnia  cvincit  amor. 

F  3  Straight 


(  ioo  ) 
Straight  I  confider'd  in  my  mind 

Upon  the  matter  rightly, 
And  found,  tho'  Cupid  he  be  blind, 

He  proves  in  pith  moll  mighty. 
For  warlike  Mars,  nor  thund'ring  Jove, 

And  Vulcan  with  his  hammer, 
Did  ever  prove  the  Haves  of  love, 

For  omnia  <vincit  amor. 

Hence  we  may  fee  th'  effects  of  love, 

Which  gods  and  men  keep  under, 
That  nothing  can  his  bonds  remove, 

Or  torments  break  afunder  : 
Nor  wife,  nor  fool,  need  go  to  fchool, 

To  learn  this  from  his  grammar ; 
His  heart's  the  book  where  he's  to  look 

For  omnia  yincit  amor. 


The  aidd  Wife  beyont  the  Fire.  X 
I. 

THERE  was  a  wife  won'd  in  a  glen, 
And  ihe  had  dochters  nine  or  ten, 
That  fought  the  houfe  baith  but  and  ben, 
To  find  their  mam  a  fnifhing. 
The  aula7  wife  beyont  the  fire, 
The  auld  *wife  anieft  the  fire. 
The  auldnvife  ab'ooh  the  fire, 
She  died  for  lack  of  fiiijhing. 

II. 

Her  mill  into  fome  hole  had  fawn, 
Whatrecks,    quoth  (he,  let  it  be  gawn, 
For  I  maun  hae  a  young  goodman 
Shall  furnifh  me  with  fnifhing. 
The  auld  <wife,   &C. 


Her 


(  ioi  ) 

III. 

Her  eldeft  dochter  faid  right  bauld, 
Fy,  mother,  mind  that  now  ye're  auld, 
And  if  ye  with  a  yonker  wald, 

He'll  wafte  away  your  miming. 
The  auld  wife,  &c. 

IV. 

The  youngeft  dochter  ga'e  a  fhout, 
O  mother  dear  !    your  teeth's  a'  out, 
Beiides  haff  blind,  you  have  the  gout,    ' 
Your  mill  can  had  nae  ihiming. 
The  auld  wife,  &C. 

V. 

Ye  lied,  ye  limmers,  cries  auld  mump, 
For  I  hae  baith  a  tooth  and  ilump, 
And  will  nae  langer  live  in  dump, 
By  wanting  of  my  fniming. 
The  auld  wife,  &c. 

VI. 

Thole  ye,  fays  Peg,  that  pauky  flat, 
Mother,  if  you  can  crack  a  nut, 
Then  we  will  a'  content  to  it, 

That  you  fhall  have  a  fnifhing. 
The    auld  wife,   &C. 

VII. 

The  auld  ane  did  agree  to  that, 
And  they  a  piftol-bullet  gat ; 
She  powerfully  began  to  crack, 
To  won  herfell  a  miming. 
The  auld  wife,  &c. 

F  3  Braw 


Note,  Snifhing  in  its  literal  meaning  is  fnuffmade 
of  Tobacco  ;  but  in  this  fong  it  means  fometimes 
contentment,  a  humand,  love,  money,  fcsfr. 


(    102   ) 
VIII. 

Bravv  fport  it  was  to  fee  her  chovv't, 
And  'tween  her  gums  fae  fqueeze  and  row't, 
While  frae  her  jaws  the  fiaver  flow'd, 
And  ay  fhe  curs'd  poor  {lumpy. 
The  auld  nvifie,  Sec, 

IX. 
At  laft  fhe  gac  a  defperate  fqueeze, 
Which  brak  the  lang  tooth  by  the  neeza 
And.fyne  poor  frumpy  was  at  eafe, 
But  fhe  tint  hopes  of  fniihing. 
The  auld  -ixifie,   &c. 


She  of  the  talk  began  .to  tire, 
And  frae  her  dochters  did  retire, 
Syne  lean'd  her  down  ayont  the  fire, 
And  dyed  for  lack  of  framing. 
The  auld  <wife-t  Sec, 

XL 
Ye  auld  wives  notice  well  this  truth, 
AfToon  as  y^i-e  pall  mark  of  mouth, 
Ne'er  do  what's  only  fit  for  youth, 

And  leave  afF  thoughts  of  fniihing: 
Elfie  like  this  wife  bey ont  the  fire, 
T'r  bairns  againfi  ycu  will  confpire  J 
Nor  will ye  get  unlefs ye  hire, 
A  young  man  with  your  fni fining. 


Q, 


Til  never  love  thee  more. 


Y  dear  and  only  love,  I  pray, 
That  little  world  of  thee, 
Be  governed  by  no  other  fway, 
But  pureit  monarchy  : 

EG! 


(  io3  ) 
For  if  confufion  have  a  part, 

Which  virtuous  fouls  abhor, 
I'll  call  a  fynod  in  my  heart, 

And  never  love  thee  more. 

As  Alexander  I  will  reign, 

And  I  will  reign  alone, 
My  thoughts  did  ever  more  difdain 

A  rival  on  my  throne. 
He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 

Or  his  deferts  are  fmall, 
Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch, 

To  gain  or  lofe  it  all. 

But  I  will  reign,  and  govern  ftiil, 

And  always  give  the  Uwt 
And  have  each  fabjeet  at  my  will, 

And  all  to  ftand  in  aw : 
But  'gainft  my  batteries  if  I  find 

Thou  ftorm  or  vtx  me  fore, 
A§  if  thou  fee  me  as  a  blind, 

I'll  never  love  thee  more. 

And  in  the  empire  of  thy  heart, 

Where  I  mould  folely  be, 
If  others  do  pretend  a  part, 

Or  dares  to  ihare  with  me  t 
Or  committees  if  thou  erect,  j 

Or  go  on  fuch  a  fcore, 
I'll  fmiling  mock  at  thy  neglect* 

And  never  4ove  thee  more. 

But  if  no  faithlefs  action  flam 

Thy  love  and  conftant  word, 
I'll  make  thee  famous  by  my  pen, 

And  glorious  by  my  fvvord. 
I'll  krve  thee  in  fuch  noble  ways, 

As  ne'er  was  known  before; 
I'll  deck  and  crown  thy  head  with  bays, 

And  love  thee  more  and  more, 

F  4  the 


(  104  ) 
The  Black  Bird. 

UP  O  N  a  fair  morning  for  foft  recreation, 
I  heard  a  fair  lady  was  making  her  moan? 
With  fighing  and  fobing,  and  fad  lamentation, 
Saying,  My  black  bird  moll  royal  is  flown. 
My  thoughts  they  deceive  me, 
Refleclions  do  grieve  me, 
And  I  am  o'erburthen'd  with  fad  mifery  ; 
Yet  if  death  mould  blind  me, 
As  true  love  inclines  me, 
My  black  bird  Til  feek  out,  wherever  he  be. 

Once  into  fair  England 'my  black  bird  did  flourifh, 

He  was  the  chief  flower  that  in  it  did  fpring  ; 
Prime  ladies  of  honour  his  perfon  did  nourifh, 
Eecaufe  he  was  the  true  fon  of  a  king  : 

But  fince  that  falfe  fortune, 

Which  ftill  is  uncertain, 
Has  caufed  this  parting  between  him  and  me, 

His  name  I'll  advance 

In  Spain  and  in  France, 
And  feek  out  my  black  bird  wherever  he  be. 

The  birds  of  the  foreft  all  meet  together, 

The  turtle  has  chofen  to  dwell  with  the  dove  y 
And  I  am  refolv'd  in  foul  or  fair  weather, 
Once  in  the  fpring  to  feek  out  my  love. 

He's  all  my  heart's  treafure, 

My  joy  and  my  pleafure  ; 
And  juflly  (my  love)  my  heart  follows  thee, 

Who  are  conftant  and  kind, 

And  couragious  of  mind, 
AH  blifs  on  my  black  bird,  wherever  he  be. 

In  England  my  black  bird  and  I  were  together, 
Where  he  was  flill  noble  and  generous  of  heart. 

Ah  !  wo  to  the  time  that  fir  II  he  went  thither, 
Alas !  he  was  forc'd  fro  m  thence  to  depart. 

Ib 


(  «°5  ) 

In  Scotland  he's  deem'd, 
And  highly  efteem'd, 
In  England  he  feemeth  a  ftranger  to  be  ; 
Yet  his  fame  fhall  remain, 
In  France  and  in  Spain, 
All  blifs  to  my  black  bird  whenever  he  be. 

What  if  the  fowler  my  black  birsthas  taken, 

Then  fighing  and  fobing  will  be  all  my  tune  5 
But  if  he  is  fafe,  I'll  not  be  fonaken, 

And  hope  yet  to  fee  him  in  May  or  in  June. 
For  him  through  the  fire, 
Through  mud  and  through  mire, 
I'll  go ;  for  I  love  him  to  fuch  a  degree, 
Who  is  conftant  and  kind, 
And  noble  of  mind, 
Deferving  all  bleffings,  wherever  he  be. 

It  is  not  the  ocean  can  fright  me  with  danger, 

Nor  tho'  like  a  pilgrim  I  wander  forlorn, 
I  may  meet  with  friendfhip  of  one  is  a  ftranger. 
More  than  of  one  that  in  Britain  is  born. 
I  pray  heaven  fo  fpacious, 
To  Britain  be  gracious, 
Tho'  fome  there  be  odious  to  both  him  and  me3 
Yet  joy  and  renown, 
And  laurels  fhall  crown 
My  black  bird  with  honour,  wherever  he  be, 


Take  your  auld  Cloak  about  you. 

N  winter  when  the  rain  rain'd  cauld, 
And  froft  and  fnaw  on  ilka  hill, 
And  Boreas,  with  his  blafts  fo  bauld 
Was  threat'ning  a'  our  ky  to  kill : 
Then  Bell  my  wife,  wha  loves  na  itrife, 

She  faid  to  me  right  haftily, 
Get  up,  goodman,  fave  Crom/s  life, 
And  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

F  5  My 


(  io6) 

My  Cromie  is  an  ufefal  cow. 

And  fae  is  come  of  a  good  kyne  % 
Aft  has  me  wet  the  bairn's  mou, 

And  I  am  laith  that  me  mould  tyne  ; 
Get  up,  goodman,  it  is  fou  time, 

The  fun  mines  in  the  lift  fae  hie  5 
Sloth  never  made  a  gracious  end, 

Go  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

My  cloak  was  anes  a  good  grey  cloak,. 

When  it  was  fitting  for  my  wear  1 
But  now  it's  fcantly  worth  a  groat, 

For  I  have  worn't  this  thirty  year  % 
Let's  fpend  the  gear  that  we  have  won. 

We  little  ken  the  day  we'll  die  : 
Then  I'll  be  proud,  fince  I  have  fworn 

To  have  a  new  cloak  about  me. 

In  days  when  our  king  Robert  rang, 

His  trews  they  coll  but  hafFa crown  3 
He  faid  they  were  a  groat  o'er  dear, 

And  call'd  the  taylor  thief  and  loun. 
He  was  the  king  that  wore  a  crown, 

And  thou  the  man  of  laigli  degree, 
3Tis  pride  puts  a'  the  country  down, 

Sae  tak  thy  auld  cloak  about  thee, 

Every  land  has  its  ain  laugh, 

Ilk  kind  of  corn  it  has  its  hool. 
I  ihink  the  warld  is  a'  run  wrang, 

When  ilka  wife  her  man  wad  rule  5 
Do  ye  not  fee  Rob,  Jcck,  and  Bab9 

As  they  are  girded  gallantly, 
While  I  At  hurklen  in  the  afe ; 

I'll  have  a  new  cloak  about  me. 

Goodman,  I  wat'tis  thirty  years, . 

Since  we  did  ane  anither  ken ; 
And  we  have  had  between  us  twa, 

Of  lads  and  bonny  lafies  ten  ; 


Now 


(  ™7  J 

Now  they  are  women  grown  and  men, 
I  wifh  and  pray  well  may  they  be  5 

And  if  you  prove  a  good  hufband, 
E'en  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

Bell  my  wife,  fhe  loves  na  flrife; 

But  fhe  wad  guide  me,  if  ilie  can3 
And  to  maintain  an  eafy  life, 

I  aft  maun  yield,  tho'  I'm  goodman 
Nought's  to  be  won  at  woman's  hand, 

Unlefs  ye  give  her  a'  the  plea ; 
Then  I'll  leave  aff  where  I  began, 

And  tak  my  auld  cloak  about  me. 


Tie  Quadruple  Alliance, 

Tune,  yocky  blyth  and  gay* 

StVIFT,   Sandy,   Young,  and  Gay, 
Are  ftill  my  heart's  delight, 
I  iing  their  fangs  by  day, 

And  read  their  tales  at  night, 
if  frae  their  books  I  be, 
'Tis  dulnefs  then  withm-e; 
But  when  thefe  ftars  appear. 
Jokes,  fmiles,  and  wit  ihine  clea?« 

Swift  with  uncommon  ftile, 

And  wit  that  flows  with  eafey 
Inflruds  us  with  a  fmile, 

And  never  fails  to  pleafe. 
Bright  Sandy  gladly  iings 
Of  heroes,  Gods,  and  kings* 
He  well  deferves  the  bays,  • 
And  every  Briton's  praife, 

F  6  While- 


(  108  ) 

While  thus  our  Homer  mines ; 

Young,  with  Horacian  flame, 
Corre&s  thefe  falfe  deiigns 
We  pufh  in  love  of  fame. 
Blyth  Gay  in  pawky  ftrains, 
Makes  villains,  clowns,  andfwains 
Reprove  with  biting  leer, 
Thofe  in  a  higher  fphere. 

Swift,  Sandy,  Young,  and  Gay, 

Long  may  you  give  delight ; 
Let  all  the  dunces  bray, 

You're  far  above  their  fpite  : 
Such,  from  a  malice  four, 
Write  nonefenfe,  lame  and  poor* 
Which  never  can  fucceed, 
For,  who  the  train  will  read  ? 


.The  End  of  the  Firji  Volume, 
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TEA-TAB  LE 

MISCELLANY- 


She  fung — the  youth  attention  gave, 
And  charms  on  charms  efpies  : 

Then  all  in  raptures  falls  a  flame, 
Both  to  her  her  <voice  and  eyes. 


Vol.   II. 

To    Clarinda. 

A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  /  vSijhmy  Love  were  in  a  Mire, 

LEST  as  the  immortal  Gods  is  he, 
The  youth  who  fondly  fits  by  thee, 
And  hears  and  fees  thee  all  the  tvhile 
Softly  fpeak,  and  fweetly  fmile,    &c. 

So  fpoke  and  fmird  the  eaflern  maid ; 

Like  thine,  feraphic  were  her  charms, 

That  in  Circa/fta's  vineyards  ftray'd, 

And  bleft  the  wifeft  monarch's  arms, 

A  thoufand  fair  of  high  defert, 
Strave  to  enchant  the  amorous  king; 
But  the  Circafjian  gain'd  his  heart,    * 
And  taught  the  royal  bard  to  fing. 

Clarinda 


(  no  ) 

Clarinda  thus  our  fang  infpires,1 
And  claims  the  fmooth  and  highefl  lays^ 
But  while  each  charm  our  bofom  fires, 
Words  Teem  too  few  to  found  her  praife* 

Her  mind  in  ev'ry  grace  complete,, 
To  paint  furpaffes  human  fkill  : 
Her  majefty  mixt  with  the  fweets 
Let  feraphs  fing  her  if  they  will, 
Whilft  wond'ring,  with  a  ravilh'd  eye? 
We  all  that's  perfect  in  her  view, 
Viewing  a  filler  of  the  Iky, 
To  whom  an  adoration's  due. 


A     SONG, 

Xo  the  Tune  of,  Lochaber  no  more. 

FAREWEL  to  Lochaher,  and  farewel  my  Jean, 
Where  heartfome  with  thee  I've  mony  day  beens 
For  Lochaher  no  more,  Lochaher  no  more, 
We'll  may  be  return  to  Lochaher  no  more. 
Thefe  tears  that  I  fhed,  they  are  a'  for  my  dear, 
And  no  for  the  dangers  attending  on  weir, 
Tho'  born  on  rough  feas  to  a  far  bloody  more, 
May  be  to  return  to  Lochaher  no  more, 

Tho'  hurrycanes  rife,  and  rife  every  wind, 
They'll  ne'er  make  a  tempefi  like  that  in  my  mind, 
Tho'  loudeil  of  thunder  on  louder  waves  roar, 
That's  naething  like  leaving  my  love  on  the  more. 
To  leave  thee  behind  me,  my  heart  is  fair  pain'd, 
By  eafe  that's  inglorious,  no  fame  can  be  gain'd, 
And  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the  brave3 
And  I  mull  deferve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

Then  glory,  my  Jeany,  maun  plead  my  excufe. 
Since  honour  commands  me,  how  can  I  refufe  ? 
Without  it  I  ne'er  can  have  merit  for  thee, 
And  without  thy  favour  I'd  better  not  be. 

2.  Igae 


( III ) 

I  gae  then  my  lafs  to  win  honour  and  fame? 
And  if  I  mould  luck  to  come  glorioufly  hanie, 
I'll  bring  a  heart  to  thee  with  love  running  o'er.} 
And  then  I'll  leave  thee  and  Lochaber  no  more. 


The  auld  Goodman: 


AT  E  in  an  evening  forth  I  went, 
A  li  tie  before  the  fun  gade  down.. 
And  there  I  chanc'd  by  accident. 

To  light  on  a  battle  new  begun. 
A  man  and  his  wife  was  fawn  in  a  ftrife, 

I  canna  well  tell  ye  how  it  began  ; 
But  ay  fhe  wail'd  her  wretched  life, 

And  cry'd  ever,  alake  my  auld  goodman, 

H  e. 

Thy  auld  goodman  that  thou  tells  of, 

The  country  kens  where  he  was  born, 
Was  but  a  filly  poor  vagabond, 

And  ilka  ane  leugh  him  to  fcorn  ; 
For  he  did  fpend,  and  make  an  end 

Of  gear  that  his  fore-fathers  wan, 
He  gart  the  poor  Hand  frae  the  door, 

Sae  tell  nae  mair  of  thy  auld  goodman, 

S    H    E. 

My  heart  alake,  is  liken  to  break, 

When  I  think  on  my  winfome  John, 
His  biinkan  eye,  and  gate  fae  free, 

Was  naething  like  thee,  thou  dofend  drone. 
His  roiie  face,  and  flaxen  hair, 

And  a  ikin  as  white  as  ony  fwan, 
Was  large  and  tall,  and  comely  withall, 

And  thou'li  never  be  like  my  auld  goodman. 


(    H2) 

H  E. 

Why  doll  thou  pleen  ?  I  thee  maintain, 

For  meal  and  mawt  thou  difna  want ;     - 
But  thy  wild  bees  I  canna  pleafe, 

Now  when  our  gear  gins  to  grow  fcant. 
Of  houfhold- Huff  thou  haft  enough, 

Thou  wants  for  neither  pot  nor  pan  ; 
Of  fiklike  he  left  thee  bare, 

Sae  tell  nae  mair  of  thy  auld  goodman. 

She. 
Yes  I  may  tell,  and  fret  my  fell, 

To  think  on  thefe  blyth  days  I  had, 
When  he  and  I  together  lay 

In  arms  into  a  well-made  bed. 
But  now  I  figh,  and  may  be  fad, 

Thy  courage  is  cauld,  thy  colour  wan, 
Thou  falds  thy  feet,  and  fa's  afleep, 

And  thou'lt  ne'er  be  like  my  auld  goodman< 

Then  coming  was  the  night  fae  dark, 

And  gane  was  a'  the  light  of  day  ; 
The  carl  was  fear'd  to  mils  his  mark, 

And  therefore  wad  nae  langer  Hay ; 
Then  up  he  gat,  and  he  ran  his  way, 

I  trowe  the  wife  the  day  Ihe  wan, 
And  ay  the  o'erword  of  the  fray 

Was  ever,  olake  my  auld  goodman. 


SONG. 

• 

To  the  Tune  of,  Valiant  JocKy. 

On  a  beautiful^  but  very  young  Lady. 

E  A  U  TY  frcm  fancy  takes  its  arms, 
And  ev'ry  common  face  fome  breaftmay  move. 
Some  in  a  look,  a  fhape,  or  air  find  charms, 
To  juftify  their  choice,  or  boaffc  their  love.  ' 

But 


(  "3  ) 

But  had  the  great  Apelles  feen  that  face, 
When  he  the  Cyprian  goddefs  drew, 
He  had  neglected  all  the  female  race, 
'  Thrown  his  firfl  Venus  by,  and  copied  you* 
In  that  great  derign, 
Great  nature  would  combine 
To  fix  the  itandard  of  her  facred  coin  ; 
The  charming  figure  had  enhanc'd  his  fame. 
*    And  fhrines  been  rais'd  to  Seraphina's  name. 

II. 

But  fince  no  painter  e'er  could  take 

That  face  which  bafHes  all  his  curious  art  y 
And  he  that  ftrives  the  bold  attempt  to  make, 

As  well  might  p>aint  the  fecrets  of  the  heart. 
O  happy  glafs,  I'll  thee  prefer, 

Content  to  be  like  thee  inanimate, 
Since  only  to  be  gaz'd  on  thus  by  her, 
A  better  life  and  motion  would  create. 
Her  eyes  would  infpire, 
And  like  'Prometheus'  fire, 
At  once  inform  the  piece  and  give  delire, 
The  charming  phantom  I  would  grafp,  and  fly 
O'er  all  the  orb,  tho'  in  that  moment  die. 

III. 

Let  meaner  beauties  fear  the  day, 

Whofe  charms  are  fading,  and  fubmit  to  time  j 
The  graces  which  from  them  it  Heals  away, 

It  with  a  lavifh  hand  Hill  adds  to  thine. 
The  god  of  love  in  ambufh  lies, 

And  with  his  arms  furround  the  fair, 
He  points  his  conquering  arrows  in  thefe  eyes, 
Then  hangs  a  fharpned  dart  at  every  hair, 
As  with  fatal  fkill, 
Turn  which  way  you  will, 
Like  Eden's  flaming  fword  each  way  you  kill ; 
*  So'ripening  years  improve  rich  nature's  ftore, 
And  gives  perfection  to  the  golden  ore*      P. 

lafs 


(  "4    ) 
Lafs  with  a  Lump  of  Land. 

GI'E  me  a  lafs  with  a  lump  of  land, 
And  we  for  life  mall  gang  the  gither, 
Tho*  daft  or  wife,  I'll  never  demand, 

Or  black  or  fair,  it  makfna  whether. 
I'm  aff  with  wit,  and  beauty  will  fade, 

And  blood  alane  is  na  worth  a  milling, 
But  fhe  that's  rich,  her  market's  made. 
For  ilka  charm  about  her  is  killing. 

Gi'e  me  a  lafs  with  a  lump  of  land, 

And  in  my  bofom  I'll  hug  my  treafure  ; 
Gin  I  had  anes  her  gear  in  my  hand, 

Should  love  turn  dowf,  it  will  find  pleafure. 
Laugh  on  wha  likes,  but  there's  my  hand, 

I  hate  with  poortith,  tho'  bonny,  to  meddle, 
Unlefs  they  bring  cam,  or  a  lump  of  land, 

Theyfe  never  get  me  to  dance  to  their  fiddle, 

There's  meikle  good  love  in  bands  and  bags, 

And  filler  and  gowd's  a  Aveet  complexion  | 
But  beauty  and  wit,  and  venue  in  rags, 

Have  tint  the  art  of  gaining  afFedion  : 
Love  tips  his  arrows  with  woods  and  parks, 

And  caitles  and  riggs,  and  muirs  and  meadows* 
And  naething  can  catch  our  modern  fparks, 

But  well  tccher'd  laffes,  or  jointer  d  widows. 


The  Shepherd   Adonis, 
i. 

TH  $  Ihepberd  Adonis 
Being  weary'd  with  fport> 
He  for  a  retirement 

To  the  w_pods  cid  refort. 
He  threw  by  his  club. 

And  he  laid  him felf  down  i 
He  envy'd  no  monarch, 
Nor  wiih'd  for  a  crown. 

He 


(  "5  ) 
II. 

He  drank  of  the  burn, 

And  he  ate  frae  the  tree, 
Himfelf  he  enjoy'd, 

And  frae  trouble  was  free. 
He  wifh'd  for  no  nymph, 

Tho'  never  fo  fair, 
Had  nae  love  nor  ambition, 

And  therefore  no  care. 

III. 

But  as  he  lay  thus 

In  an  ev'ning  fae  clear, 
A  heavenly  fvveet  voice 

Sounded  faft  in  his  ear  j 
Which  came  frae  a  fliady 

Green  neighbouring  grove* 
Where  bonny  Amy?ita. 

Sat  -tinging  of  love. 

IV. 

He  wander'd  that  way, 

And  found  wha  was  there, 
He  was  quite  confounded 

To  fee  her  fae  fair  : 
He  flood  like  a  ftatue, 

Not  a  foot  cou'd  he  move, 
Nor  knew  he  what  griev'd  him  j 

But  he  fear'd  it  was  love.  | 

V. 
The  nymph  fhe  beheld  him 

With  a  kind  modeil  grace, 
Seeing  fomething  that  pieafed  her 

Appear  in  his  face, 
With  blufhing  a  little 

She  to  him  did  fay, 
Oh  lhepherd  !  what  want  ye, 
-  How  came  you  this  way  I 


VI.  His 


(  "6) 

VI. 

His  fpirits  reviving, 

He  to  her  reply'd, 
I  was  ne'er  fae  furpris'd 

At  the  fight  of  a  maid ; 
Until  I  beheld  thee 

From  love  I  was  free  ; 
But  now  I'm  ta'en  captive, 

My  faireft,  by  thee.  Z 


The   Complaint. 
To  B.  I.  G. 

To  the  Tune  of,  When  abfent,  csV. 
HEN  abfent  from  the  nymph  I  love, 


w 


I'd  fain  make  off  the  chains  1  wear  % 
But  whilft  I  flrh'e  thefe  to  remove, 

More  fetters  I'm  oblig'd  to  bear. 
My  captiv'd  fancy  day  and  night 

Fairer  and  fairer  reprefents 
Belinda,  form'd  for  dear  delight, 

But  cruel  caufe  of  my  complaints. 

All  day  I  wander  through  the  groves, 

And  fighing  hear  from  ev'ry  tree 
The  happy  birds  chirping  their  loves, 

Happy  compar'd  with  lonely  me. 
When  gentle  ileep  with  balmy  wings 

To  reft  fans  ev'ry  weary'd  wight, 
A  thoufand  fears  my  fancy  brings, 

That  keep  me  watching  all  the  night. 

Sleep  flies,  while  like  the  goddefs  fair, 

And  all  the  graces  in  her  train, 
With  melting  fmiles  and  killing  air 

Appears  the  caufe  of  all  my  pain. 
A  while  my  mind  delighted  flies 

O'er  all  her  fweets  with  thirling  joy, 
Whilft  want  of  worth  makes  doubts  arife, 

That  all  my  trembling  thoughts  deftroy. 

Thus 


C  "7) 

Thus  while  my  thoughts  are  fixed  on  her, 

I'm  all  o'er  tranfport  and  defire  ; 
My  pulfe  beats  high,  my  cheek  appears 

All  rofes,  and  mine  eyes  all  fire. 
When  to  myfelf  I  turn  my  view, 

My  vein  grow  chill,  my  cheek  looks  wan 
Thus  whilft  my  fears  my  pains  renew, 

I  fcarcely  look  or  move  a  man. 


The  young  Lafs  contra  auld  Man, 

TH  E  carle  he  came  o'er  the  croft, 
And  his  beard  new  ihaven, 
He  look'd  at  me,  as  he'd  been  daft, 

The  carle  trows  that  I  wad  hae  him. 
Howt  awa,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 

Na  forfooth,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 
For  a'  his  beard  new  (haven, 
Ne'er  a  bit  will  I  hae  him. 

A  filler  broach  he  gae  me  nieft, 

To  fallen  on  my  curtchea  nooked, 
I  wor'd  a  wi  upon  my  breaft  ; 

But  foon,f  alake  !  the  tongue  o't  crooked ; 
And  fae  may  his,   I  winna  hae  him, 

Na  forfooth,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 
An  twice  a  bairn's  a  lafs's  jeft; 

Saeony  fool  for  me  may  hae  him. 

The  carle  has  na  fault  but  ane ; 

For  he  has  land  and  dollars  plenty  ; 
But  waes  me  for  him !  fkin  and  bane 

Is  no  for  a  plump  lafs  of  twenty. 
Howt  awa,  I  winna  hae  him, 

Na  forfooth,  I  winna  hae  him. 
What  iignifies  his  dirty  rigg;s, 

And  caih,  without  a  man  with  them. 


But 


(  "8) 

But  fhou'd  my  canker'd  dady  gar 

Me  tak  him  'gainft  my  inclination, 
I  warn  the  fumbler  to  beware, 

That  antlers  dinna  claim  their  ftation, 
Howt  awa,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 

Na  forfooth,  I  winna  hae  him ! 
I'm  flee'd  to  crack  the  haly  band, 

Sae  lawty  fays,  1  fhou'd  na  hae  him. 


c 


Vertue  and  Wit  the  Prefervatives 
ofLovB   and  Beauty. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Gillikranky. 
He. 

ONFESS  thy  love,  fair  bluflring  maid, 
For  fince  thine  eye's  confenting, 
Thy  fafter  thoughts  are  a'  betray'd, 

And  nafays  no  worth  tenting. 
Why  aims  thou  to  oppofe  thy  mind, 

With  words  thy  wifh  denying  ? 
Since  nature  made  thee  to  be  kind, 
Reafon  allows  complying. 

Nature  and  reafon's  joint  confent 

Make  love  a  facred  bleflrng, 
Then  happily  that  time  is  fpent, 

That's  ward  on  kind  careffing. 
Come  then,  my  Katie,  to  my  arms, 

I'll  be  nae  mair  a  rover; 
But  find  out  heaven  in  a'  thy  charms, 

And  prove  a  faithful  lover. 

She. 
What  you  defign  by  nature's  law, 

Is  fleeting  inclination, 
That  Willy — Wifp  bewilds  us  a" 

By  its  infatuation. 
When  that  goes  out,  carefles  tire, 

And  love's  na  mair  in  feafon, 
Syne  weakly  we  blow  up  the  fire, 

With  all  our  boafted  reafon.  H  e. 


("9  ) 

H  E. 

The  beauties  of  inferior  call 

May  ftart  this  juft  reflection ; 
But  charms  like  thine  maun  always  laft, 

Where  wit  has  the  protection. 
Vertue  and  wit,  like  April  rays, 

Make  beauty  rife  the  fweeter ; 
The  langer  then  on  thee  I  gaze, 

My  love  will  grow  completer. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  happy  Clown. 
"T  was  the  charming  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  flow'rs  were  frefh  and  gay5 
One  morning  by  the  break  of  day, 

Sweet  Chloe,  chafie  and  fair. 

From  peaceful  flumber  fhe  arcfe, 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hofe, 
And  o'er  the  flow'ry  mead  fhe  goes, 
To  breathe  a  purer  air. 

Her  looks  fo  fweet,  fo  gay  her  mein, 
Her  handfome  fhape,  and  drefs  fo  cleans 
She  lookf  all  o'er  like  beauty's  queen, 
Dreft  in  her  befl  array. 

The  gentle  winds,  and  purling  ftream, 
EfTay'd  to  whifper  Chloe' s  name, 
The  favage  beails  till  then  ne'er  tame, 
Wild  adoration  pay. 

The  feather'd  people  one  might  fee, 
Perch'd  all  around  her  on  a  tree, 
With  notes  of  fweeteft  melody 

They  aft  a  cheerful*  part. 

The  dull  flaves  on  the  toilfome  plow, 
Their  wearied  necks  and  knees  do  bow, 
A  glad  fubjeclion  there  they  vow, 

To  pay  with  all  their  heart, 


TJie 


(    120) 

The  bleating  flocks  that  then  came  by, 
Soon  as  the  charming  nymph  they  fpy, 
They  leave  their  hoarfe  and  rueful  cry, 

And  dance  around  the  brooks. 

The  woods  are  glad,  the  meadows  fmile, 
And  Forth  that  foam'd  and  roar'd  ere  while, 
Glides  calmly  down  as  fmooth  as  oil, 

Thro'  all  its  charming  crooks. 

The  finny  fquadrons  are  content 
To  leave  their  wat'ry  element, 
In  glazie  numbers  down  they  bent, 
They  flutter  all  along. 

The  infects,  and  each  creeping  thing, 
Join'd  to  make  up  the  rural  ring  ; 
All  frifk  and  dance  if  fhe  but  fmg, 

And  make  a  jovial  throng. 

Kind  Phcebus  now  began  to  rife, 
And  paint  with  red  the  eaflern  fkies, 
Struck  with  the  glory  of  her  eyest 

He  (brinks  behind  a  cloud. 

Her  mantle  on  a  bow  ihe  lays, 
And  ail  her  glory  fhe  difplays, 
She  left  all  nature  in  amaze, 

And  fkip'd  into  the  wood. 


Lady  Anne  Bothweu  Lament. 

BA  LO  W,  my  boy,  ly  Hill  and  fleep, 
It  grieves  me  fore  to  hear  thee  weep  ; 
If  thou'lt  be  filent,  I'll  be  glad, 
Thy  mourning  makes  my  heart  full  fad. 
Balow,   my  boy,  thy  mother's  joy, 
Thy  father  bred  me  great  annoy. 

Balo-iv,  my  boy,   lyjiill  and Jlecp, 
It  grie-ves  me  fore  to  hear  thee  weep, 

Balow, 
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Balovv,  my  darling,  fleep  a  while, 
And  when  thou  wak'ft  then  fweetly  fmile 
But  fmile  not  as  thy  father  did, 
To  cozen  maids,  nay  God  forbid  ; 
For  in  thine  eye  his  look  I  fee, 
The  tempting  look  that  ruin'd  me. 
Balo-zv,    my  boy,   &c. 

When  he  began  to  court  my  love, 
And  with  his  fugar'd  words  to  move, 
His  tempting  face,  and  flatt'ring  chear. 
In  time  to  me  did  not  appear  j 
Bat  now  I  fee  that  cruel  he 
Cares  neither  for  his  babe  nor  me. 
Balovv,   my  b'oy,   &c. 

Farewel,  farewel,  thou  falfefl  youth, 
That  ever  kill  a  woman's  mouth, 
Let  never  any  after  me, 
Submit  unto  thy  courtefy  : 
For,  if  they  do,  O!  cruel  thou 
Wilt  her  abufe,  and  care  not  how. 
Balonx),  my  boy,  &c. 

I  v/as  too  cred'lous  at  the  "firfl, 
To  yield  thee  all  a  maiden  durft, 
Thou  fwore  for  ever  true  to  prove. 
Thy  faith  unchanged,  unchang'd  thy  love  ; 
But  quick  as  thought  the  change  is  wrought. 
Thy  love's  no -more,  thy  promife  nought, 
£a!o<w,  my  boy,   &C. 

I  wifh.I  were  a  maid  again, 
From  young  men's  flattery  I'd  refrain, 
For  now  unto  my  grief  I  find, 
They  all  are  perjur'd  and  unkind  : 
Bewitching  charms  bred  all  my  harms, 
Witnefs  my  babe  lies  in  my  arms. 
Baloiv,   my  boy,  &C. 

I  take  my  fate  from  bad  to  worfe, 
That  I  mull  needs  be  now  a  nurfe, 

G  And 
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And  lull  my  young  fon  on  my  lap, 
From  me,  fweet  orphan,  take  the  pap. 
Balovv,  my  child,  thy  mother  mild 
Shall  wail  as  from  all  blifs  exil'd. 
Baionv,   my  boy,   &C 

Balovv,  my  boy,  weep  not  for  me, 
Whofe  greateft  grief's  for  wronging  thee, 
Nor  pity  her  deferved  fmart, 
Who  can  blame  none  but  her  fond  heart 
For,  too  foon  milling  latefl  finds, 
With  fairelt  tongues  are  falfell  minds. 
Batonv,  my  hoy,  &C. 

Balow,  my  boy,  thy  father's  flee!, 
When  he  the  thriftlefs  fon  has  play'd, 
Of  Vows  and  oaths,  forgetful  he 
Preferr'd  the  wars  to  thee  and  me  ; 
But  now  perhaps  thy  curfe  and  mine 
Make  him  eat  acorns  with  the  fvvine. 
Batonv,  my   boy,   &c. 

But  curfe  not  him,  perhaps  now  he, 
Stung  with  remorfe,  is  bleifmg  thee  : 
Perhaps  at  death  ;  for  who  can  tell, 
Whether  the  judge  of  heaven  and  hell, 
By  fome  proud  foe  has  ftruck  the  blow, 
And  laid  the  dear  deceiver  low  ? 
Batonv,  my  boy,  See. 

J  wiili  I  were  into  the  bounds, 
Where  he  lies  fmother'd  in  his  wounds, 
Repeating,   as  he  pants  for  air, 
My  name,  whom  once  he  calPd  his  fair. 
No  woman's  yet  fo  fiercely  fet, 
But  ftie'll  forgive,  tho'  not  forget. 
Batonv,    my  boy,   &C 

If  linen  lacks,  for  my  love's  fake, 

Then  quickly  to  him  would  I  make 

My  fmock  once  for  his  body  meet, 

And_wrap  him  in  that  winding  meet.  Ah. 


(  i*3  ) 

Ah  me !   how  happy  had  I  been, 
If  he  had  ne'er  been  wrapt  therein. 
Baloiv,  ?ny  boy,  &c. 

Balow,  my  boy,  I'll  weep  for  thee ; 
Too  foon,  alake,  thou'lt  weep  for  me  : 
Thy  griefs  are  growing  to  a  fum, 
God  grant  thee  patience  when  they  come  5 
Born  to  fuftain  thy  mother's  fhame, 
A  haplefs  fate,  a  baftard's  name. 
JBaloiu,  ?ny  boy,   Jy  /till  and  Jleep, 
It  grieves  me  fore  to  bepr  tb.ee  weep. 


SONG. 

She  raife  and  loot  me  in, 

THE  night  her  filent  fable  wore, 
And  gloomy  were  the  fkies ; 
Oi  glitt'ring  ltars  appear'd  no  more 

Than  thofe  in  Nelly's  eyes. 
When  at  her  father's  yate  I  knocked, 

Where  I  had  often  been, 
She  mrouded  only  with  her  fmcck, 
Arofe  and  loot  me  in. 

Fall  lock'd  within  her  clofe  embrace, 

She  trembling  flood  afharn'd  ; 
Her  fwelling  breaft  and  glowing  face, 

And  ev'ry  touch  enflam'd. 
My  eager  paffion  I  obey'd, 

Reiolv'd  the  fort  to  win  ; 
And  her  fond  heart  was  foon  betray'd 
To  yield  and  let  me  in. 

Then,  then,  beyond  expreifing, 

Tranfporting  was  the  joy  ; 
I  knew  no  greater  blefiing, 

So  bleft  a  man  was  I. 

2  G  2  And 


{  J24  ) 

And  flie,  all  ravifht  with  delight, 

Bid  me  oft  come  again  ; 
And  kindly  vow'd,  that  ev'ry  night 

She'd  rife  and  let  me  in. 

But,  ah  ?  at  lair  me  prov'd  with  bairn, 

And  fighing  fat  and  doll, 
Arid  1  that  was  as  much  concern'd, 

Lcok'd  e'en  juft  like  a  fool. 
'Her  lovely  eyes  with  tears  ran  o'er, 

Repenting  lifer  raih  fin  : 
She  figh'd,  and  curs'd  the  fatal  hour, 

That  e'er  flie  loot  me  in. 


Or  from  fuch  beauty  part : 
I  lov'd  her  fo,   I  could  not  leave 

The  charmer  of  my  heart  ; 
But  wedded,  and  conceaFd  our  crime 

Thus  ail  was  well  again, 
.And  now  fhe  thanks  the  happy  time 

That  e'er  flie  loot  me  in. 


SONG. 

If  Love's  a  fweet  Paffion. 

F  love's  a  fweet  paflion,  why  does  it  torment  5 
j|  If  a  bitter,Ottell  me  whence  comes  my  complaint? 
Since  I  fuifer  with  pleafure,  why  fh-ould  I  complain, 
Or  grieve  at  my  fate,  fince  I  know  'tis  in  vain  ? 
Yet  fo  pleafmg  the  pain  is,  fo  foft  is  the  dart, 
Thatat  onceit  both  wounds  me,  and  tickles  my  heart. 

I  grafp  her  hands  gently,  look  langui  firing  down, 
And  by  paffionate  filence  1  make  my  love  known. 
But, oh !  how  I'm  blefs'd  when  fo  kind  (he  does  prove, 
By  ibme  willing  miftake  to  difcover  her  love, 
When  in  driving  to  hide,  fhe  reveals  all  her  flame, 
And  our  eyes  tell  each  other  what  neither  dare  name? 

How 


(    »*5    ) 

Howpleafingis  beauty  ?  how  fweetare  the  charms? 
How  delightful  embraces  ?  how  peaceful  her  arms  ? 
Sure  there's  nothing  fo  eafy  as  learning  to  love  ; 
'Tis  taught  us  on  earth,  and  by  all  things  above : 
And  to  beauty's  bright  itan-dard  all  heroes  muil  yield, 
For  'tis  beauty  that  conquers,  and  wins  the  fair  field . 


John  Ochiltree. 

O  N  E  S  T  man  John  Ochiltree,   ■ 
Mine  ain  auld  John  Ochiltree-, 
Wilt  thou  come  o'er  the  moor  to  me, 

And  dance  as  thou  was  wont  to  da. 
Alake,  alake  !  I  ivont  to  do  ! 

Oh  on,  Ohon  !  I  ivont  to  do  ! 
No-xv  ivont  to  do's  anuayfrae  me9 

Frae  filly  auld  John  Ochiltree. 
Hone  ft  man  John  Ochiltree, 

Mine  ain  auld  John  Ochiltree ; 
Come  anes  out  o'er  the  moor  to  me, 

And  do  but  what  thou  dovv  to  do, 
Alake,  alake  /  I  dow  to  do  / 

Walanuays  !  1  doxv  to  do  i 
To  ivhoft  and  hirple  o'er  my  tree, 

My  bonny  moor-poivt,  is  a  I  may  drn 

Walaways !  John  Ochiltree, 

For  mony  a  time  I  tell'd  to  thee, 
Thou  rade  fo  fall  by  lea  and  land, 

And  wadna  keep  a  bridle  hand  ; 
Thou'd  tine  the  beaft,  thy  fell  wad  die. 

My  filly  auld  John  Ochiltree. 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  bonny  thing, 

And  chear  me  up  to  hear  thee  Jing', 
And  tell  me  o'er  ay  we  hae  done, 

For  thoughts  maun  m*w  my  life  fujlain* 

G  3  Gae 


(    126    ) 

Gae  tliy  ways  John  Ochiltree  : 
Hae  done !  it  has  not  fa'r  wi3  me. 

I'll  fet  the  beaft  in  throw,  the  land. 
She'll  may  be  fa*  in  a  better  hand, 

Even  fit  thou  there,  and  drink  thy  fill, 
For  I'll  do  as  I  wont  to  do  flUl. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Jenny  heguW'd  the  Webjter* 
The  auld  Chorus. 

Up  flairs,   dcivn  fcairsy 

'Timber  ft  airs  fear  me. 
I'm  laith  to  ly  d  night  my  I  arte? 

And  Johny'j  bed  fae  near  me, 

Mither  dear,  I  'gin  to  fear, 
Tho'  I'm  baith  good  and  bonny, 
I  winna  keep ;  for  in  my  deep 

I  ftart  and  dream  of  johny. 
When  Johny  then  comes  down  the  glen, 

To  woo  me,  dinna  hinder  ; 
But  with  can  tent  gi'  your  confent, 
For  we  twa  ne'er  can  finder. 

Better  to  marry,  than  mifeany  y 

For  ihame  and  fkaith's  the  clink  o't, 
To  thole  the  dool,  to  mount  the  (tool, 

I  downa'  bide  to  think  o't ; 
Sae  while  'tis  time,  I'll  ihun  the  crime, 

That  gars  poor  Epps  gae  whinging, 
With  hainches  fow,  and  een  fae  blew, 

To  a'  the  bedrals  bindging. 

Had  Eppys  apron  bidden  down, 

The  kirk  had  ne'er  a  kend  it ; 
But  when  the  word's  gane  thro5  the  town, 

Alake  how  can  file  mend  it  ? 

Now 


(  127  ) 
Now  Tarn  maun  face  the  minifter, 

And  lhe  maun  mount  the  pillar : 
And  that's  the  way  that  they  maun  gae, 

For  poor  folk  has  nae  filler. 

Now  ha'd  ye'r  tongue,  my  daughter  young, 

Replied  the  kindly  mither, 
Get  Jobtrfs  hand  in  haly  band, 

Syne  wap  ye'  wealth  together. 
I'm  o'  the  mind,  if  he  be  kind, 
Ye'll  do  your  part  difcreetly, 
And  prove  a  wife,  fhill  gar  his  life, 

And  barrel  run  right  fweetly. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Wat  ye  <voha  I  met  yeftreen,  &C. 

OF  all  the  birds,  whofe  tuneful  throats 
Do  welcome  in  the  verdant  fpring, 
I  far  prefer  the  Stirling's  notes, 
And  think  fhe  does  moil  fweetly  fing. 
.Nor  thrum,  nor  linnet,  nor  the  bird, 
Brought  from  the  far  Canary  coail, 
Nor  can  the  nightingale  afford 
Such  melody  as  me  can  bcaft. 

When  Vhcebus  fouthward  darts  his  fireSj 
And  on  our  plains  he  looks  afcance, 
The  nightingale  with  him  retires, 
My  Stirling  makes  my  blood  to  dance. 
In  fpite  of  Hyenis  nipping  fro  ft, 
Whether  the  day  be  dark  or  clear, 
Shall  I  not  to  her  health  entoaft, 
Who  makes  it  fummer  all  the  year  ? 

Then  by  thyfelf,  my  lovely  bird, 
I1!!  ftroke  thy  back,  and  kifs  thy  breaft  ; 
And  if  you'll  take  my  honeft  word, 
As  facred  as  before  the  prieft, 

g  4  ru 


(    128    ) 

I'll  bring  thee  where  I  will  devife 

Such  various  ways  to  pleafure  thee, 

The  velvet  fog  thou  wilt  defpife, 

When  on  the  downy- hills  with  me.  .      T.  R. 


A-SONG, 

To  its  own  Tunc, 


N  January  3ait, 
On  munanday  at  morn, 
As  through  the  fields  I  pair, 
To  view  the  winter  corn, 
I  looked  me  behind, 

.And  faw  come  o'er  the  know, 
•  Ane  glancing  in  her  apron, 
With  a  benny  brent  brow. 

I  faid,  Good  morrow,  fair  maid  •+ 

And  me  right  courteoully 
Return'd  a  beck,  and  kindly  faid, 

Good  day,  fiveet  Sir,  to  you. 
I  fpear'd,  My  dear,  how  far  awa 

Do  ye  intend  to  gae  ? 
Quoth  fhe,  I  mean  a  mile  or  twa 

Out  o'er  yon  broomy  brae. 

H   E. 

Fair  maid,  I'm  thankfu'  to  my  fate. 

To  have  fie  company  ; 
For  I'm  ganging  itraight  that  gate^ 

Where  ye  intend  to  be. 
When  we  had  gane  a  mile  or  twainj 

I  faid  to  her,  My  dow, 
May  we  not  lean  us  on  this  plain, 

And  kifs  your  bonny  mou? 


Kind. 


(  m  ) 

She. 
Kind  Sir,  ye  are  a  wi  mifrane ; 

For  I  am  nane  of  thefe. 
I  hope  ye  fome  mair  breeding  ken, 

Than  to  ruffle  womens  claife  : 
For  maybe  I  have  chofen  ane, 

And  plighted  him  my  vow, 
Wha  may  do  wi'  me  what  he  likes, 

And  kifs  my  bonny  mou. 

H   E. 

Na,  if  ye  are  contracted, 

I  hae  nae  mair  to  fay  : 
Rather  than  be  rejected, 

I  will  gie  o'er  the  play ; 
And  chufe  anither  will  refpecl 

My  love,  and  on  me  rew  ; 
And  let  me  clafp  her  round  the  neck. 

And  kifs  her  bonny  mou. 

She. 
O  Sir,  ye  are  proud-hearted, 

And  laith  to  be  faid  nay, 
Elfe  ye  wad  ne'er  a  liarted 

For  ought  that  I  did  fay  : 
For  women  in  their  modefty 

At  firft  they  winna  bow  ; 
But  if  we  like  your  company, 

We'll  prove  as  kind  as  you. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  I'll  never  leave  fhee. 

ONE  day  I  heard  Mary  fay, 
How  fliall  I  leave  thee  ? 
Stay,  deareft  Adonis,  flay, 
Why  wilt  thou  grieve  me  ? 

G  5  AUs  ? 


(  i3°  ) 

Alas  ?  my  ford  heart  will  break* 

If  thou  fhould  leave  me. 
I'll  live  and  die  for  thy  fake  ; 

Yet  never  leave  thee. 

Say,   lovely  Adorns,   fay, 

Has  Mary  deceived  thee  ? 
Bid  e'er  her  young  heart  betray 

New  love,  that  has  griev'd  thee  ? 
My  conftant  mind  ne'er  (hall  ftrays 

Thou  may  believe  me. 
Vll  love  the  lad  night  and  day, 

And  never  leave  thee. 

Adon'-Sy  my  charming  youth, 

What  can  relieve  thee  ? 
Can  Mary  thy  anguifh  footh  ! 

This  breafl  mall  receive  thee. 
My  paffion  can  ne'er  decay, 

Never  deceive  thee  ; 
Delight  (hall  drive  pain  away, 

Peafure  receive  thee. 

But  leave  thee,  leave  thee,  lad, 

Hew  Hi  ail  I  leave  thee  ? 
O  !   that  thought  makes  me  fad, 

I'll  never  leave  thee. 
Where  would  my  Adonis  fly  ? 

Why  does  he  grieve  me  f 
Alas !    my  poor  heart  will  die, 

If  I  mould  leave  thee. 


Sleepy  Body,  Drowfy  Body. 

O  M  NO  LENT E,    Vuafo  repsnte 

Vigila,  <vi'vctti  we  tange. 
Somnolente,  quafo  repenfe 
Vigil&i  evieve1  me  tange. 

Cam 


(  «3«  ) 

Cum  me  amhiebas, 

Videri  folebas 
Amoris  negotiis  aptus  ; 
At faSlus  martins, 

In  leSio  fopitus 
Somno  es,   baud  amove,  tu  capitis. 

O  fleepy  body, 

And  'drowfy  body, 
O  wiltuna  waken  and  turn  thee  % 
To  drivel  and  drant, 

While  I  figh  and  gaunt, 
Gives  me  good  reafon  to  fcora  thee, 

When  thou  mould  ft  be  kind, 

Thou  turns  ileepy  and  blind, 
And  fnoters  and  fnores  far  frae  me, 
Wae  light  on  thy  face, 

Thy  drowfy  embrace 
Is  enough  to  gar  me  betray  thee.  "Qi 


General  Les'ly's  March  to  Longmafton 

Moor, 

ARCH,  march? 

Why  the  d~~-  do  ye  na  march 
Stand  to  your  arms,   my  lads, 
Fight  in  good  order. 
Front  about,  ye  rnufeeteers  all, 
Till  ye  come  to  the  Englffi  border. 

Stand  till't,  and  fight  like  men, 

True  gofpel  to  maintain, 
The  parliament  blyth  to  fee  us  a  coming? 

When  to  the  kirk  We  come, 

We'll  purge  it  ilka  room, 
Yri&popijb  relicks,  and  a'  fie  innovations, 

That  a*  the  warld  may  fee, 

There's  nane  i*  the  right  but  we, 
Of  the  auld  Sccttijh  nation . 

G  6  Jenny 


( im ) 

Jenny  fhall  wear  the  hood, 
Jocky  the  lark  of  G  o  d  ; 
And  the  kill  fbu  of  whittles, .". 
That  make  fie  a  cleiro, 

Our  pipers  braw, 

Shall  hae  them  a", 

Whate'er  come  on  it, 

Bulk  up  your  plaids,  my  lads-, 

Cock  up  your  bonnets. 
March,  march,  &c.  Z. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  VU  gar  ye  he  fain  to  follozv  met 

H    E. 

D  I  E  U  for  a  while,  my  native  green  plains, 
My  deareft  relations, and  neighbouring  fvvains, 
Dear  Nelly,  frae  thefe  I'd  Hart  eafily  free, 
Were  minutes  not  ages,  while  abfent  frae  thee.- 
S    H    E. 

Then; tell  me  the  reafon  thou  does  not  obey 
The  pleadings  of  love,  but  thus  hurries  away  ? 
A  take,  thou  deceiver,  o'er  plainly  I  fee, 
A  lover  fae  roving  will  never  mind  me. 
He. 

The  reafon  unhappy,  is  owing,  to  fate,. 
That  gave  me  a  being  without  an  erlate,. 
Which  lays  a  necefnty  now  upon  me, 
To  purchafe  a  fortune  for  pleafure  to  thee. 
She. 

Small  fortune  may  ferve  where  love  has  the  fway, 
Then  Jthny  be  counfel'd  na  langer  to  liray, 
For  while  thou  proves  conilant  in  kindnefs  to  me, 
Contented  I'll  ay  find  a  treafure  in  thee. 

H    E. 

O  ceafe,  my  dear  charmer,  elfe  foon  Til  betray 
A  weaknefs  unmanly,  and  quickly  give  way. 

To 


(  *'33  ) 
To  fondnefs  which  may  prove  a  ruin  to  thee, 
A  pain  to  us  baith,  and  difhonour  to  me. 

Bear  witnefs,  yefkeams,  and  witnefs,.,, ye,  howers, 
Bear  witnefs-,  ye  watchful  inyifible  powers, 
If  ever  my  heart  be  unfaithful  to  intz, 
May  naething  propitious  e'er  ihiile,  upon  me. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of, 

U  S  K  ye,    husk  ye,  my  bonny  bride  ; 
Busk  ye,  husk  ye,-  my  benny  marrow  ;u 
Busk  ye,   busk  ye,  my  bonny  bride , 

Busk  and  go  to  the  braes  of  Yarrow; 
There  will  we  fport  and  gather  dew, 

Dancing  while  lavrock  iing  the  morning  r 
There  learn  frae  turtles  to  prove  true ; 
O  Bell,  ne'er  vex  me  with  thy  fcorning. 

To  weftlin  breezes  Flora  yields, 

And  when  the  beams  are  kindly  warming, 
Blythnefs  appears  o'er  all  the  fields, 
***  And  nature  looks  mair  fair  and  charming. 
Learn  frae  the  burns  that  trace  the  mead, 

Tho'  on  the  banks  the  rofes  blollbnv 
Yet  haitylie  they  flow  to  Tweed, 

And  pour  their  fweetnefs  in  his  bofom. 

Halle  ye,  hafte.  ye,  my  bonny  Bell, 

Halle  to  my  arms,  and  there  I'll  guard  thee, 
With  free  confent  my  fears  repel, 

I'll  with  my  love  and  care  reward  thee. 
Thus  fang  I  fafriy  to  my  fair, 

Wha  rais'd  my  hopes  with  kind  relenting. 
O  queen  of  fmiles,   1  afk  na  mair, 

Since  now  my  bonny  Bell's  confenting. 


(  134  ) 
Corn  Riggs  tire  bonny \ 

Y  Patie  is  a  lover  gay, 
Kis  mind  is  never  muddy, 
His  breath  is  fweeter  than  new  hay, 

His  face  is  fair  and  ruddy. 
His  fhape  is  handfome,  middle  fize  5 

He's  ftately  in  his  walking ; 
The  mining  of  his  een  ftirprife  j 
JTis  heaven  to  hear  him  tawking. 

Laft.  night  I  met  him  on  a  bawk, 

Where  yellow  corn  was  growing, 
There  mony  a  kindly  word  he  fpake, 

That  fat  my  heart  a  glowing. 
He  kifs'd,  and  vow'd  he  wad  be  miae* 

And  loo'd  me  bell  of  ony  ; 
That  gars  me  like  to  fing  iinfyne, 

O  corn  riggs  are  bonny. 

Let  maidens  of  a  filly  mind 

Refufe  what  m.aift  they're  wanting, 
Since  we  for  yielding  are  defign'd, 

We  chaftly  mould  be  granting  ; 
Then  I'll  comply,  and  marry  Pate, 

And  fyne  my  cockernony 
He's  free  to  touzle  air  or  late, 

Where  corn  riggs  are  bonny. 


Cromlet'.?  Lilt. 

SINCE  all  thy  vows,  falfe  maid, 
Are  blown  to  air, 
And  my  poor  heart  betray  ""d 

To  fad  defpair, 
Into  fome  wildernefs, 

My  grief  I  will  expre.fs, 
And  thy  hard  heartednefs, 
O  cruel  fair. 


Have 


(  '35   ) 

Have  I  not  graven  our  loves 

On  every  tree, 
In  yonder  fpreading  groves, 

Tho'  falfe  thou  be  i 
Was  not  a  foleran  oath 
Plighted  between  us  both, 
Thou  thy  faith,  I  my  troth, 
Conftant  to  be  ? 

Some  gloomy  place  I'll  find, 

Some  doleful  lhade, 

Where  neither  fun  nor  wind 

E'er  entrance  had  ; 

Into  that  hollow  cave, 

There  will  I  figh  and  rave, 

Becaufe  thou  doit  behave 
So  faithlefly. 

Wild  fruit  fhall  be  my  meat, 

I'll  drink  the  fpring, 

Cold  earth  fhall  be  my  feat : 
For  covering 

I'll  have  the  ftarry  fey 

My  head  to  canopy, 

Until  my  foul  on  hy 

Shall  fpread  its  wing. 


IC, 


I'll  have  no  funeral  fin 

Nor  tears  for  me  r 

No  grave  do  I  defire, 

Nor  obfequies  : 

The  courteous  Ked-breaji  he 

With  leaves  will  cover  me, 

And  fing  my  elegy 

With  doleful  vcic£, 

And  when  a  ghpft  I  am, 

I'll  viiit  thee, 
O  thou  deceitful  dame, 

Whofe  cruelty 


Has 


('36  ) 

Has  kill'd  the  kindeit  heart 
That  e'er  felt  Cupid's  dart, 
And  never  can  defert 

From  loving  thee.  X. 


SONG. 

Wtll  a   to  Kelso  go, 

N  I'll  away  to  bonny  Tweed  fide. 
And  fee  my  deary  come  throw, 
And  he  fall  be  mine, 
Gif  fae  he  incline, 
For  I  hate  to  lead  apes  below. 

While  young  and  fair, 
I'll  make  it  my  care, 
To  fecure  my  fell  in  a  jo  ; 
I'm  no  fie  a  fool 
To  let  my  blood  coolj- 
And  fyne  gae  lead  apes  below. 

Few  words,  bonny  lad,. 

Will  eithly  perfuade, 
Tho'  bldhing,  I  daftly  fay  no  ; 

Gae  on  with  your  ftrain'r 

And  doubt  not  to  gain, 
For  I  hate  to  lead  apes  below. 

Unty'd  to  a  man, 
Do  what  e'er  we  can. 

We  never  can  thrive  or  dow  : 

Then  iwill  do  well, 
Do  better  wha  will, 

And  let  them  lead  apes  below. 

Our  time  is  precious, 
And  Gods  are  gracious 
That  beauties  upon  us  bellow  ; 


(  *37  ) 
*Tis  not  to  be  thought, 
We  got  them  for  nought, 
Or  to  be  fet  up  for  a  fhow. 

'Tis  carried  by  votes, 
Come  kilt  up  ye'r  coats, 

And  let  us  to  Edinburgh  go, 

Where  fhe  that's  bonny 
May  catch  a  Joh?7j, 

And  never  lead  apes  below. 


William   and   Margaret. 

An   Old  BALLAD. 

W  A  S  at  the  fearful  midnight  hour, 
When  .all  were  fair,  afleep, 
In  glided  Margaret's  grimly  ghoft. 
And  flood  at  William's  feet* 

Ker  face  was  pale  like  April  morn  y 

Clad  in  a  wintry  cloud  ; 
And  clay  cold  was  her  lilly  hand 

That  held  her  fable  fhroud. 

So  mail  the  faireft  face  appear, 

When  youth  and  years  are  flown ; 
Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  mud  wear, 

When  death  has  reft  their  crown. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  fpringing  flow'r, 

That  fips  the  filver  dew ; 
The  rofe  was  budded  in  her  cheek  ; 

Juft  opening  to  the  view. 

But  love  had,  like  the  canker  worm, 

Confum'd  her  early  prime  : 
The  rofe  grew  pale,  and  left  her  cheek  ; 

She  dy'd  before  her  time. 

Awake  I 


(  138  ) 

Awake  !  ■ me  cry'd,  thy  true  love  calls, 

Come  from  her  midnight  grave ; 
Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid, 

Thy  love  refus'd  to  fave. 

This  is  the  dumb  and  weary  hour, 

When  injur'd  ghofts  complain, 
And  aid  the  fecret  fears  of  night, 

To  fright  the  faithlefs  man. 

Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  fault. 

Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath, 
And  give  me  back  my  maiden-vow, 

And  give  me  back  my  troth. 

Kow  could  you  fay,  my  face  was  fair, 

And  yet  that  face  forfake  ? 
Kow  could  you  win  that  virgin  heart, 

Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  ? 

Why  did  you  promife  love  to  ma, 

And  not  that  promife  keep  ? 
Why  faid  you,  that  my  eyes  were  bright, 

Yet  left  thefe  eyes  to  weep  ? 

Kow  could  you  fwear,  my  lip  was  fweet, 

And  made  the  fcarlet  pale  ? 
And  why  did  I,  young  witlefs  maid, 

Believe  the  rlatt'ring  tale  ? 

That  face,  alas !  no  more  is  fair  ; 

Thefe  lips  no  longer  red  ; 
Dark  are  my  eyes,  now  clos'd  in  death, 

And  every  charm  is  fled. 

The  hungry  worm  my  filler  is ; 

This  winding-meet  f  wear  : 
And  cold  and  weary  lafts  our  night, 

Till  that  lafl  morn  appear. 

Eut 


(  *39  ) 

But  hark  !— the  cock  has  warn'd  me  hence-— 

A  long  and  late  adieu  ! 
Come  fee,  falfe  man,  how  low  fhe  lies* 

That  dy'd  for  love  of  you. 

The  lark  fang  out,  the  morning  fmiPd, 

And  raisM  her  glift'ring  head  : 
Pale  William  quak'd  m  every  limb; 

Then,  raving,  left  his  bed. 

He  hy'd  him  to  the  fatal  place 

Where  Margaret's  body  lay, 
And  ftfetch'd  hatt*  o'er  the  green  grafs  turf 

That  wrapt  her  breathlefs  clay. 

And  thrice  he  call'd  on  Margaret's  name, 

And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore  : 
Then  laid  his  cheek  on  her  cold  grave, 

And  word  fpoke  never  more.  D.  M 


The    Complain  t. 


T. 


H  E  fun  was  funk  beneath  the  hill, 
JL  The  weftern  cloud  was  lin'd  with  gold  : 

Clear  was  the  fey,  the  wind  was  flilf, 

The  flocks  were  pen'd  within  the  fold ; 
When  in  the  filence  of  the  grove, 
Poor  Damon  thus  defpair'd  of  love. 

Who  feeks  to  pluck  the  fragrant  rofe, 

From  the  hard  rock  or  oozy  beech ; 
Who  from  each  weed  that  barren  grows, 

Expecls  the  grape  or  downy  peach  ? 
With  equal  faith  may  hope  to  find 
The  truth  of  love  in  womankind. 

No  flocks  have  I,  or  fleecy  care, 

No  fields  that  wave  with  golden  grain, 

No  pailures  green,  or  gardens  fair, 
A  woman's  venal  heart  to  gain. 

Then 


(  140  ) 
Then  all  in  vain  my  fighs  muft  prove, 
Whofe  whole  eftate,  alas !  is  love. 

How  wretched  is  the  faithful  youth, 

Since  women's  hearts  are  bought  and  fold  ? 

They  afk  no  vows  of  facred  truth ; 

Whene'er  they  figh,  they  iigh  to  gold. 

Gold  can  the  frowns  of  fcorn  remove  ;—> 

Thus  I'm  fcorn'd,— who  have  but  love. 

To  buy  the  gems  of  India! %  coaft, 

What  wealth,  what  riches  would  fuirke  I 

Yet  India's  more  fhould  never  boaft, 
The  luftre  of  thy  rival  eyes  : 

lor  there  the  world  too  cheap  muft  prove; 

Can  I  then  buy  ?— who  have  but  love. 

Then,  Maryy  fmce  nor  gems  nor  ore 
-  Can  with  thy  brighter  (elf  compare, 
Bejuft,  as  fair,  and  value  more, 

Than  gems  or  ore,  a  heart  fincere: 
let  treafure  meaner  beauties  prove  5 
Who  pays  thy  worth,  muft  pay  in  love. 


A     SON  G. 

To  the  Tune  of,  MontrofeV  Lines. 

ITofs  and  tumble  through  the  night, 
And  wifh  th'  approaching  day, 
Thinking  when  darknefs  yields  to  light, 

I'll  baniih  care  away  : 
But  when  the  glorious  fun  doth  rife, 

And  chear  all  nature  round, 
All  thoughts  of  pleafurein  me  dies; 
My  cares  do  ftill  abound. 


% 


(  m  ) 

My  tortur'd  and  uneafy  mind 

Bereaves  me  of  my  reft  ; 
My  thoughts  are  to  all  pleafure  blind, 

With  care  Pm  ftill  oppreft  : 
But  had  I  her  within  my  breaft, 

Who  gives  me  fo  much  pain, 
My  raptur'd  foul  would  be  at  reft. 

And  fofteft  joys  regain. 

I'd  not  envy  the  god  of  war, 

Blefl  with  fair  Venus'  charms, 
Nor  yet  the  thundring  Jupiter 

In  fair  Ale  mend  &  arms  : 
Varii  with  Helena's  beauty  blefl, 

Wou'd  be  a  jeft  to  me  ; 
If  of  her  charms  I  were  pofTeil:, 

Thrice  happier  wou'd  I  be- 
But  fince  the  Gods  do  not  ordain 

Such  happy  fate  for  me, 
I  dare  not  'gain'}  their  will  repine,, 

Who  rule  my  deftiny. 
With  fprightly  wine  I'll  drown  my  care,, 

And  cherifh  up  my  foul; 
When  e'er  I  think  on  my  loft  fair, 

I'll  drown  her  in  the  bowk  I.  H.  Jamaica. 


The    Deceiver. 

WITH  tuneful  pipe  and  hearty  glee, 
Young  Waty  wan  my  heart ; 
A  blyther  lad  ye  cou'dna  fee, 
All  beauty  without  art. 
His  winning  tale 
Did  foon  prevail 
To  gain  my  fond  belief ) 

But 


(   H2  } 
Eut  Toon  thefwain 
Gangs  o'er  the  plain, 
And  leaves  me  full,  and  leaves  me  full, 
And  leaves  me  full  of  grief. 

TW  Colin  courts  with  tuneful  fang, 

Yet  few  regard  his  mane : 
The  laffes  a'  'round  Waty  thrang, 
While  Colin  &  left  alane  : 
In  Aberdeen 
He  daily  wo03, 
And  Hill  purfues, 
Till  he  does  all,  till  he  does  all, 
Till  he  does  all  obtain. 

But  foon  as  he  has  gain'd  the  hlifs, 

Away  then  does  he  run, 
And  hardly  will  afford  a  kifs, 
To  filly  me  undone  : 
Bonny  Katy, 
Maggy,  Betty, 
Avoid  the  roving  fwain  ; 
His  wyly  tongue 
Be  fure  to  ihun, 
Or  you,  like  me  ;  or  you,  like  me, 
Like  mc  will  be  undone. 


Sweet    S  u  sin. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Lcader-haughs. 

I. 

TH  E  morn  was  fair,  faft  was  the  air, 
All  nature's  fweets  were  fpringing; 
The  buds  did  bow  with  iilverdew, 
Ten  thoufand'  birds  were  fmgihg  : 

Whi 


(  H3  ) 

When  on  the  bent,  with  blytli  content, 
Young  Jamie  fkng  his  marrow, 

Nae  bonnier  lafs  e'er  tread  the  grafs 
On  Leader-  baugbs  and  Yarrow. 

II. 

How  (weet  her  face,  where  every  grace 

In  heavenly  beauty  planted ; 
Her  (billing  een,  and  comely  mein 

That  nae  perfection  wanted. 
I'll  never  fret,  nor  ban  my  fate 

But  blefs  my  bonny  marrow; 
If  her  dear  fmile  my  doubts  beguile, 

My  mind  mill  ken  nae  forrow. 

III. 
Yet  tho'  {he's  fair,  and  has  full  mare 

Of  every  charm  inchanting, 
Each  good  turns  ill,  and  foon  will  kill 

Poor  me,  if  love  be  wanting. 
O  bonny  lafs !  have  but  the  grace  - 

To  think,  e'er  ye  gae  furder, 
Your  joys  maun  flit,  if  ye  commit 

The  crying  fin  of  murder. 

IV. 

My  wand'ring  ghaift  will  ne'er  get  reft. 

And  night  and  day  affright  ye  ; 
But  if  ye're  kind,   with  joyful  mind 

I'll  ftudy  to  delight  ye. 
Our  years  around  with  love  thus  crown'd, 

From  all  things  joys  mail  borrow; 
Thus  none  mail  be  more  bl eft  than  we 

On  Leader- havghs  and  Yarrow. 

V. 

O.fweeteft  SV  E  !  'tis  only  you 
-  Can  make  life  worth  my  willies, 
If  equal  love  your  mind  can  move 
To  grant  this  belt  of  bliffes. 


Thou 


(  144  ) 
Thou  art  fny  fun,  and  thy  leall  frown 

Would  blaft  me  in  the  blolTom  : 
Bat  if  thou  mine,  and  make  me  thine, 

I'll  flourifhin  thy  bofom 

Cowd  en-Knows. 

HEN  fummer comes,  the  fwains  on  Tweed 
Sing  their  fuccefsful  loves, 
Around  the  ews  and  lambkins  feed, 
And  mufic  fills  the  groves. 

But  my  lov'd  fong  is  then  the  broom 

So  fair  on  Cowdeh-kmws ; 
For  fure  fo  fweet,  fo  foft  a  bloom 

Elfevvhere  there  never  prows. 

o 

There  Colin  tun'd  his  oaten  reed, 

And  won  my  yielding  heart; 
No  fhepherd  e'er  that  dwelt  on  Tweed 

Could  play  with  half  fuch  art. 

He  fung  of  2Vy,  of  Forth,  arid  Clyde, 

The  hills  and  dales  all  round, 
Of  "Leader -hanghs  and  Leader-fidet 

Oh  !  how  I  blefs*d  the  found. 

Yet  more  delightful  is  the  broom 

So  fair  on  Cow  den-  knows ; 
For  fure  fo  frefh,  fo  bright  a  bloom 

Elfe  where  there  never  grows. 

Not  Ti<viot  braes  fo  green  and  gay 

May  with  his  broom  compare, 
Not  Tarrow  banks  in  flowVy  May, 

Nor  the  bum  aboon  Traquair* 

More  pleafmg  far  are  Cowden-hwwss 

My  peaceful  happy  home, 
Where  i  was  wont  to  milk  my  ews 

At  even  an:ong  the  broom. 

Ye 


(  i45  ) 

Ye  powers  that  haunt  the  woods  and  plains 

Where  Tweed  with  Ti<viot  flows, 
Convey  me  to  the  bell  of  fwains, 

And  my  lov'd  Cow  den- knows.  C. 

Sandy  and  Bett  y. 

SANDY  in  Edinburgh  was  born, 
As  blyth  a  lad  as  e'er  gade  thence  : 
Betty  did  Stafford/hire  adorn, 

With  all  that's  lovely  to  the  fenfe. 

Had  Sandy  Hill  remained  at  hame, 

He  had  not  blinkt  on  Betty's  fmile ; 
For  why  he  caught  the  gentle  flame 

On  this  iide  Tweed  full  many  a  mile. 

She,  like  the  fragrant  violet, 

Still  flourifh'd  in  her  native  mead  : 
He,    like  the  ftreanr,  improving  yet 

The  further  from  the  fountain-head. 

The  llream  muft  now  no  further  ftray ; 

A  fountain  fixt  by  Venus'  power 
In  his  clear  bofom,  to  difplay 

The  beauties  of  his  bord'rmg  flower. 

When  gracious  Anna  did  unite 

Two  jarring  nations  into  one, 
She  bade  them  mutually  unite, 

And  make  each  other's  good  their  own. 

Henceforth  let  each  returning  year 

The  rofe  and  tbiftle  bear  one  item  : 
The  thijile  be  the  rofe's  fpear, 

The  rofe  the  thiftle\  diadem. 

The  qn.een  of  Britain's  high  decree, 
The  queen  of  love  is  bound  to  keep  ; 

Anna  the  fovereign  of  the  fea, 

Vmiu  the  daughter  of  the  d?ep.  W.  B. 

H  ODE. 


(  U6  > 
ODE. 

To  Mrs.  A.  R. 

Tune  of,  Love's  Goddefs  in  a  Myrtle  Grove. 

NO  W  fpring  begins  her  fmiling  round, 
And  lavifh  paints  th'  enarnell'd  ground ; 
The  birds  now  lift  their  chearful  voice, 
And  gay  en  every  bough  rejoice  : 
The  lovely  graces  hand  in  hand 
Knit  fad  in  love's  eternal  band, 
"With  early  Hep,  at  morning  dawn, 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 

Where*er  the  youthful JiJIers  move, 
They  fire  the  foul  to  genial  love  : 
Now,  by  the  river's  painted  fide, 
The  fwain  delights  his  country  bride  ; 
While  pleas'd,  me  hears  his  artlefs  vow^s, 
Each  bird  his  feather'd  confort  woos  : 
Soon  will  the  ripen'd  fummer  yield 
Her  various  gifts  to  every  Held. 

The  fertile  trees,  a  lovely  mow  ! 
With  ruby- tin etur'd  birth  fnail  glow  ; 
Sweet  fmells  from  beds  of  lillies  bom 
Perfume  the  breezes  of  the  morn  : 
The  'fmiling  day  and  dewy  night 
To  rural  fcenes  my  fair  invite  ; 
With  fummer  fweets  fo  feail  her  eye, 
Yet  foon,  fqon,  will  the  fummer  fly. 

Attend,  my  lovely  maid,  and  know 
To  profit  by  th'  in  {tractive  mow, 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  appears 
All  in  the  fiourim  of  thy  years  : 
The  lovely  bud  mall  foon  difclofe 
To  every  eye  the  blufhing  role  ; 
Now,  now,  the  tender  ftalk  is  feen 
With  beauty  freili,  and  ever  green. 

Bui 


(  H7  ) 
But  when  the  funny  hours  are  pail, 
Think  not  the  Coz'ning  fcene  will  laft  ; 
Let  not  the  fiattfrer  hope  perfuade, 
Ah  !  mud  I  fay,  that  it  will  fade  r 
For  fee  the  fummer  flies  away, 
Sad  emblem  of  cur  own  decay  ! 
Now  winter  from  the  frozen  north 
Drives  fwift  his  iron  chariot  forth. 

His  grizly  hands  in  icy  chains 
Fair  fn.vedas  filver  {beam  contains. 
Caii  up  thy  eyes,  how  bleak  and  bare 
He  wanders  on  the  tops  of  Tare', 
Behold  his  footfteps  dire  are  feen 
Coifeft  o'er  ev'ry  with 'ring  green  ; 
Griev'd  at  the  fight,  when  thou  malt  fee 
A  fnowy  wreath  to  cloath  each  tree. 

Frequenting  now  the  flream  no  more, 
Thou  flies,  difpleas'd,  the  frozen  fhore, 
When  thou  mail  mifs  the  flowers  that  grew 
But  late,  to  charm  thy  raviih'd  view; 
Then  fhall  a  figh  thy  foul  invade, 
And  o'er  thy  pleafures  caft  a  lhade  : 
Shall  J,  ah!  horrid!  wilt  thou  fay, 
Be  like  to  this  fome  other  day  ? 

Yet  when  in  fnow  and  dreary  frcfl 
The  pleafure  of  the  fields  is  loir, 
To  blazing  hearths  at  home  we  run, 
And  fires  fnpply  the  diflant  fun  ; 
In  gay  delights  our  hours  employ, 
A*nd  do  not  lofe,  but  change  our" jay. 
Happy  I  abandon  every  care, 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  court  the  fair. 

To  turn  the  page  of  facred  bards, 
To  drain  the  bowl,  and  deal  the  cards,. 
In  cities  thus  with  witty  friends 
In  fmiles  the  hoary  feafon  ends. 
But  when  the  lovely  white  and  red. 
From  the  ^ale  afhy'cheek  is  fled, 
H  2 
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Then  wrinkles  dire,  and  age  fevere 
Make  beauty  fly,  we  know  not  where. 

The  fair,  whom  fates  unkind  difarm, 
Ah  !  mull  they  never  ceafe  to  charm? 
Or  is  there  left  fome  pleafing  art 
To  keep  fecure  a  captive  heart  ? 
Unhappy  love  !  may  lovers  fay, 
Beauty,  thy  food,  does  fwift  decay  ; 
When  once  that  fhort-liv'd  flock  is  fpent, 
What  is't  thy  famine  can  prevent? 

Lay  in  good  fenfe  with  timeous  care, 
That  love  may  live  on  wifdom's  fare  : 
Tho'  exiafy  with  beauty  flies, 
Efiecm  is  bom  when  beauty  dies. 
Happy  the  man  whom  fates  decree 
Their  richcll  gift  in  giviag  thee  ; 
Thy  beauty  mall  his  youth  engage, 
Thy  wifdern  ihall  delight  his  age. 


Horace,  Book  I.  Ode  n. 

To  W.  D. 
Tune  of,  Willy  was  a  wanton  Wag* 

WILL  T  ne'er  enquire  what  end 
The  Gods  for  thee  or  me  intend  ; 
How  vain  the  fearch,  that  bu$  bellows 
The  knowledge  of  our  future  woes : 
Happier  the  man  that  ne*er  repines, 
Whatever  lot  his  fate  ailighs, 
Than  they  that  idly  vex  their  lives 
With  wizards  and  inchanting  wives. 

Thy  prefent  years  in  mirth  employ, 
And  confecrate  thy  youth  to  joy  ; 
Whether  the  fates  to  thy  old.fcore 
Shall  bounteous  add  a  winter  more, 

Or 


(  H9  ) 
Or  this  fhall  lay  thee  cold  in  earth 
That  rages  o'er  the  Pentland  firth, 
No  more  with  Home  the  dance  to  lead  j 
Take  my  advice,  ne'er  vex  thy  head. 

With  blyth  intent  the  goblet  pour, 
That's  facred  to  the  genial  hour, 
In  flowing  wine  flill  warm  thy  foul, 
And  have  no  thoughts  beyond  the  bowl. 
Behold  the  flying  hour  is  loll, 
For  time  rides  ever  on  the  poll, 
Even  while  we  fpeak,  even  while  we  think, 
And  waits  not  for  the  Handing  drinks 

ColleeT:  thy  joys  each  prefent  day, 
And  live  in  youth,  while  bell  you  may  ; 
Have  all  your  pleafures  at  command, 
Nor  trull  one  day  in  fortune's  hand* 
Then  Willy  be  a  wanton  wag, 
If  ye  wttd  pkafi  tht  lafiii  fef  iiw* 
At  bridals  the  a  yt'U  btar  the  brag* 
And  carry  ay  the  gree  awa\ 


The  Widow. 

THE  widow  can  bake,  and  the  widow  can  brew* 
The  widow  can  lhape,and  the  widow  can  few, 
And  mony  braw  things  the  widow  can  do  ; 

Then  have  at  the  widow,  my  laddie. 
With  courage  attack  her  baith- early  and  late, 
To  kifs  her  and  clap  her  ye  manna  he  blate  ; 
Speak  well  and  do  better,  for  that's  the  beft  gate 

To  win  a  young  widow,  my  laddie. 
The  widow  Ihe's  youthfu',  and  never  ae  hair 
The  war  o<* the  wearing,  and  has  a  good  Ik  air 
Of  every  thing  lovely,  Ihe's  witty  and  fair, 

And  has  a  rich  jointure,  my  laddie. 
What  cou'd  ye  vviih  Ipejte*  your  pleafure  to  crowHj 
Than  a  widow,   the  bonnieil  toaft  in  the  town, 
With  naething,  but  draw  in  your  flool  and  fit  down, 
And  fpore  with  the  widow,  my  laddie  i 

H  3  Then 
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Then  till'er  anc^  kill'er  with  courtefie  dead, 
Tho'  ftark  love  and  kindnefs  be  all  ye  can  plead ; 
Be  heartfome  and  airy,  and  hops  to  ftrcceed 

With  a  bonny  gay  widow,  my  laddie. 
Strike  iron  while  'tis  het,  if  ye'd  have  it  to  waltl, 
For  fortune  ay  favours  the  active  and  bauld, 
But  ruins  the  wooer  that's  thovvlefs  and  cauld, 

Unfit  for  the  widow,  my  laddie. 


The  Highland  Lajjie. 

THE  Iawland  maids  gang  trig  and  fine, 
But  aft  they're  four  and  unco  fawcy  ; 
Sae  proud,  they  never  can  be  kind 

Like  my  good  hamour'd  highland  lafiie. 
O  my  bonny,   bonny  highland  lajjie, 
My  hearty  fmiling  highland  lajjie, 
May  never  care  make  thee  lefs  fair. 
But  bloom  of  youth  Jiill  blefs  my  lajjie. 

Than  ony  lafs  in  borrows -town, 
Wha  mak  their  cheeks  with  patches  motie2 
I'd  tak  my  Katy  but  a  gown, 

Barefooted  in  her  little  coatie. 
O  my  bonny,  &C. 

Beneath  the  brier  or  brecken  bum* 
Whene'er  I  kifs  and  court  my  dautie  ; 
Happy  and  blyth  as  ane  wad  wifh, 

My  flighteren  heart  gangs  pittie-pattie* 
O  my  bonny,  &C. 

O'er  highefl  heathery  hills  I'll  iten-n 
With  cockit  gun  and  ratches  tenty, 
To  drive  the  deer  out  of  their  den, 

To  feafl  my  lafs  on  dimes  dainty.' 
t)  my  bonny,  &C 


There3 
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There's  nane  fhall  dare  by  deed  or  word 

'Gain it  her  to  wag  a  tongue  or  finger, 

While  I  can  wield  my  truity  fword, 
Or  frae  my  fide  white  out  a  whinger, 

O  my  bonny,  dec. 

The  mountains  clad  with  purple  bloom, 
And  berries  ripe,  invite  my  treafure 
To  range  with  me  ;  let  great  fowk  gloom, 

While  wealth  and  pride  confound  their  pleafure, 
O  my  bonny,   bonny  highland  laffie, 
My  lovely  fmiling  highland  lajjte, 
May   never   care  make  thee  lefs  fair, 

But  bloom  of  youth  fill  blefs  my  lajjte. 


Jocky  blyth  and  gay, 

L  YTH  Jocky  young  and  gay, 
Is  all  my  heart's  delight  i 
He's  all  my  talk  by  day, 
And  all  my  dreams  by  night. 
If  from  the  lad  I  be, 
*Tis  winter  then  with  me  ; 
But  when  he  tarries  here, 
'Tis  Cummer  all  the  year. 

When  I  and  Jocky  met 

Firft  on  the  flow'ry  dale, 
Right  fweetly  he  me  tret, 
And  love  was  all  his  tale. 
You  are  the  lafs,  faid  he, 
That  ftaw  my  heart  frae  me ; 
O  eafe  me  of  my  pain, 
And  never  maw  difdain. 

Well  can  my  Jocky  kyth 

His  love  and  courtelie, 
He  made  my  heart  full  blyth 

When  he  firft  fpake  to  me. 

h  4  m% 
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His  fuit  I  ill  deny'd, 
He  kifsM,  and  I  comply 'd  ; 
Sae  Jocky  promis'd  me, 
That  he  wad  faithful  be. 

I'm  glad  when  Jocky  comes, 
Sad  when  he  gangs  away ; 
}Tis  night  when  Jocky  glooms, 
But  when  he  fmiles  'tis  day. 
When  our  eyes  meet,  I  pant, 
I  colour,   ligh  and  faint ; 
What  lafs  that  wad  be  kind, 
Can  better  tell  her  mind  ?  Q, 


Had  away  from  me^  Donald 

Come  away,   come  away, 
Come  away  wi'  me,  Jenny  % 
Sic  frowns  I  cajiffa  bear  frae  ane 

Whafe  fmiles  anes  ravifn'd  me,  Jenny? 
If  you'll  be  kind,  you'll  never  find 
That  ought  fall  alter  me  Jenny ; 
For  you're  the  miilrifs  of  my  mind, 
Whate'er  you  think  of  me,  Jenny, 

Firil  when  your  fvveets  enflav'd  my  heart, 

You  feem'd  to  favour  me,  Jenny* 
But  now,  alas  !  you  acl  a  part 

That  fpeaks  "unconftancy,  Jenny, 
Unconflancy  is  fie  a  vice, 

'Tis  not  befitting  thee,  Jenny  ; 
It  fuits  not  with  your  virtue  nice 

To  carry  fae  to  me,  Jenny. 

Her    Answer. 

OHad  away,  had  away, 
Had  away  from  me,  Donald; 
Your  heart  is  made  too  large  for  ane, 
It  is  not  meet  for  me,  Donald: 


Some 
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Some  fickle  miftrifs  you  may  find 
Will  jilt  as  fail  as  thee,  Donald  ; 

To  ilka  fwain  me  will  prove  kind, 
And  nae  lefs  kind  to  thee,  Donald-. 

But  I've  a  heart  that's  naething  fuch, 

'Tis  fill'd  with  honeily,  Donald  5 
I'll  ne'er  love  money,   I'll  love  not  much7 

I  hate  all  levity,    Donald. 
Therefore  nae  mair,  with  art,  pretend 

Your  heart  is  chain'd  to  mine,  Donald  $ 
For  words  of  falfnood  I'll  defend, 

A  roving  mind  like  thiney  Donald. 

Firft  when  you  courted,  I  mull  own 

I  frankly  favour'd  you,  Donald  | 
Apparent  worth  and  fair  renown, 

Made  me  believe  you  true,  Donald. 
Ilk  virtue  then  feem'd  to  adorn 

The  man  eiteem'd  by  me,  Donald  % 
But  now,  the  mafk  fallen  air",  I  fcOrn 

To  ware  a  thought  on  thee,  Donald. 

And  now,  for  ever,  had  away3 

Had  away  from  me,  Donald  % 
Gae  feek  a  heart  that's  like  your  ain. 

And  come  nae  mair  to  me,  Donald: 
For  I'll  referve  my  fell  for  ane, 

For  ane  that's  Hker  me,  Donald ; 
If  fie  a  ane  I  canna  find, 

I'll  ne'er  loo  man,  nor  thee,  Donald. 

DONALD. 

Then  I'm  thy  man,  and  falfe  report 


Has  only  tald  a  lie,  J{ 


enn\ 


To  try  thy  truth,  and  make  us  fport, 
The  tale  was  rais'd  by  me,  Jenny. 

JENNY. 
When  this  ye  prove,  afsd  Hill  can  love, 

Then  come  away  to  me,  Donald ; 
I'm  well  content?  ne'e*, to  repent 

That  I  have  fmi^'d  on  thee,  Donald.  Q» 

H  5  Tcc;cn 


(  154  ) 
Tod!en  butt,  mid  todkn  ben, 

WHEN  I've  a  fixpence  under  my  thumb,. 
Then  I'll  get  credit  in  ilka  town  : 
But  ay  when  I'm  poor  they  bid  me  gang  by  ; 
O!  poverty  parts  good  company. 
%odlen  hame,  todien  hams, 
Ccudna  my  I  cove  come  todien  hame. 

Fair-fa'  the  goodwife,  and  fend  her  good  falea 
She  gi'es  us  white  bannocks  to  drink  her  ale,. 
Syne  that  her  tippony  chance  to  be  fma', 
We'll  tak  a  good  fcour  o't,  and  ca't  awa\ 

Todien  hame,  todien  hame, 

As  round  as  a  neep  came  todien  hame. 

My  kimmer  and  I  lay  down  to  ileep, 
And  twapint-ftoups  at  our  bed's  feet ; 
And  ay  when  we  waken'd,  we  drank  them  dry  r 
What  think  ye  of  my  wee  kimmer  and  I  ? 
Todien  butt,  and  todien  ben, 
Sae  round  as  my  Iccve  comes  todien  hame* 

Leez  me  on  liquor,  my  todlea  dow, 
Ye 're  ay  fae  good. huuiour'd  when  weeting  your  mo  113 
When  fober  fae  four,  ye'll  fight  with  a  flee, 
That  'tis  a  blyth  fight  to  the  bairns  and  me. 
When  todien  hame,  todien  hame, 
Whtn  round  as  a  neep  ye  come  todien  hame. 


The  an  Id  Mans  bejl  Argument, 

To  the  Tune  of,  Widow,  are  ye  wjawkin? 
Wha's  that  at  my  chamber-door  ? 
*'  Fair  widow,  are  ye  wawking?' 
Auld  carle,  your  fuit  give  o'er, 
Your  love  Ives  a'  in  fcwki»g.^ 

CSi'e 
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Gi'e  me  the  lad  that's  young  and  tight, 
Sweet  like  an  April  meadow  ; 

'Tis  fie  as  he  can  blefs  the  fight, 
And  bofom  of  a  widow. 

'«  O  widow,  wilt  thou  let  me  in, 

"  I'm  pawky,  wife  and  thrifty, 
Cl  And  come  of  a  right  gentle  kin; 

"  I'm  little  more  than  fifty." 
Daft  carle,  dit  your  mouth, 

What  fignities  how  pawky, 
Or  gentle  born  ye  be, -bot  youth, 

In  love  you're  but  a  gawky. 

"  Then,  widow,  let  thefe  guineas  fpeak, 

"  That  powerfully  plead  clinkan, 
"  And  if  they  fail  my  mouth  I'll  fleck, 

"  And  nae  mair  love  will  think  on.'* 
Thefe  court  indeed,  I  maun  confefs, 

I  think  they  make  you  young,  Sir, 
And  ten  times  better  can  exprefs 

Affe&ion,  than  your  tongue,  Sir. 


7Ae  per  emptor  Lover. 

To  the  Tune  of,  John  Anderfon,  my  Ja* 
I  S  not  your  beauty,  nor  your  wit, 


T 


That  can  my  heart  obtain  ; 
For  they  cou'd  never  conquer  yet, 

Either  my  breali  or  brain  : 
For  if  you'll  not  prove  kind  to  me, 

And  true  as  heretofore, 
Henceforth  I'll  fcorn  your  Have  to  be, 

Or  doat  upon  you  more. 

Think  not  my  fancy  to  o'ercame, 

By  proving  thus  unkind; 
No  fmoothed  fight,  nor  {jniling  frown, 

Can  fatisfy  my  mind. 

'   i£  6      -  Pray 
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Fray  let  Vlatomch  piay  fuch  pranks, 

Such  follies  I  deride  ; 
For  love,  at  laft,  I  will  have  thanks, 

And  fomething  elfe  bende. 

Then  open  hearted  be  with  me, 

As  I  mall  be  with  you, 
And  let  our  actions  be  as  free, 

As  virtue  will  allow. 
If  you'll  prove  loving,  Til  prove  kind, 

If  trite,  I'll  conflantbe  ; 
If  fortune  chance  to  change  your  mind, 

I'll  turn  as  foon  as  you. 

Since  our  afFeclions  well  ye  know. 

In  equal  terms  do  ftand, 
JTis  in  your  power  to  love  or  no, 

Mine's  like  wife  in  my  hand. 
DIfpence  with  your  aufcerity, 

Unconflancy  abhor, 
Gr,  by  great  Cupid's  deity, 

I'll  never  love  you  more.  Q^ 


IVhafsthai  to  you. 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  glancing  of  her  Jfirom 

Y  Jeany  and  I  have  toil'd 
The  Jive-Jang  fimmer  day, 
'Till  ";ve  almoft  were  fpoiled 

At  making  of  the  hay  : 
Her  kurchy  was  of  holland  clear, 

Ty'd  on  her  bonny  brow, 
I  whifpered  fomething  in  her  ear  ; 
But  what's  that  to  you  ? 

Her  blockings  we're  of  Kerfy  green., 

As  tight  as  ony  (ilk  : 
O  fie  a  hg  was  never  ken, 

H  er  fkin  was  white  as  milk  ; 

Her 
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Her  hair  was  black  as  ane  cou'd  wifh> 

And  fweet,  fvveet  was  her  mou, 
Oh  !  Jeany  daintylie  can  kifs  ; 

But  what's  that  to  you? 

The  rofe  and  lilly  baith  combine., 

To  make,  my  Jeany  fair, 
There  is  naebennifon  like  mine, 

I  have  arnaiit  nae  care; 
Only  I  fear  my  Jeany1*,  face, 

May  caufe  mae  men  to  rew, 
And  that  may  gar  me  fay,  alas ! 

But  what's  that  to  you  ? 

Conceal  thy  beauties,  if  thou  can 

Hide  that  fweet  face  of  thine. 
That  I  may  only  be  the  man 

Enjoys  thefe  looks  divine. ; 
O  do  not  proititute,  my  dear, 

Wonders  to  common  view, 
And  I  with  faithful  heart  fliall  fwear. 

For  ever  to  be  true. 

King  Solomon  had  wives  enew. 

And  mony  a  concubine ; 
But  I  enjoy  a  blefs  mair  true, 

His  joys  were  ihort  of  mine ; 
And  Jeany9 s  happier  than  they, 

She  feldom  wants  her  due, 
Ail  debts  of  love  to  her  I  pay, 

And  what's  that  to  you  ?  Q, 


SONG. 

To  the  ahfent  Florinda. 

To  the  Tune  of,  %&%  o/Sheb&'s  March, 

COME,  Florinda,  lovely  charmer, 
Come  and  fix  this  wav'ring  heart ; 
Let  thofe  eyes  my -foul  rekindle, 
E'er  I  feel  fome  fcreiga  dart. 

Come 
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Come,  and  with  thy  fmiles  fecure  me? 
If  this  heart  be  worth  thy  care, 
Favour'd  by  my  dear  Florinda, 
I'll  be  true,  as  fhe  is  fair. 

Thoufand  beauties  trip  around  mes 
And  my  yielding  breaft  a/Tail ; 
Come  and  take  me  to  thy  bofom, 
Ere  my  conflant  paflion  fail. 

Come,  and  like  the  radiant  morning, 
On  my  foul  ferenely  fiiine, 
Then  thofe  gHmmering  ftars  fhallvanifh, 
Loft  in  fplendor  more  divine. 

Long  this  heart  has  been  thy  victim, 
Long  has  felt  the  pleafing  pain, 
Come,  and  with  an  equal  pailion 
Make  it  ever  thine  remain. 

Then,  my  charmer,  I  can  promife, 
If  our  fouls  in  love  agree, 
None  in  all  the  upper  dwellings 
Shall  be  happier  than  we. 


A  Bacchanal  SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Auld  Sir  Simon  the  King. 

GOME  here's  to  the  nymph  that  I  love  ! 
Away,  ye  vain  forrows,  away  : 
J?ar,  far  from  my  forrows  be  gone, 
All  there  mail  be  pleafant  and  gay. 

Far  hence  be  the  fad  and  the  peiifive, 
Come  fill  up  the  glafles  around, 
We'll  drink  till  our  faces  be  ruddy, 
And  all  our  vain  forrows  are  drown'd. 

'Tis  done,  and  my  fancy's  exulting, 
With  every  gay  blooming  deiire, 
My  blood  with  brifk  ardour  is  glowing, 
Soft  pleafures  my  bofom  infpire. 


My 
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My  foul  now  to  love  is  difTolving, 
Oh  fate  !  had  I  here  my  fair  charmer* 
I\]  clafp  her,  I'd  clafp  her  fo  eager, 
Of  all  her  difdain  I'd  difarm  her. 

But  hold,  what  has  love  to  do  here 
With  his  troops  of  vain  cares  in  array  ? 
Avaunt,  idle  peniive  intruder,*——— 
He  triumphs,  he  will  not  away* 

I'll  drown  him,  come  give  me  a  bumper; 
Young  Cupid,  here's  to  thy  confufion.— — 
Now,  now  he's  departing,  he's  vanquifh'd, 
Adieu  to  his  anxious  delufion. 

Come,  jolly  God  Bacchus,  here's  to  thee  5. 
Huzza  boys,  huzza  boys,  huzza, 
Sing  16,  fmg  16  to  Bacchus-—— ~» 
Hence  all  ye  dull  thinkers,  withdraw: 

Come,  what  fnould  we  do  but  be  jovial  ? 
Come  tune  up  your  voices  and  flnp- ; 
What  foul  is  fo  dull  to  be  heavy, 
When  wine  fets  our  fancies  on  wing  ? 

Come,  Pcgafut  lies  in  this  bottle, 
He'll  mount  us,  he'll  mount  us  on  high, 
"fiach  of  us  a  gallant  "young  Perfeus, 
Sublime  we'll  afcend  to  the  fey. 

Come  mount,  or  adieu,  I  ariie, 
In  feas  of  wide  aether  I'm  drown'd, 
The  clouds  far  beneath  me  are  failing1. 
I  fee  the  fpheres  whirling  around. 

What  darknefc,  what  rattling  is  this  I 
Thro'  Chaos"  dark  regions  I'm  hurl'd, 
And  now, — oh  my  head  it  is  knockt 
Upon  fome  confounded  new  world. 

Now,  now  thefe  dark  ihades  are  retiring, 
See  yonder  bright  blazes  a  ftar  : 

Where  am  I  ?■ behold  the  Empyreum, , 

With  flaming  light  {beaming  from  far.      I.  W.  Q^ 

To 
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?       To  Mrs.  A.  C. 

A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Ml  in  ihe  Downs. 

WHEN  beauty  blazes  heavenly  bright, 
The  mufe  can  no  more  ceafe  to  ling 
Than  can  the  lark  with  rifmg  light, 

Her  notes  neglect  with  drooping  wing. 
The  morning  mines,  harmonious  birds  mount  hy  ; 
The  dawning  beauty 'fmiles,  ami  po#ts  fly. 

Young  Anph's  budding  graces  claim 

Th'  infpired  thought,  and  fofteit  lays  j 
And  kindle  in  the  breaft  a  flame, 
Which  muft  be  vented  in  her  praife. 
Tell  us,  ye  gentle  mepherds,  have  you  feen 
E'er  one  fo  like  an  angel  tread  the  green  ? 

Ye  youth,  be  watchful  of  your  hearts ; 
When  (he  appears,  take  the  alarm  : 
Love  on  her  beauty  points  his  darts, 
And  Wings  an  arrow  from  each  charm. 
Around  her  eyes  and  fmiles  the  graces  fport, 
And  to  her  fhowy  neck  and  breait  refort. 

But  vain  muft  every  ca.ution  prove  ; 

When  fuch  inchanting  fweetnefs  mines, 
The  wounded  fvvain  mult  yield  to  love, 
And  wonder,  tho'  the  hopelefs  pines. 
Such  flames  the  fcppifh  butterfly  ihou'd  muni 
The  eagle's  only  fit  to  view  the  fun. 

She's  as  the  opening  lilly  fair; 

Her  lovely  features  are  compleat ; 
Whilfl  heaven  indulgent  makes  her  mare 
With  angels  all  that's  wife  and  fweet. 
Thefe  virtues  which  divinely  deck  her  mind, 
Exalt  each  other  of  th'  inferior  kind. 

Whether 
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Whether  fhe  love  the  rural  fcenes. 

Or  fparkle  in  the  airy  town, 
O  !  happy  he  her  favour  gains, 
Unhappy  !  if  fhe  on  him  frown. 
The  mufe  unwilling  quits  the  lovely  theme, 
Adieu  me  fings,  and  thrice  repeats  her  name, 


A  Pafioral  Song. 

To  the  Tune  of,  My  Apron,  Deary, 

Jamie. 

WHILEour  flocks  are  a  feeding, 
And  we're  void  of  care, 
Come,  Sandy,  let's  tune 
To  praife  of  the  fair  : 
For  infpir'd  by  my  Su/te, 

I'll  fing  in  fuch  lays, 
That  Pan,  were  he  judge, 
Muft  allow  me  the  bays. 

Sand  r. 
While  under  this  hawthorn 

We  ly  at  our  eafe, 
By  a  mufical  ftream, 

And  refrefh'd  by  the  breeze 
Of  a  zephyr  fo  gentle, 

Yes,  Jamie,  I'll  try 
For  to  match  you  and  Su/te $ 

Dear  Katie  &nd  I. 

Jamie. 
Oh  !  my  Sujie  fo  lovely, 

She's  without  compare, 
<£he's  fo  comely,  fo  good, 

And  fo  charmingly  fair  : 
Sure,  the  Gods  were  at  pains 

To  make  fo  eompleat 
A  nymph,  that  for  love 

There  was  ne'er  one  fo  meet, 

Sandy, 
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Sandy. 
Oh  my  Katie's  fo  bright, 

She's  fo  witty  and  gay  ; 
Love,  join'd  with  the  graces, 

Around  her  looks  play. 
In  her  mein  fhe's  fo  graceful, 

In  her  humour  fo  free  : 
Sure  the  Gods  never  fram'd 

A  maid  fairer  than  ihe. 

Jamie. 

Had  my  Sufie  been  there, 

When  the  fhepherd  declared 
For  the  lady  of  Lemnos, 

She  had  left  his  regard  : 
And,  o'ercome  by  a  prefence 

More  beauteoufly  bright, 
He  had  own'd  her  undone, 

As  the  darknefs  by  light. 

Sandy. 
Not  fair  Helen  of  Greece, 

Nor  all  the  whole  train, 
Either  of  real  beauties, 

Or  thofe  poets  feign, 
Cou'd  be  match'd  with  my  Kat!^t 

Whofe  every  fweet  charm, 
May  conquer  beft  judges, 

And  coldefi  hearts  warm. 

J  a  m  i  r« 
Neither  riches  nor  honour, 

Or  any  thing  great, 
Dolafk  of  the  Gods  ; 

But  that  this  be  my  fate, 
That  my  Sufie  to  all 

My  kind  wiflies  comply  : 
For  with  her  wou'd  I  Irve, 

And  with  her  I  wou'd  die. 


S  A  N  DY 


(  i63  > 

Sand  y, 
Ifahe  Fates  give  me  Katie, 

And  her  1  enjoy, 
I  have  all  my  defires  ; 

Nought  can  me  annoy  : 
For  my  charmer  has  every 

Delight  in  fuch  ftore, 
She'll  make  me  more  happy 

Than  fwain  e'er  before. 


Love  pill  find  out  the  itfay* 

VE  R  the  mountains, 
And  over  the  waves, 
Over  the  fountains, 

And  under  the  graves  ; 
Over  the  floods  that  are  deeper*-, 

Which  do  Neptune  obey  ; 
Over  rocks  that  are  fteepeft, 
Love  wHl  find  out  the  way. 

Where  there  is  no  place 

For  the  glow-  worm  to  ly: 
Where  there  is  no  fpace 

For  receipt  of  a  fly  ; 
Where  the  midge  dares  not  venture, 

Lell  herfelf  fall  me  lay  : 
But  if  love  come,  he  will  enter, 

And  foon  find  out  his  way. 

You  may  efteem  him. 

A  child  in  his  force  ; 
Or  you  may  deem  him 

A  coward,  which  is  worfe  : 
But  if  fhe,  whom  love  doth  honour, 

Be  conceal 'd  from  the  day, 
Set  a  thoufand  guards  upon  her. 

Love  will  find  out  the  way*  f 

Some 


(  i**  ) 

Some  think  to  lofe  him, 

Which  is  too  unkind  ; 
And  feme  do  fuppofe  him, 

Poor  thing,  to  be  blind  : 
But  if  ne'er  fo  clofe  ye  wall  hinv 

Do  the  befl  that  ye  may, 
Blind  love,  if  fo  ye  call  him, 

He  will  iind  out  the  way. 

You  may  train  the  eagle 

To  ftoop  to  your  fill  j 
Or  you  may  inveigle 

The  phcenix  of  the  earl  ? 
The  lionefs,  ye  may  move  her 

To  give  o'er  her  prey  : 
But  you'll  never  flop  a  lover, 

He  will  find  out  his  way. 


SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Through  tbt  mod  laddie* 

AS  early  I  walk'd,  on  the  firft  of  fweet  A%, 
Beneath  a  fteep  mountain, 
Sefi.de  a  clear  fountain, 
I  heard  a  grave  lute  foft  melody  play, 
Whilft  the  Echo  refouaded  the  dolorous  lay. 

I  liften'd  and  look'd,  andfpy'd  a. young  fwain* 

With  afpeft  diftrefled,- 

And  fpirits  oppreffed, 
Seem'd  clearing  afreih,  like  the  fky  after  rain, 
And  thus  he  difcovered  how  he  ftrave  with  his  pain. 

Though  Eli/a  be  coy,  why  mould  I  repine, 
That  a  maid  much  above  me, 
Vouchsafes  not  to  love  me  ? 

In  her  high  fphere  of  worth  I  never  could  ihine; 

Then  why  fhould  I  feek  to  debafe  her  to  mine  ? 

No: 


(  i6s  ) 

No  i  henceforth  efteem  fhall  govern  my  deilre, 

And,  in  due  fubjection, 

Retain  warm  affection ; 
To  ihevv  that  felf-love  inflames  not  my  fire, 
And  that  no  other  fwain  can  more  humbly  admire, 

When  paffion  fhall  ceafe  to  rage  in  my  breaft, 
Then  quiet  returning, 
Shallhum  my  fad  mourning;- 

And,  lord  of  my  felf  in  abfolute  reft, 

I'll  hug  the  condition  which  heaven  fhall  think  be& 

Thus  friendship  unmixt,  and  wholly  rehVd, 

May  ftill  be  refpected, 

Tho'  love  is  rejected  : 
Eli/a  Ihall  own,  tho'  to  love  not  inclin'd, 
That  me  ne'er  had  a  friend  like  h^r  lover  reflgn*d« 

May  the  fortunate  youth  who  hereafter  Ihall  wao 

With  profp'rous  endeavour, 

And  gain  her  dear  favour, 
Know,  as  well  as  I,  what  t'  Eli/a  is  due, 
Be  much  more  defexving,  but  never  lefs  true, 

WhiHi  I,  difengag'd  from  all  amorous  cares3 

Sweet  liberty  tafting, 

On  calmed  peace  faafling. 
Employing  my  reafon  to  dry  up  my  tears, 
In  hopes  of  heaven's  blilTes  I'll  fpend  my  fewyears, 

Ye  powers  that  prefide  o'er  virtuous  love, 
Come  aid  me  with  patience, 
To  bear  my  vexations ; 
With  equal  defiresmy  fluttering  heart  move, 
With  fcntiments  pureit  my  notions  improve, 

If  love  in  his  fetters  e'er  catch  me  again, 
May  courage  protect  me, 
And  prudence  direct  me  ; 


PreparM  for  ail  fates,  remembring  the  Twain, 
Who  grew  happily  wife,  after  loving  in  vain. 


Rca'a 


(  x66  ) 
Rob's  Jock.      A  very  auld  Ballat. 

RO  -5's  Jock  came  to  woo  our  Jenny, 
On  ae  feail  day  when  we  were  fou ; 
She  brankit  fall  and  made  her  bonny, 
And  faid,  Jock,  come  ye  here  to  woo  } 
She  burnift  her  baith  breaft  and  brou, 
And  made  her  cleer  as  ony  clock  : 

Then  fpak  her  dame,  and  faid,  I  trou 
Ye  come  to  woo  our  Jenny,  Jock. 

Jock  faid,  Forfuith,  I  yern  fV  fain 

To  luk  my  head,  and  fit  down  by  you  : 
Then  fpak  herminny,  and  faid  again, 

My  bairn  has  tocher  enough  to  gie  you. 

Tehie  f  quo  Jenny,  kick,  kick,   1  fee  you  ; 
Minny,  yon  man  makes  but  a  mock. 

Deii  hae  the  Hers — fu  leis  me  o*  you, 
I  come  to  woo  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock. 

My  bairn  has  tocher  of  her  awin  : 

A  gufe,  a  gryce,  a  cock  and  hen, 
A  ftirk,  a  flaig,  an  acre  fawin, 

A  bakbread  and  a  bannock-fcane ; 

A  pig,  a  pot,  and  a  kirn  there- ben, 
A  kame  but,  and  a  kaming  ftock ; 

With  coags  and  luggies  nine  or  ten  : 
Come  ye  to  woo  our  Jenny,  Jock  F 

A  wecht,  a  peet-creel  and  a  cradle, 

A  pair  of  clips,  a  graip,  a  flail, 
An  ark,  an  ambry,  and  a  ladle, 

A  milfie,  and  a  fowen-pale, 

A  roufty  whittle  to  fheer  the  kail, 
And  a  timber-mell  the  bear  to  knock, 

Twa  lhelfs  made  of  an  auld  fir- date  : 
Come  ye  to  woo  our  Jenny,  Jcc'k ? 

A  furm,  a  furlet  and  a' peck, 

A  rock,  a  reel,  and  a  wheel-band, 
A  tub,  a  barrow,  and  a  feck, 

A  fpuitil-brald,  and  an  elwand. 

Thea 


(  i67  ) 

Then  Jock  took  Jenny  by  the  hand, 
And  cry'd,  a  feaft !  and  flew  a  cock, 

And  made  a  bridal  upo*  land. 
Now  I  have  got  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock. 

Now  dam,  I  have  your  docht«r  marri'd, 
And  tho*  ye  mak  it  ne'er  fae  tough, 

I  let  you  wit  fhe's  nae  miicarried, 
It's  well  kend  I  have  gear  enough  : 
Ane  auld  gaw'd  gloy'd  rell  owre  a  heHgh, 

A  fpade,  afpeet,  a  fpur,  a  fock  ; 
Withouten  owfen  I  have  a  pleugh  : 

May  that  no  fer  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock  P 

A  treen  truncher,  a  ram -horn  fpoon, 
Twa  buits  of  barkit  blaftnt  leather, 

A  graith  that  ganes  to  coble  moon, 
And  a  thrawcruik  to  twyne  a  teather, 
Twa  croks  thatmoup  amang  the  heather, 

A  pair  of  branks,  and  a  fetter  lock, 

A  teughpurfe  made  of  a  fwine's  blather, 
,    To  had  your  tocher,  Jenny,  quo  Jock, 

Good  elding  for  cur  winter  fire, 
A  cod  of  caff  wad  fill  a  cradle, 

A  rake  of  iron  to  clat  the  bire, 
A  deuk  about  the  dubs  to  paddle, 
The  panne!  ef  an  auld  led-faddle, 

And  Reb  my  eem  hetcht  me  a  flock, 
Twa  luily  lips  to  lick  a  ladle. 

May  thir  no  gane  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock?    . 

A  pair  of  hames  and  brechom  fine, 

And  without  bitts  a  bridle-renzie, 
A  fark  made  of  the  linkome  twine, 

A  gay  green  cloke  that  will  not  fieri zie  ; 

Mair  yet  in  flore. 1  need  na  fenzie, 

Five  hundred  llaei,  a  fendy  flock; 

And  are  not  thae  a  wakrife  rnenaie, 
To  gae  to  bed  with  Jenny  andJWi ? 


Tak 


{  168  ) 

Tak  thir  for  my  part  of  the  feaft, 

It  is  well  knawin  I  am  well  bodin  : 
Ye  need  not  fay  my  part  is  learl, 

Wer  they  as  meikle  as  they'r  lodin. 

The  wife  fpeerd  gin  the  kail  was  fodin, 
When  we  have  done,  tak  name  the  brok  ; 

The  roft  was  teugh  as  raploch  hodin, 
With  which  they  feafted  Jenny  and  Jock. 


A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,   A  Rock  and  a  wee  pickle  Tow, 

I  Have  a  green  purfe  and  a  wee  pickle  gowd, 
A  bonny  piece  land,  and  planting  on't, 
It  fattens  my  flocks,  and  my  bairns  it  has  ilowM  ; 
But  the  bell  thing  of  a's  yet  wanting  on't : 
To  grace  it,  and  trace  it, 
And  gie  me  delight ; 
To  blefs  me,  and  kifs  me, 
And  comfort  my  fight, 
With  beauty  by  day,  and  kindnefs  by  night, 
And  nae  mair  my  lain  gang  fauntring  bn't. 

My  Chrijiy  file's  charming,   and  good  as  fhe's  fair; 

Her  eenand  her  mouth  are  inchanting  fweet, 
She  fmilesme  on  fire,  her  frowns  gie  defpair: 
I  love  while  my  heart  gaes  panting  wi't. 
Thou  faireft,  and  deareft, 
Delight  of  my  mind, 
Whole  gracious  embraces 
By  heaven  were  deiign'd 
For  happieit  tranfports,  and  bllfies  refinM, 
Nae  langer  delay  thy  granting  fweet. 

For  thee,  bonny" Chrijiy,  my  ihepherds  and  hynds, 
Shall  carefully  make  the  years  dainties  thine  : 

Thus  freed  frae  laigh  care,  while  love  fills  our  minds, 
Our  days  fhallwith  p'leafureand  plenty  thine. 

2  Then 


(  1*9  ) 

'Then  hear  me,  and  chear  me 
With  fmiling  confent, 
Believe  me,  and  give  me 
No  caufe  to  lament, 
Since  I  ne'er  can  be  happy,  till  thou  fay  Content* 
Vm  pleased  ivitb  my  Jamie,  and  be  pall  be  mine. 


SONG. 

To  its  ain  Tune. 
LTHO'  I  be  but  a  country  lafs, 
Yet  a  lofty  mind  I  bear  —  O, 
And  think  my  fell  as  good  as  thofe 

That  rich  apparel  wear  —  O. 
Altho'  my  gown  be  hame-fpun  grey, 

My  fki'n  it  it  as  faft —  O, 
As  them  that  fatin  weeds  do  wear, 
And  carry  their  heads  aloft  —  O. 

What  tho'  I  keep  my  father's  fheep, 

The  thing  that  muft  be  done  —  09 
With  garlands  of  the  finefi  flowers, 

To  made  me  from  the  fun  —  O. 
When  they  are  feeding  pleafantly, 

Where  grafs  and  flowers  do  fpring  —  0* 
Then  on  a  flowry  bank  at  noon, 

1  fet  me  down  and  fmg —  O. 

My  Paijly  piggy,  cork'd  with  fage. 

Contains  my  drink  but  thin  —  Os 
No  wines  do  e'er  my  brains  enrage, 

Or  tempt  my  brain  to  fin  —  O. 
My  country  curds,  and  wooden  fpoonp 

I  think  them  unco  fine  —  O, 
And  on  a  flow'ry  bank  at  noon, 

I  fet  me  down  and  dine  —  O. 

Altho'  my  parents  cannot  raife 

Great  bags  of  mining  gold  —  O, 
Like  them  whafe  daughters,  now  a-days, 

Like  fwine  are  bought  and  fold  —  O; 

I  Yd 


<    -c   ) 

Yet  my  fair  body  it  will  keep 

An  honeft  heart  within  —  O  ; 
And  for  twice  fifty  thoufand  crowns^ 

I  value  not  a  prin  — O. 
I  ufe  nae  gums  upon  my  hair, 

Nor  chains  about  my  neck  —  O, 
Nor  mining  rings  upon  my  hands, 

My  fingers  ftraight  to  deck  —  O; 
But  for  that  lad  to  me  fhall  fa', 

And  I  have  grace  to  wed  —  O, 
I'll  keep  a  jewel  worth  them  a% 

I  mdan  my  maidenhead —  O. 
If  canny  fortune  give  to  me 

The  man  I  dearly  love —  O, 
Tho'  we  want  gear,  I  dinna  care, 

My  hands  I  can  improve  —  O, 
Expecting  for  a  bleffing  flill 

Defcending  from  above  —  O. 
Then  we'll  embrace,  and  fweetly  kifs, 

Repeating  tales  of  love  —  O. 


fflafy,  twaly)  gin  Love  be  bonny. 

OWaly,  waly  up  the  bank, 
And  waly,  waly  down  the  brae, 
And  waly,  waly  yon  burn-fide, 

Where  J  and  my  love  wont  to  gae. 
I  lean'd  my  back  unto  an  aik, 

I  thought  it  was  a  trufty  tree, 
But  firft  it  bovv'd,  and  fyne  it  brak, 

Sae  my  true  love  did  lightly  me. 
O  waly,  waly,  but  love  the  bonny, 

A  little  time  while  it  is  new, 
But  when  'tis  auld,  it  waxeth  cauld, 

And  lades  away  like  morning  dew. 
q  wherefore  fhou'd  I  bulk  my  head"? 

Or  wherefore  fhou'd  1  kame  my  hair  ? 
For  my  true  love  has  me  forfook, 

And  fays  he'll  never  love  me  mair. 


Now 


(  *7*  ) 

Now  Arthur-Seat  mall  be  my  bed, 

The  meets  mall  ne'er  be  fyl'd  by  me, 
Saint  Anton 's  well  fhall  be  my  drink, 

Since  my  true  love's  forfaken  me. 
Martinmai  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw, 

And  make  the  green  leaves  off  the  tree  ? 
O  gentle  death,  when  wilt  thou  come  r 

For  of  my  life  I  am  weary. 

*Tis  not  the  fro  ft  that  freezes  fell, 

Nor  blawing  fnaw's  inclemency  ; 
'Tis  not  fie  cauld  that  makes  me  cryr 

But  my  love's  heart  grown  cauld  to  n\e= 
When  we  came  in  by  Glafgc<w  towni 

We  were  a  comely  fight  to  fee  ; 
My  love  was  clad  in  the  black  velvet, 

And  I  my  fell  in  cramafie. 

But  had  I  wift  before  I  kifs'd, 

That  love  had  been  fo  ill  to  win, 
I'd  lock'd  my  heart  in  a  cafe  of  gold, 

And  pin'd  it  with  a  filver  pin. 
Oh,  oh  !  if  my  young  babe  were  born, 

And  fet  upon  the  nude's  knee, 
And  I  my  fell  were  dead  and  gane, 

For  a  maid  again  I'll  never  be.  Z. 


The  Loving   Lafs  and  Spinning-wheel* 

AS  I  fat  at  my  fpinrnng-wheel, 
A  bonny  lad  was  palling  by  : 
I  view"d  him  round,  and  lik'd  him  weel, 
For  trouth  he  had  a  glancing  eye. 
My  heart  new  panting,  'gan  to  feel. 
But  ilill  I  turn'd  my  fpinning- wheel.  's 

With  looks  all  kindnefs  hs  drew  near. 
And  ftill  mail  lovely  did  appear; 

I  z  *4fi& 


(  m  ) 

And  round  about  my  flendcr  wade 

He  clafp'd  bis  arms,  and  me  embrac'd  z 

To  kifs  my  hand,  fyne  down  did  kneel? 

As  I  fat  at  my  fpinning-wheel. 

My  milk-white  hands  he  did  extol, 
And  prais'd  my  fingers  lang  and  fmall* 
And  faid,  there  was  nae  lady  fair 
That  ever  cou'd  with  me  compare. 

Thefe  words  into  my  heart  did  fteel. 

But  Hill  I  turn'd  my  fpinning-wheel. 

Altho'  I  feemingly  did  chide, 
Yet  he  wad  never  be  deny'd, 
But  ftill  declar'd  his  love  the  mair, 
Until  my  heart  was  wounded  fair, 
That  I  my  love  cou'd  fcarce  conceal: 
Yet  Hill  I  turn'd  my  fpinning-wheeh 

My  hanks  of  yarn,  my  rock  and  reel, 
My  winnels  and  my  fpinning-wheel  ; 
He  bid  me  leave  them  all  v/ith  fpeed, 
And  gang  with  him  to  yonder  mead  : 

My  yielding  heart  flrange  flames  did  feth, 
Yet  Hill  I  turn'd  my  fpinning-wheel. 

About  my  neck  his  arm  he  laid, 
And  whifper'd,  Rife,  my  bonny  maid, 
And  with  me  to  yon  hay-cock  go, 
I'll  teach  thee  better  wark  to  do. 
In  trouth  I  loo'd  the  motion  weel, 
And  loot  alane  my  fpinning-wheel. 

Amang  the  pleafant  cocks  of  hay, 

Then  with  my  bonny  lad  I  lay  ; 

What  laffie,  young  and  faft  as  J, 

Cou'd  fie  a  handfome  lad  deny  ? 
Thefe  pleafures  I  cannot  reveal, 
That  far  furpaft  the  fpinning-wheel. 


•  On 


(  173  ) 

Ou  the  Marriage'  of  the  R.  H.  Lord 
G—  and  Lady  K—  C— . 

A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  Highland  Laddie, 

Brigantius. 
O  W  all  thy  virgin  fweets  are  mine, 
And  all  the  mining  charms  that  grace  thee  j 
My  fair  Melinda,  come  recline 

Upon  my  breaft,  while  I  embrace  thee, 
And  tell  without  difTenqbling  art, 

My  happy  raptures  in  thy  bofom  : 
Thus  will  I  plant  within  thy  heart, 
A  love  that  mall  for  ever  bloffom. 

Chorus. 
O  the  happy,  happy,   brave  and  bonny, 
Sure  the  Gods  well  pleas'd  behold  ye  ; 
Their  work  admire,  fo  great,  fo  fair, 
And  well  in  all  your  joys  uphold  ye. 

Melinda. 
No  more  I  blufh,  now  that  I'm  thine, 

To  own  my  love  in  tranfport  tender, 
Since  that  fo  brave  a  man  is  mine, 

To  my  Brigantius  I  furrender. 
By  facred  ties  I'm  now  to  move 

As  thy  exalted  thoughts  direcl  me; 
And  while  my  fmiles  engage  thy  love, 

Thy  manly  greatnefs  iliall  protect  me, 

C  H   O  R    U    S, 

©  the  happy,  c5c. 

Brigantius. 
Soft  fall  thy  words,  like  morning  dew, 

New  life  on  blowing  flowers  bellowing^: 
Thus  kindly  yielding  makes  me  bow 

To  heaven,  with  grateful  fpirit  glowing. 

I  3  My 


(174  ) 
My  honour,  courage,  wealth  and  wit, 

Thou  dear  delight,  my  chiefeft  treafure. 
Shall  be  employed  as  thou  thinks  fit, 

As  agents  for  our  love  and  treafure. 

Chorus. 
O  the  happy,  fciV. 

M  E  L  I  N  D  A. 

With  my  Brigantius  I  could  live 

In  lonely  eotts,  befide  a  mountain, 
And  nature's  eafy  wants  relieve 

With  fhepherds  fare,  and  quaf  the  fountain. 
What  pleafes  thee,  the  rural  grove, 

Or  congrefs  of  the  fair  and  witty, 
Shall  give  me  pleafure  with  thy  love, 

la  plains  retir'd  or  focial  city. 

Chorus. 
C  the  happy,  &c. 

Brigantius. 
How  fweetly  can  ft  thou  charm  my  foul, 

O  lovely  film  of  my  defires  ! 
Thy  beauties  all  my  cares  controul, 

Thy  virtue  all  that's  good  infpires. 
Tune  every  inftrurnent  of  found, 

Which  all  thy  mind  divinely  raifes, 
Till  every  height  and  dale  rebounds, 

Both  loud  and  fweet,  my  darling's  praifes, 

Chorus. 
O  the  happy,  &c: 

M    E   L    I    N   D  A. 

Thy  love  gives  me  the  brighteit  mine, 

My  happinefs  is  now  completed, 
Since  all  that's  generous,  great  and  fine. 

In  my  Brigantius  is  united  ; 
For  which  I'll  fhidy  thy  delight, 

With  kindly  tale  the  time  beguiling, 
And  round  the  change  of  day  and  night, 

Fix  throughout  life  a  conftant  fmiling. 

Chorus, 
the  happy,  £sf<r.  S  0  N  G 


(  175) 
SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Woes  my  heart  that  ive  Jbauld /under , 

AD  I  E  U  ye  pleafant  fports  and  plays, 
Farewel  each  fong  that  was  diverting  j 
Love  tunes  my  heart  to  mournful  lays, 
I  fing  of  Delia  and  Damon's  parting. 

Long  had  he  lov'd,  and  long  conceal'd 
The  dear  tormenting  pleafant  pailion, 

Till  Delia's  mildnefs  had  prevail'd 
On  him  to  mew  his  inclination, 

Juft  as  the  fair  one  feem'd  to  give 

A  patient  ear  to  his  love  -  (lory, 
Damon  iriuft  his  Delia  leave, 

To  go  in  quell  of  toilfome  glory. 

Half-fpoken  words  hung  on  his  tongue, 
Their  eyes  refus'd  the  ufual  meeting  ; 

And  fighs  fupply'd  their  wonted  fong, 

Thefe  charming  fouls  were  chang'd  to  weeping, 

Dear  idol  of  my  foul,  adieu: 

Ceafe  to  lament^  but  ne'er  to  love  me.  ] 
While  Damon  lives,  he  lives  for  you, 

No  other  charms  mall  ever  move  me, 

Alas !  who  knows,  when  parted  far 
From  Delia.,  but  you  may  deceive  her  ? 

The  thought  deftroys  my  heart  with  care, 
Adieu,  my  dear,  I  fear  for  ever. 

If  ever  I  forget  my  vows, 

May  then  my  guardian-angel  leave  me  : 
$nd  more  to  aggravate  my  woes, 
Be  you  fo  good  as  to  forgive  me. 


0' 


er 


(  176  ) 
O'er  the  hills  and  far  away* 

JO  C  K  T  met  with  Jenny  fair, 
Aft  be  the  dawing  of  the  day  ; 
But  Jocky  now  is  fu'  of  care, 
Since  Jenny  Haw  his  heart  away  : 
Altho'  ihe  promis'd  to  be  true, 
She  proven  has,  alak  !  unkind  ; 
Which  gars  poor  Jocky  aften  rue, 
That  he  e'er  loo'd  a  fickle  mind. 
And  its  o'er  the  bills  and  far  auoay, 

Its  o'er  the  hills  and  far  aivay, 

It's  o'er  the  hills  and  far  aivay, 
"The  ivind  has  hlaivn  my  plaid  aivay.. 

Now  Jocky  was  a  bonny  lad, 
As  e'er  was  born  in  Scotland  fair  ; 
But  now,  poor  man,  he's  e'en  gane  woods. 
Since  Jenny  has  gart  him  defpair. 
Young  Jocky  was  a  piper's  fon, 
And  fell  in  love  when  he  was  young  ; 
But  ?l  the  fprings  that  he  cou'd  play, 
Was  o'er  the  bills  and  far  aivay, 

And  its  o'er  the  bills  y  &c. 

He  fung when  firft'  my  Jenny's  face 

I  fawj,  ftis  feem'd  fae  fu'  of  grace, 
With  meikle  joy  my  heart  was  fill'd, 
That's  now,  alas '  with  forrow  kill'd. 
Oh  !  was  fhe  but  as  true  as  fair, 
^Twad  put  an  end  to  my  defpair. 
Jnftead'of  that  ihe  is  unkind, 
And  wavers  like  the  winter's  wind. 

And  its  o'er  the  bills,  Sec. 

Ah  !  cou'd  me  find  the  difmal  wae, 
That  for  her  fake  I  undergae, 
She  cou'd  nae  chufe  but  grant  relief, 
$nd  put  an  end  to  a'  my  grief : 

But 


("  177  )': 
But,  oh !  me  is  as  faufe  as  fair, 
Which  caufes  a'  my  fighs  and  care ;; 
But  fhe  triumphs  in  proud  difdain, 
And  takes  a  pleafure  in  my  pain. 
And  its  o'er  the  hills,   &c. 

Hard  was  my  hap,  to  fa*  in  love 
With  ane  that  does  fae  faithlefs  prove,. 
Hard  was  my  fate  to  court  a  maid, 
That  has  my  conftant  heart  betray  rd„. 
A  thoufand  times  to  me  me  fware, 
She  wad  be  true  for  ever  mair  ; 
But,  to  my  grief,  alake,  I  fay, 
She  flaw  my  heart  and  ran  away. 

And  it's  o'er  the  hills,   &c. 

Since  that  me  will  nae  pity  take,, 
I  maun  gae  wander  for  her  fake, 
And,  in  ilk  wood  and  gloomy  grove3 
I'll  fighing  fing,  Adieu  to  love, 
Since  me  is  faufe  whom  I  adore, 
I'll  never  trull  a  woman  more  ; 
Frae  a'  their  charms  I'll  flee  away, 
And  on  my  pipe  I'll  fweetly  play, 
O'er  the  hills  and  dales  and  far  aivay, 
Out  o^er  the  hills  and  far  anjjay, 
Out  o'er  the  hills  and  far  away,. 
The  nvind  has  blantm  my  plaid  a<way. 


Jenny  Nettles.. 

SA  W  ye  Jenny  Nettles, 
Jenny  Nettles,   Jenny  Nettles,, 
Saw  ye  Jenny  Nettles, 

Coming  frae  the  market? 
Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back, 

Her  fee  and  bountith  in  her  lap  j 
Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back, 
And  a  babie  in  her  oxter? 

I  5  I  met 


(  178  ) 

met  ayont  the  kairny, 

Jenny  Nettles,  Jenny  Nettles  r 
Singing  till  her  bairny, 
t>   Robin  Rattle's  baftard  ; 
To  flee  the  dool  upo'  the  ftool, 

And  ilka  ane  that  mocks  her, 
She  roundabout  feeks  Robin  outy 

To  flap  it  in  his  oxter. 

Fy,  fy  !  Robin  Rattle, 

Robin  Rattle,  Robin  Rattle  ; 
Fy,   fy  !  Robin  Rattle, 

Ufe  Jenny  Nettles  kindly  : 
Score  out  the  blame,  and  ihun  the  mame. 

And  without  mair  debate  o't, 
Take  harae  your  wain,  make  Jenny  fain 

The  leel  and  leefome  gate  o?t. 


Jocky  "sfou  and  Jenny  'sfain* 

JOCKT  fou,  Jenny  fain, 
Jenny  was  nae  ill  to  gain, 
She  was  couthy,  he  was  kind, 

And  thus  the  wooer  tell'd  his  mind* 

Jenny,  HFnae  mair  be  nice, 
<§i'e  me  love  at  any  price  ; 
I  winna  prig  for  red  or  whyt, 

Love  alane  can  gi'e  delyt. 

Others  feek  they  kenna  what, 
Jn  looks,  in  carriage,  and  a'  that  ; 
Give  me  love,  for  her  I  court : 
Love  in  love  makes  a'  the  fport. 

Colours  mingl'd  unco  fine, 
C  cmmon  motives  lang  finfyne, 
Never  can  engage  my  love, 
Until  my  fancy  firft  approve. 

It 


(  *79  ) 
It  is  na  meat  but  appetite 
That  makes  our  eating  a  delyt; 
Beauty  is  at  bell:  deceit ; 
Fancy  only  kens  na  cheat.  Q*, 


Leader  Haughs  and  Yarrow. 

WHEN  Vhcebus  bright,  the  azure  Ikies 
With  golden  rays  enlightneth, 
He  makes  all  nature's  beauties  rife, 

Herbs,  trees  and  flowers  he  quickneth  * 
Amongft  all  thofe  he  makes  his  choice, 

And  with  delight  goes  thorow, 
With  radiant  beams  and  filver  rlreams, 
Are  Leader  Haugbs  and  Yarrow. 

When  Aries  the  day  and  night 

In  equal  length  divideth, 
And  frofty  Saturn  takes  his  flight, 

Nae  langer  he  abideth  : 
Then  Flora  queen,  with  mantle  green., 

Calls  aff  her  former  forrow, 
And  vows  to  dwell  with  Ceres  fell 

In  Leader  Haugbs  and  Yarrow. 

Pan  playing  on  his  aiten  reed, 

And  Ihepherds  him  attending, 
Do  here  refort  their  flocks  to  hed, 

The  hills  and  haughs  commending ; 
With  cur  and  kent  upon  the  bent, 

Sing  to  the  fun,  Good  morrow, 
And  fwear  nae  fields  mair  pleafures  yield. 

Than  Leader  Haugbs  and  Yarro-zv. 

An  bcufe  there  ftands  on  Leader  fide, 

Surmounting  my  defcriving, 
With  rooms  fae  rare,  and  windows  fair, 

Like  DsdalvS  contriving: 

1 6  Men 


f  i8o  ) 

Men  palling  by,  do  often  cry, 

In  (both  it  hath  nae  marrow  %■ 
It  {lands  as  fweet  on  Leader  fide? 

As  Newark  does  on  Yarrow. 

A  mile  below  wha  lifts  to  ride, 

They'll  hear  the  mavis  ringing  ; 
Into  St.  Leonard's  banks  (he'll  bide, 

Sweet  birks  her  head  o'er  hanging  ; 
The  lintwhite  loud,  and  progne  proud-,, 

With  tuneful  throats  and  narrow, 
Into  St..  Leonard's  banks  they  fing,. 

As  1  weetly  as  in  Yarrow. 

The  lapwing  lilteth  o'er  the  lee, 

With  nimble  wing  me  fporteth, 
But  vows  ihe'll  flee  far  frae  the  tree 

Where  Philomel  reforteth  : 
By  break  of  day,  the  lark  can  fay, 

I'll  bid  you  a  good  morrow, 
I'll  ftreek  my  wing,  and  mounting  ftngp. 

O'er  Leader  Haughs  and  1 "arrow. 

Park,  Wanton-waws.,  and  JVooden-cleugh,, 

The  eaftern  and  weftern  Mainfes, 
The  wood  of  Lauder's  fair  enough, 

The  corns  are  good  in  Blain/Jjes, 
"Where  aits  are  fine,  and  fald  be  kind, 

If  that  ye  fearch  all  thorow 
Mcams,  Buchan,   Mar,  nane  better  are..- 

Than  Leader  Haughs  and  Yarrow. 

In  Burn  Mill-bog  and  Whitefiade  maws,, 

The  fearful  hare  me  haunteth, 
Brig-haugh  2nd  Braidwcodjheil  fhe  knaws,. 

And  Chapelwood  frequetiteth  : 
Yet  when  fhe  irks,  to  Kaidjly  birks 

She  rins  and  fighs  forforrow,. 
That  fne  fhou'd  leave  fweet  Leader  Haughs, 

And  cannot  win  to  Yarrow. 

What 


(  m  ) 

What  Tweeter  mufic  wad  ye  hear, 

Than  hounds  and  beigles  crying? 
The  ftarted  hare  rins  hard  with  fear, 

Upon  her  fpeed  relying. 
But  yet  her  ftrength,  it  fails  at  lengthy 

Nae  bidding  can  Die  borrow 
In  Sorrel's  fields  Chckman  or  Hag's, 

And  fighs  to  be  in  Yarrow,. 

For  Rcckwood,  Ringwcod,  Spoty,  ShagP, 

With  fight  and  fcent  purfue  her, 
Till,  ah  !  her  pith  begins  to  flag,, 

Nae  cunning  can  refcue  her. 
O'er  dub  and  dyke,  o'er  feugh  and  fyke., 

She'll  rin  the  fields  all  thorow, 
'Till  faiPd  fhe  fa's  in  Leader  Haughs, 

And  b.ido  farewel  to  Yarrow. 

Sing  Erjlington  and  Gowdenknows, 

Where  Homes  had  anes  commanding  ; 
And  Dry  grange  with  thy  milk-white  ews, 

'Twixt  Tweed  and  Leader  ftanding  : 
The  bird  that  flees  through  Reedpatb  treeSj , 

And  Gkdfwood  banks  ilk  morrow, 
May  chant  and  fmg,  Sweet  Leader  Haugh:?, 

And  bonny  howms  of  Yarrow. 

But  minfirel  Burn  cannot  affwage 

His  grief,  while  life  endureth, 
To  fee  the  chanp-es  of  this  age, 

That  fleeting  time  procureth  ; 
For  mony  a  place  ftands  in  hard  cafe, 

Where  biyth  fowk  kend  nae  forrow, 
With.  Homes  that  dwelt  on  Leader  fide, 

And  Scots  that  dwelt  on  Yarrow . 


For  the  Sake  of- Somebody, 

FO  R  the  fake  of  fomebody, 
For  the  fake  of  fomebody,, 
I  cou'd  wake  a  winter-night, 

For  the  fake  of  fomebody  :  I  am. 


(    182    ) 

I  am  gawn  to  feek  a  wife, 
I  am  gawn  to  buy  a  plaidy ; 

I  have  three  ftane  of  woo, 

Carling,  is  thy  daughter  ready  ? 
For  the  fake  offomebody,  &c. 

Betty,  lafiy,  fay't  thy  fell, 

Tho'  thy  dame  be  ill  to  fhoo, 
Firfl  we'll  buckle,  then  we'll  tell, 

Let  her  flyte  and  fyne  come  too  : 
What  figniiies  a  mither's  gloom, 

When  love  in  kiffes  come  in  play  ? 
Shou'd  we  wither  in  our  bloom, 
And  in  fimmer  mak  nae  hay  ? 
For  the  fake,  &c. 

She. 
Bonny  lad,  I  carena  by, 

Tho'  I  try  my  luck  with  thee, 
Since  ye  are  content  to  tye 

The  hafF-mark  bridal  band  wi'  me  ', 
I'll  flip  hame  and  warn  my  feet, 

And  ileal  on  linnings  fair  and  clean, 
Syne  at  the  trylling  place  we'll  meet, 
•  To  do  but  what  my  dame  has  done. 
For  the  fake,  &c. 

He. 
Now  my  lovely  Betty  gives 

Confent  in  fie  a  lieartfome  gate, 
It  me  frae  a'  my  care  relieves, 

And  doubts  that  gart  me  aft  look  bkte 
Then  let  us  gang  and  get  the  grace, 

For  they  that  have  an  appetite 
Shou'd  eat ;— and  lovers  fhou'd  embrace  %, 

If  thefe  be  faults,  'tis  nature's  wyte. 
For  the  Jake,  &C 


Norland  Jo  c  k  y  and  Southland  Jen  n  y 


Southland  Jenny  that  was  right  bonny, 
Had  for  a  fuitor  a  norland  Johny  j 


(  "83  ) 

But  he  was  fican  a  bafhfu*  wooer, 

That  he  cou'd  fcarcely  fpeak  unto  her, 
Till  blinks  of  her  beauty,  and  hopes  o'her  filler, 
Forc'd  him  at  laft  to  tell  his  mind  till  her. 
My  dear,  quoth  he,  we'll  nae  langer  tarry, 
Gin  ye  can  loo  me,  let's  o'er  the  march,  and  marry  > 

She. 
Come,  come  away,  then  my  norland  laddie, 
Tho'  we  gang  neatly,  fome  are  mair  gaudy  ; 
And  albeit  I  have  neither  govvd  nor  money, 
Come,  and  I'll  ware  my  beauty  on  thee. 

H  E. 
Ye  Jafles  of  the  fouth,  ye'r  a'  for  dreillng  ; 
Laffes  of  the  north,  mind  milking  and  threihing  5 
My  minny  wad  be  angry,  and  fae  wad  my  dady, 
Shou'd  1  marry  ane  as  dink  as  a  lady; 
For  I  maunhae  a  wife  that  will  rife  in  the  morning, 
Crudle  a1  the  milk,  and  keep  the  houfe  afcaulding, 
Toolie  with  her  nibours,  and  learn  at  my  minny, 
A  norland  Jccky  maun  hae  a  norland  Jenny. 

She. 
My  father's  only  daughter  andtwentythoulandpound, 
Shall  never  be  beilow'd  on  fie  a  filly  clown  ; 
For  a'  that  I  faid  was  to  try  what  was  in  ye. 
Gaehame,  ye  norland  Jock,  and  court  your  norland 
Jenny.  Z 


The  auld  yellow -hair'd  Laddie. 

1-^HE  yellow hair'd  laddie  fat  down  on  yon  brae, 
Cries,Milk  the  ews,laffy,let  naneof them gae; 
And  ay  me  milked,  and  ay  me  fang, 
The  yellow  hair'd  laddie  jhall  be  my  goodman. 
And  ay  Jhe  milked,  &c. 

The  weather  is  cauld,  and  my  claithing  is  thin; 

The  ewes  are  new  clipped,  they  winna  bught  in  : 

They  winna  bught  in  tho'  I  mou'd  die, 

O  yellow  hair'd  laddie,  be  kind  to  me : 

They  winna  bught  in,   &C.  The 


(  r84  ) 
The  goodwife  cries  butt  the  houfe,  Jenny,  come  bens 
The  cheefe  is  to  mak,  and  the  butter's  to  kirn. 
Tho'  butter,  and  cheefe,  and  a'  fhou'd  four, 
I'll  crack  and  kifs  wi'  my  love  ae  haffhour  ; 
It's  ae  haffhour,  and  we's  e'en  make  it  three, 
For  the  yellow  hair'd  laddie  my  hufband  fhall  be. 


s    o    N    G. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Booth's  Minuet-. 

FAIR,  fweet  and  young,  receive  a  prize,, 
Referv'd  for  your  vidlorious  eyes  :• 
From  crowds  whom  at  your  feet  you  fee,. 
Oh  !  pity,  and  diftingufh  me. 

No  graces  can  your  form  improve  ; 

But  all  are  loft  unlefs  you  love:. 

if  that  dear  paffion  you  difdain, 

Your  charms  and  beauty  are  in  vain.  Xc 


Part  of  an  Epilogue  fung  after  the  afting  of 
the  Orphan  and  Gentle   Shepherd    in 

Taylors- hall,     by  a  Set   of  young    Gentle-men^, 
January  22,    1729* 

Tune,    Bejfy  Bell 

THUS  let  us  ftudy  night  and  day, 
To  fit- us  for  our  ftation, 
That  when  '.ve'remen  we  parts  may  play 

Are  ufeful  to  our  nation. 
For  now'sthe  time,  when  we  are  young, 

To  fix  our  views  on  merit, 
Water  its  buds,  and  make  the  tongue 
And  aclions  fuit  the  fpirit. 

This  all  the  fair  and  wife  approve, 

We  know  it  by  your  fmiling, 
And  while  we  gain  refpedt  and  love, 

Our  ftudies  are  not  toilinp.  Such 


(  -i85  ) 

Such  application  gives  delight, 
And  in  the  end  proves  gainful, 

Tho'  mony  a  dark  and  lifelefs  weight 
May  think  it  hard  and  painful. 

Then  never  let  us  think  our  time 

And  care,  when  thus  employed, 
Are  thrown  away,  but  deem't  a  crime, 

When  youth's  by  floth  deftroyed ; 
*Tis  only  acliye  fouls  can  rife 

To  fame  and  all  that's  fplendid, 
And  favour  in  thefe  conquering  eyes, 

'Gainft  whom  no  heart's  defended. 


The  Generous  Gentleman.      ASang» 

To  the  Tune  of,   The  bonny  Lafs  cfErankfoms,. 

S  I  came  in  by  Tivict-pde, 
And  by  the  braes  of  Brankfome* 
There  fir  ft  I  law  my  bonny  bride, 

Young,  fmiling,   fvveet  and  handfomej 
Her  fkin  was  fafter  than  the  down, 

And  white  as  alabafter ; 
Her  hair  a  mining  wavy  brown  ? 
In  ftraightnefs  nane  furpaft  her. 

Life  glow'd  upon  her  lip  and  cheek,., 

Her  clear  een  were  furpriiing, 
And  beautifully  turn'd  her  neck, 

Her  little  breafls  juft  rifmg  : 
Nae  filken  hofe,  with  gooihets  fine. 

Or  moon  with  glancing  laces, 
On  her  fair  leg%  forbad  to  mine, 

Well  fhapen  native  graces. 

Ae  little  coat,  and  bodice  white, 

Was  fum  of  a'  her  claithing  • 
Sven  thefe  o'er  mickle ;— mairdelyte 

She'd  given  cled  vvl'  naithing  : 


(  1 86  ) 

She  Iean'd  upon  a  fiow'ry  brae. 

By  which  a  burny  trotted ; 
On  her  I  glowr'd  rny  faul  away* 

While  on  her  fweets  J  doated. 

A  thoufand  beauties  of  defert 

Before  had  fcarce  alarm'd  me, 
'Till  this  dear  artlefs  ftruck  my  heart, 

And  bot  defigning,  charm'd  me. 
Hurry'd  by  love,  clofe  to  my  breaft 

I  grafp'd  this  fund  of  bliffes ; 
Wha  fmil'd,  and  faid,  Without  a  prieft? 

Sir,  hope  for  nought  but  kirTes. 

I  had  nae  heart  to  do  her  harm, 

And  yet  I  coudna  want  her ; 
What  me  demanded,  ilka  charm 

Of  her's  pled,  I  fnou'd  grant  her. 
Since  heaven  had  dealt  to  me  arOwth, 

Straight  to  the  kirk  I  led  her, 
There  plighting  her  my  faith  and  trowth^ 

And  a  young  lady  made  her. 


The  happy   Clown, 


O  W  happy  is  the  rural  clown, 
Who,  far  remov'd  from  noife  of  town, 
Contemns  the  glory  of  a  crown, 

And  in  his  fafe  retreat, 
Is  pleafed  with  his  low  degree, 
Is  rich  in  decent  poverty, 
From  ftrife,  from  care  and  bufinefs  free, 
At  once  baith  good  and  great  ? 

No  drums  difturb  his  morning  fleep, 
He  fears  no  danger  of  the  deep, 
Nor  noify  law,  nor  courts  ne'er  heap 
Vexation  on  his  mind  : 

No 
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No  trumpets  roufe  him  to  the  war, 
No  hopes  can  bribe,  rio  threats  can  dare  5 
From  ftate-intrigues  he  holds  afar, 
And  liveth  unconfin'd. 

Like  thofe  in  golden  ages  born, 
He  labours  gently  to  adorn 
His  fmall  paternal  fields  of  corn, 

And  on  their  produdl  feeds  : 
Each  ieafon  of  the  wheeling  year, 
Induftrious  he  improves  with  care  j 
And  Itill  fome  ripened  fruits  appear, 

So  well  his  toil  fucceeds. 

Now  by  a  filver  fiream  he  lies, 
And  angles  with  his  beats  and  flies, 
And  next  the  filvan  fcene  he  tries, 

His  fpirit  to  regale  : 
Now  from  the  rock  or  height  he  views 
His  fleecy  flock,  or  teeming  cows, 
Then  tunes  his  reed,  or  tries  hisrnufe, 

That  waits  his  honefl  call. 

Amid  ft  his  harmlefs  eafy  joys, 
No  care  his  peace  of  minddeftroys, 
Nor  does  he  pafs  his  time  in  toys 
.    Beneath  his  ju ft  regard  : 
He's  fond  to  feel  the  zephyr's  breeze, 
To  plant  and  fned  his  tender  trees  ; 
And  for  attending  well  his  bees, 
Enjoys  the  fvveet  reward. 

The  flow'ry  meads,  and  filent  coves, 

The  fcenes  of  faithful  rural  loves, 

And  warbling  birds  on  blooming  groves, 

Afford  a  wim'd  delight  : 
But  O  !  how  pleafant  is  this  life  ? 
Bleft  with  a  chafte  and  virtuous  wife, 
And  children  prattling,  void  of  itrife> 

Around  his  fire  at  night. 


Willy 
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Wi  lly   was  a  wanton  Wag.. 

I L  LT was  a  wanton  wag, 
The  blytheft  lad  that  e'er  I  faw, 
At  bridals  ilill  he  bore  the  brag, 
And  carried  ay  the  gree  awa: 
His  doublet  was  of  Zetland  fnag, 

And  wow  !  but  Willy  he  was  braw, 
And  at  his  fhouder  hang  a  tag, 
That  pleas'd  the  lafles  beft  of  a'. 

He  was  a  man  without  a  clag, 

His  heart  was  frank  without  a  flaw  i 
And  ay  whatever  Willy  faid, 

It  was  dill  hadden  as  a  law. 
His  boots  they  were  made  of  the  jag, 

When  he  went  to  the  weapon  maw, 
Wpon  the  green  nane  durft  him  brag, 

The  feind  a  ane  amang  them  a'. 

And  was  not  Willy  well  worth  gowd  ? 

He  wan  the  love  of  great  and  fma' ; 
For  after  he  the  bride  had  kifs'd, 

He  kifs'd  the  lafles  hale-fale  a'. 
Sae  merrily  round  the  ring  they  row'd, 

When  be  the  hand  he  Jed  them  a', 
And  fmack  on  fmack  on  them  beftowM* 

By  virtue  of  a  Handing  law. 

And  was  nae  Willy  a  great  lown, 

As  fhyre  a  lick  as  e'er  was  feen  ? 
When  he  danc'd  with  the  lafles  round, 

The  bridegroom  fpeerM  where  he  had  been,. 
Quoth  Willy,  I've  been  at  the  ring, 

With  bobbing,  faith  my  fhanks  are  fair  ;, 
Gae  ca'  your  bride  and  maidens  in, 

For  Willy  he  dow  do  nae  mair . 

Then  reft  ye,  Willy,  I'll  gae  out, 

And  for  a  wee  fill  up  the  ring. 
But,  fhame  light  on  his  fouplefnout,. 

He  wanted  Willy  $  wanton  fling,  Thea. 
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Then  ftraight  he  to  the  bride  did  fare, 
Says,  well's  me  on  your  bonny  face, 

With  bobbing  Willy's  {hanks  are  fair, 
And  I  am  come  to  fill  his  place. 

Bridegroom,  me  fays,  you'll  fpoil  the  dance* 

And  at  the  ring  you'll  ay  be  lag, 
Unlefs  like  Willy  ye  advance  ; 

(O  Willy  has  a  wanton  leg) 
For  we't  he  learns  us  a'  to  lleer, 

And  foremoft  ay  bears  up  the  ring  ; 
We  will  find  nae  fie  dancing  here. 

If  we  want  Willy's  wanton  fling.  W.  W, 


Clelia's    Reflections  on  herfelf for 
flighting  Philander' j   Love. 

To  the  Tune  of,   The  Gallant  Shoe-maker. 

YOUNG  Philander  woo'd  me  lang, 
But  I  was  peeviih,  and  forbad  him, 
I  wadna  tent  his  loving  fang, 

But  now  I  wifh,  I  wiih  I  had  him  : 
Ilk  morning  when  I  view  my  glafs, 

Then  I  perceive  my  beauty  going  ; 

And  when  the  wrinkles  feize  the  face, 

Then  we  may  bid  adieu  to  wooing. 

My  beauty,  anesfo  much  admir'd, 

I  find  it  fading  fafc,  and  flying ; 
My  cheeks,  which  coral  like  appear'd, 

Grow  pale,   the  broken  blood  decaying  x 
Ah  !  we  may  fee  ourfelves  to  be 

Like  fumrner  fruit  that  is  unfhaken. 
When  ripe,  they  foon  fall  down  and  die, 

And  by  corruption  quickly  taken. 

Ufe  then  your  time,  ye  virgins  fair, 

Employ  your  day  before  'tis  evil; 
Fifteen  is  a  feafon  rare, 

But  five  and  twenty  is  the  devil. 


Juft 
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Juft  when  ripe,  confent  unto't, 

Hug  nae  mair  your  lanely  pillow  ; 
Women  are  like  other  fruit, 

They  lofe  their  relifh  when  too  mellow. 

If  opportunity  be  loft, 

You'll  find  it  hard  to  be  regained  ; 
Which  now  I  may  tell  to  my  coll, 

Tho'  but  my  fell  nane  can  be  blamed: 
If  then  your  fortune  you  refpect. 

Take  the  occafion  when  it  offers ; 
Nor  a  true  lover's  fuit  neglecl, 

Left  you  be  fcofFd  for  being  fcoffers. 

I,  by  his  fond  expreffions  thought 

That  in  his  love  he'd  ne'er  prove  changing 
But  now,  alas !  'tis  turn'd  to  nought, 

And,  paft  my  hope,  he's  gane  a  ranging. 
Dear  maidens,  then  take  my  advice, 

And  let  na  coynefs  prove  your  ruin  ; 
For  if  ye  be  o'er  fooiim  nice, 

Your  fuiters  will  give  over  wooing;. 

©  o 

Then  maidens  auld  you  nam'd  will  be, 

And  in  that  fretfu'  rank  be  number'd, 
As  lang  a^  life  ;  and  when  ye  die, 

With  leading  apes  be  ever  cumbered  : 
A  punifhment,  and  hated  brand, 

With  which  nane  of  us  are  contented  ; 
Then  be  not  wife  behind  the  hand, 

That  the  miflake  may  be  prevented. 


The  young  Ladies  Thanks  to  the  Repent- 
ing Virgin,  for  her  feafonable  Advice. 

O  Virgin  kind !  we  canna  tell 
How  many  many  thanks  we  owe  you, 
Fcr  pointing  out  to  us  fae  well 

Thefe  very  rocks  that  did  o'erthrow  you  ; 

And 
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And  we  your  leflbn  fae  fhall  mind, 
That  e'en  tho'  a'  our  kin  had  fwore  it, 

E'er  we  fhall  be  an  hour  behind, 
We'll  take  a  year  or  twa  before  it. 

We'll  catch  all  winds  blaw  in  our  fails, 

And  Hill  keep  out  our  flag  and  pinnet ; 
If  yomigPhilander  anes  affails 

To  florm  love's  fort,  then  he  fhall  win  it ; 
We  may  indeed  for  modefty, 

Prefent  our  forces  for  refiftance  ; 
But  we  fhall  quickly  lay  them  by, 

And  contribute  to  his  afliftance. 


T&e  Sup- Daughter's  Relief. 

To  the  Tune  of,  The  Kirk  wad  let  me  be 

I  Was  anes  a  well  tocher'd  lafs, 
My  mither  left  dollars  to  me ; 
But  now  I'm  brought  to  a  poor  pais, 
My  ftep-dame  has  gart  them  flee. 
My  father  he's  aften  frae  hame, 

And  fhe  plays  the  deel  with  his  gear^ 
She  neither  has  Jateth  nor  fhame, 
And  keeps  the  hale  houfe  in  a  fleer. 

She's  barmy'-fac'd,  thriftlefs  and  bauid, 

And  gars  me  aft  fret  and  repine; 
While  hungry,  hafF-naked  and  cauld, 

I  fee  her  deflroy  what's  mine  : 
But  foon  I  might  hope  a  revenge, 

And  foon  of  my  forrows  be  free, 
My  poortith  to  plenty  wad  change, 

if  fhe  were  hung  up  on  a  tree. 

Quoth  Ringaiiy  wha  lang  time  had  loo'd 

This  bonny  lafs  tenderly, 
I'll  take  thee,  fweet  May,  in  thy  fnood, 

Gif  thou  wilt  gae  hame  with  me. 


?Tis 
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•Tis  only  your  fell  that  I  want, 
Your  kindnefs  is  better  to  me 

Than  a'  that  your  ftep- mother,  fcant 
Of  grace,  now  has  taken  frae  thee. 

I'm  but  a  young  farmer,  its  true, 

And  ye  are  the  fprout  of  a  laird  ; 
But  I  have  milk-cattle  enow, 

And  rowth  of  good  rucks  in  my  yard-; 
Ye  mail  have  naithing  to  fafh  ye, 

Sax  fervants  mail  jouk  to  thee  : 
Then  kilt  up  thy  coats,  my  laffie, 

And  gae  thy  ways  hame  with  me. 

The  maiden  her  reafon  employ'd, 

Not  thinking  the  offer  amiis, 
Confented; — while  Ringan  o'erjoy'd, 

Receiv'd  her  with  mony  a  kifs. 
And  now  me  fits  blythly  fingan, 

And  joking  her  drunken  ftep-dame, 
Delighted  with  her  dear  Ringan, 

That  makes  her  good-wife  at  hame. 


J  e  A  n  y,  where  has  thou  been. 

OJeany,  jeany,  where  has  thou  been? 
Father  and  mother  are  feeking  of  thee, 
Ye  have  been  ranting,  playing  the  wanton, 

Keeping  oijocky  company. 
O  Betty,  I'lie  been  to  hear  the  mill  clack, 

Getting  meal  ground  for  the  family, 
As  fow  as  itgade,  I  brang  bame  tbefack, 
For  the  miller  has  taken  nae  mew ter frae  me. 

Ha !  Jeanyy  Jeany,  there's  meal  on  your  back, 
The  miller's  a  wanton  billy,  and  flee, 

Tho*  victual's  come  hame  again  hale,  what-reck, 
I  fear  he  lias  taken  his  mowter  aff  thee. 

And 
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And  Betty,  ye  fpre ad  your  linnen  to  bleech, 
When  that  was  done,  where  cotid  you  be  ? 

Haf  lafs  1 faw  you  flip  down  the  hedge, 
And  wanton  Willy  was  following  thee. 

Ay  Jeany,  Jeany,  ye  gade  to  the  kirk  ; 

But  when  it  fkail'd,  where  cou'd  thou  be  ? 
Ye  came  nae  hame  till  it  was  mirk, 

They  fay  the  killing  clerk  came  w9  ye. 
O  filly  laffie,  what  will  thou  do  ? 

If  thou  grow  great,  they'll  heez  thee  hie, 
Look  to  your  fell,  if 'Jock  prove  true: 

The  clerk  frae  creepies  will  keep  me  free. 


S     ON     G. 

To  the  Tune  of,  Lajl  time  I  came  o'er  the  Moon 

YE  bly  theft  lads,  and  laifes  gay, 
Hear  what  my  fang  difclofes* 
As  I  ae  morning  fleeping  lay 

Upon  a  bank  of  rofes, 
Young  Jamie  whifking  o'er  the  mead, 

By  good  luck  chanc'd  to  fpy  me  ; 
He  took  his  bonnet  affhis  head, 
And  faftly  fat  down  by  me. 

Jamie,  tho*  I  right  meikle  priz'd, 

Yet  now  I  wadna  ken  him  ; 
Eut  with  a  frown  my  face  difguis'd, 

And  ftrave  away  to  fend  him  : 
But  fondly  he  ftill  nearer  preit, 

And  by  my  fide  down  lying, 
His  beating  heart  thumped  fae  faft, 

I  thought  the  lad  was  dying , 

But  Hill  refolving  to  deny, 

And  angry  paflion  feigning, 
I  aften  roughly  Ihot  him  by, 

With  words  full  of  difdaining. 

K  Poor 
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Poor  Jamie  bawk'd,  nae  favour  wins, 

Went  aff  much  difcontented ; 
But  J  in  truth  for  a'  my  fins, 

Ne'er  haff  fae  fair  repented. 


The  Cock  Laird. 

ACcck  laird  fou  cadgie, 
With  Jenny  did  meet, 
lie  haws'd  her,  he  kifs'd  her, 
And  ca'd  her  his  fweet. 
Wilt  thou  gae  alang 

Wi'  me,  Jenny,  Jenny  P 
Thoufe  be  my  ain  lemmane^ 
Jo  Jenny,  quoth  he. 

If  I  gae  alang  w'ye, 

Ye  maunna  fail, 
To  feaft  me  with  caddels 

And  good  hacket-kaih 
The  deel's  in  your  nicety, 

Jenny ,  quoth  he, 
Mayna  bannocks  of  bear-meal 

Be  as  good  for  thee  ? 

.And  I  maun  hae  pinners, 

With  pearling  fet  round, 
A  ikirt  of  puddy, 

And  a  waftecoat  of  broun. 
Awa  with  fick  vanities, 

Jenny,  quoth  he, 
For  kurchies  and  kirtles 

Are  fitter  for  thee. 

My  lairdfhip  can  yield  me 
As  meikle  a  year, 
As  had  us  in  pottage 

And   good  knockit  beer  : 


But 
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But  having  nae  tenants, 

O  Jeuny,  Jenny, 
To  buy  ought  I  ne'er  have 

A  penny,  quoth  he. 

The  borrovviloun  merchants 
Will  fell  ye  on  tick,  _ 
For  we  maun  hae  braw  things, 

Abeit  they  {bud  break. 
When  broken,  frae  care 

The  fools  are  fet  free, 
When  we  make  them  lairds 
In  the  abbey,  quoth  me. 


The  Soger  Laddie. 

MY  foger  laddie  is  over  the  fea, 
And  he  will  bring  gowd  and  money  to  me  ; 
And  when  he  comes  hame,  he'll  make  me  a  lady. 
My  bleffing  gang  with  my  foger  laddie. 

My  doughty  laddie  is  handfome  and  brave, 

And  can  as  a  foger  and  lover  behave ; 
True  to  his  country,  to  love  he  is  iteady, 
There's  few  to  compare  with  my  foger  laddie* 

Shield  him,  ye  angels,  frae  death  in  alarms, 
Return  him  with  laurels  to  my  langing  amis, 

Syne  frae  all  my  aare  ye'll  pleafantly  free  me, 
When  back  to  my  wifhes  my  foger  ye  gie  me, 

O  foon  may  his  honours  bloom  fair  on  his  brow* 
As  quickly  they  muft,  if  he  get  his  due  : 

For  in  noble  aclions  his  courage  is  ready, 
Which  makes  me  delight  in  my  foger  laddie* 

K  z  The 
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"The  Archers  March. 

SOUND,  found  the  mufick,  found  it, 
Let  hills  and  dales  rebound  it : 
Let  hills  and  dales  rebound  it, 
In  praife  of  archery  : 
Its  origin  divine  is, 
The  practice  brave  and  fine  is, 
Which  generoufly  inclines  us 
To  guard  our  liberty. 

Art  by  the  Gods  employed, 
By  which  heroes  enjoyed, 
By  whieh  heroes  enjoyed 

The  wreaths  of  victory. 
The  Deity  of  Varnafliis, 
The  God  of  foft  careffes, 
Chafte  Cynthia  and  her  laffes, 

Delight  in  archery. 

See,  fee  yon  bow  extended ! 
'Tis  Jove  himfelf  that  bends  it, 
?Tis  Jove  himfelf  that  bends  it, 

O'er  clouds  on  high  it  glows. 
All  nations,   Turks  and  Parthians, 
The  Tartars  and  the  Scythians, 
The  Arabs,   Moors  and  Indians, 

With  bravery  draw  their  bows. 

Our  own  true  records  tells  us, 
That  none  cou'd  e'er  excel  us, 
That  none  cou'd  e'er  excel  us 
In  martial  archery  : 
With  (hafts  our  fires  engaging, 
Oppos'd  the  Romans  raging, 
Defeat  the  fierce  Norwegian, 

And  fpar'd  few  Danes  to  flee. 

Witnefs 
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Witnefs  Largs  and  Loncartie, 
Dunkel  and  Aberlemny, 
Dunkel  and  Aberlemny, 

Rojline  and  Bannockbum, 

The  Chiviots all  the  border, 

Where  bowmen  in  brave  order, 
Told  enemies,  iffurder 

They  mov'd,  they'd  ne'er  return. 

Sound,  found  the  mufick,  found  it, 
Let  hills  and  dales  rebound  it, 
Let  hills  and  dales  rebound  it, 

In  praife  of  archery, 
Us\i  as  a  game  it  pleafes, 
The  mind  to  joy  it  raifes, 
And  throws  off  all  difeafes 

Of  lazy  luxury. 

Largs,  where  the  Norwegians,  headed  by  their  va- 
liant King  Haco,  v/ere,  Anno  1263,  totally  defeated 
by  Alexander  III.  King  of  Scots ;  the  he- 
roick  Alexander,  great- lie  ward  of  Scotland, 
commanded  the  right  wing. 

Loncartie,  near  Perth,  where  King  Kenneth 
III.  obtained  the  victory  over  the  Danes,  which  was 
principally  owing  to  the  valour  and  refolution  of  the 
firft  brave  H  a  y,  and  his  two  fons. 

Dunkel  here,  and  in  Kyle,  and  on  the  banks  of 
Tay,  our  great  King  Corbredtjs  Galdus, 
in  three  battles, overthrew30, 000  ivcwrfTz/in  the  reign 
of  the  Emperor  Domitian. 

Aberlemny,  four  miles  from  Brechin,  where  King 
M  a  l  c  o  l  m  II.  obtained  a  glorious  viclory  over 
the  united  armies  of  Danes,  Norwegians  and  Cum- 
brians, &c.  commanded  by  S  u  e  n  o,  King  of  Den- 
mark, and  his  warlike  fon  Prince  Canute. 

Rojline,  about  five  miles  fouth  of  Edinburgh,  where 
10,000  Scots,  led  by  Sir  J  o  h  n  C  u  m  i  n  and  Sir 
SimonFraser,  defeat  in  three  battles,  in  one 
day,  30,000  of  their  enemies,  Anno  1303. 

The  battles  of  Bannockburn  and  Chiuiot,  Sec.  are 
fo  well  known,  that  they  require  no  notes. 

K   3  Now, 
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Now,  now  our  care  beguiling, 
When  all  the  year  looks  fmiling, 
When  all  the  year  looks  fmiling, 

With  healthful  harmony  : 
The  fun  in  glory  glowing, 
With  morning  dew  beftowing, 
Sweet  fragrance,  life,  and  growing, 

To  flowers  and  every  tree* 

5Tis  now  the  archers  royal, 
An  hearty  band  and  loyal, 
An  hearty  band  and  loyal, 

That  in  juit  thoughts  agreey 
Appear  in  ancient  bravery, 
Befpifmg  all  bafe  knavery, 
Which  tends  to  bring  in  ilavery 
Souls  worthy  to  live  free. 

Sound,  found  the  muiick,  found  it, 
Fill  up  the  glafs,  and  round  wi't, 
Fill  up  the  glafs,  and  round  vvi't, 

Health  and  profperity 
T'  our  great  Chief  and  Officers, 
T*  our  Prejldent  and  Counfellors : 
To  all  who,  like  their  brave  forbears, 

Delight  in  archery. 


The  fulloiving  S  O  N  G  S  to  he  Jung  in  their  proper 
Places  on  their  acting  the  Gentle  Shepherd,  at 
each  the  Page  marked  vjhere  they  come  in. 

SANGI.     The  wawkhig  of  tbefauld. 

Sung  by  Patie,  Page  r« 

MY  Peggy  is  a  young  thing, 
Jufl  enter'd  in  her  teens, 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  fweet  as  May., 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  always  gay : 
My  Peggy  is  a  young  thing, 
And  I'm  not  very  auld,  * 
Yet  we  11  1  like  to  meet  her  at 
The  vvawking  of  the  fauld. 

My 
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My  Peggy  fpeaks  fae  fweetly, 

Whene'er  we  meet  alane, 
I  wifh  nae  mair,  to  lay  my  care, 
I  wifh  nae  mair,  of  a'  that's  rare: 
My  Peggy  fpeaks  fae  fweetly, 
To  a'  the  lave  I'm  cauld  ; 
But  fhe  gars  a'  my  fpirits  glow 
At  wawking  of  the  fauld. 

My  Peggy  fmiles  fae  kindly, 
Whene'er  I  whifper  loye, 
That  I  look  down  on  a*  the  town, 
That  I  look  down  upon  a  crown  : 
My  Peggy  fmiles  fae  kindly, 

It  makes  me  blyth  and  bauld, 
And  naething  gie's  me  fie  delight^ 
As  wawking  of  the  fauld. 

My  Peggy  fings  fae  faftly, 

When  on  my  pipe  I  play, 
By  a1  the  reft,  it  is  confefl, 
By  a'  the  reft,  that  fhe  fmgs  beft : 
My  Peggy  fmgs  fae  faftly, 

And  in  her  fangs  are  tald, 
With  innocence  the  wale  of  fenfe^ 
At  wawking  of  the  fauld. 


SANG  II.    Fy  gar  rub  her  o'er  %vi\ftrci£» 
Sung  by  Patie,  p*  6. 

DEAR  Roger t  if  your  Jenny  geek,  , 

And  anfwer  kindnefs  with  a  flight, 
Seem  unconcern'd  at  her  negle&, 

For  women  in  a  man  delight : 
But  them  defpife  who're  foon  defeat, 
And  with  a  fimple  face  give  way 
To  a  repulfe  —  then  be  not  blate, 
Pufh  bauldly  on,  and  win  the  day, 

K  4  When 
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When  maidens,  innocently  youngs 

Say  aften  what  they  never  mean, 
Ne'er  mind  their  pretty  lying  tongue, 

But  tent  the  language  of  their  een  : 
If  thefe  agree,  and  fhe  perfift 

To  anfwer  all  your  love  with  hate, 
Seek  el fe where  to  be  better  bleft, 

And  let  her  iigh  when  'tis  too  late. 


SANG  III.     Polwart  on  the  Geeen* 
Sung  by  Peggy,  p.  10. 

TH  E  dorty  will  repent, 
If  lover's  heart  grow  cauld, 
And  nane  her  fmiles  will  tent, 

Soon  as  her  face  looks  auld  : 
The  dswted  bairn  thus  takes  the  pets. 

Nor  eats,  tho5  hunger  crave, 
Whimpers  and  tarrows  at  its  meat, 

And's  laught  at  by  the  lave  ; 
They  jeft  it  till  the  dinner's  part, 

Thus  by  it  fell  abus'd, 
The  fool  thing  is  oblig'd  to  faft, 

Or  eat  what  they've  refus'd. 

SANG  IV.   O  dear  Mother,  what  Jball  I  do  ? 
Sung  by  Jenny,  p.  n» 

ODear  Peggy,  love's  beguiling, 
We  ought  not  to  trull  his  fmiling, 
Better  far  to  do  as  I  do, 

Left  a  harder  luck  betyde  you. 
LafTes  when  their  fancy's  carried, 

Think  of  nought  but  to  be  married; 
Running  to  a  life  deftroys 

Heartfome,  free,  and  youthfu*  joys. 

SANG 
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SANG  V.  How  can  I  be  fad  on  my  Wedding-day* 

Sung  by  Peggy,  p.  12. 

HOW  fhall  I  be  fad  when  a  hufband  I  hae, 
That  has  better  fenfe  than  any  of  thae 
Sour  weak  filly  fellows  that  fludy  like  fools 
To  fink  their  ain  joy,  and  make  their  wives  fnools  ? 
The  man  who  is  prudent  ne'er  lightlies  his  wife, 
Or  with  dull  reproaches  encourages  ftrife  ; 
He  praifes  her  virtues,  and  ne'er  will  abufe 
Her  for  a  fmall  failing,  but  find  an  excufe. 

SANG  VI.  Nancy'*  to  the  Green  Wood gane. 

Sung  by  Jenny,  ^.15. 

I  Yield,  dear  laflie,  you  have  won, 
And  there  is  nae  denying, 
That  fure  as  light  flows  frae  the  fun, 

Frae  love  proceeds  complying  ; 
For  a'  that  we  can  do  or  fay, 

'Gainit  love  nae  thinker  heeds  us, 
They  ken  our  bofoms  lodge  the  fae, 
That  by  the  heart-ftrings  leads  us. 

SANG  VII.  CauldKak  in  Aberdeen. 

Sung  by  Glaud  or  Simon,  p.  18. 

CAULDbe  the  rebels  caft, 
OppreiTors  bafe  and  bloody, 
I  hope  we'll  fee  them  at  the  laft 

Strung  a*  up  in  a  woody. 
Blefc  be  he  of  worth  and  fenfe, 

And  ever  high  his  ftation, 
That  bravely  ftands  in  the  defence 
Of  confcience,  king  and  nation. 

K5  SANG 
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SANG  VIII.  Mucking  cfGeordfs  Byer. 

Sung  by  Symon,  p.  ig. 

TH  E  laird  who  in  riches  and  honour 
Wad  thrive,  mould  be  kindly  and  free* 
Nor  rack  the  poor  tenants,  who  labour 

To  rife  aboon  poverty  : 
Elfe,  like  the  pack-horfe  that's  unfother'd 
And  burdened,  will  tumble  down  faint; 
Thus  virtue  by  hardship  is  fmother'd, 
And  rackers  aft  tine  their  rent.. 


SANG  IX.  Carle  and  the  King  come* 

Sung  by  Maufe,  p.  24. 
EGGY,  now  the  king's  come, 
Peggy,  now  the  king's  come, 
Thou  may  dance,  and  I  mall  fing, 

Peggy,  fince  the  king's  come. 
Nae  mair  the  hawkies  thou -fhalt  milk, 
But  change  thy  plaiding  coat  for  lilkj 
And  be  a  lady  of  that  ilk, 

Now,  Peggy,  fince  the  king's  come. 


SANG  X.  Winter  was  cauld^  and  my  claitbing 
was*  thin. 
Sung  by  Peggy  and  Patie,  p.  30. 
Peggy. 
'Hen  firflmy  deapJaddiegadetothe  green  hill, 
And  I  atew-milkingfir'ft  feyd  my  young  fkill^ 
To  bear  the  miik-bowie,   nae  pain  was  to  me, 
When  I  at  the  bughting  forgather'd  with  thee. 

Patie. 

Whencorn-riggswav'd  yellow, andblewhether- bells 
.Bicom'd  boony  on  moorland  and  fweet  riling  fells, 

Nae 
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Naeblrns,  brier,  orbreckens,  gave  trouble  to  me? 
If  I  found  the  berries  right  ripen'd  for  thee. 

Peggy. 
When  thou  ran,  or  wreftled,or  putted  the  ftane, 
And  came  afF  the  victor,  my  heart  was  ay  fain  : 
Thy  ilka  fport  manly  gave  pleafure  to  me, 
For  nane  can  put,  wreitle,  or  run  fwift  as  thee. 

P  A    T  I   E. 

Our  Jenny  fings  faftly  the  Cowden  Broom-Knows, 
And  Rojie  lilts  fvveetly  the  Milking  the  e/ws  ; 
There's  few  Jenny  Nettles  like  Nancy  can  fing, 
At  Throw  the  wood  laddie,  Befs  gars  our  lugs  ring! 
But  when  my  dear  Peggy  fings  with  better  (kill, 
The  Boat-man,    Tweedfede,  or  the  lafs  of  the  mill, 
'Tis  many  times  fweeter  and  pleafing  to  me; 
For  tho'  they  fing  nicely,  they  cannot  like  thee. 

Peggy. 

How  eafy  can  lafies  trow  what  they  defire  ? 
And  praifes  fae  kindly  increafes  love's  fire ; 
Give  me  ftill  this  pleafure,  my  fludy  mall  be 
To  make  myfelf  better  and  fweeter  for  thee. 


SANG  XI.  By  the  delicious  warmnefs  of  thy  mouth. 
Sung  by  Patie  and  Peggy,  ^.32. 

Printed  in  /fo  Pastoral,  and  in  this  Mis- 
cellany, Vol.  I.  Page  75. 


,SANG  XII.    Happy  Clown. 

Sung  by  Sir  William,  p.  35. 

I D  from  himfelf,  now  by  the  dawn 
He  ftarts  as  frefh  as  rofes  blawn, 
And  ranges  o'er  the  heights  and  lawn, 
After  his  bleating  flocks. 

K6  Health 
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Healthful,  and  innocently  gay 
He  chants,  and  whittles  out  the  day  j 
Untaught  to  fmile,  and  then  betray, 
Like  courtly  weathercocks. 

Life  happy  from  ambition  free, 
Envy  and  vile  hypocrifie, 
"Where  truth  and  love  with  joys  agree, 

Unfullied  with  a  crime  : 
Unmov'd  with  what  difturbs  the  great, 
In  propping  of  their  pride  and  Hate  ; 
He  lives,  and,  unafraid  of  fate, 

Contented  fpends  his  time. 


SANG  XIII.    Leith-lPjnd. 
Sung  by  Jenny  and  Roger,  p.  47. 

W[E  R  E  I  aflur'd  you'll  conflant  prove* 
You  Ihould  nae  mair  complain, 
The  eafy  maid  befet  with  love, 

Few  words  will  quickly  gain  ; 
For  I  muft  own,  now  fince  you're  free, 

This  too  fond  heart  of  mine 
Has  lang,  a  black-fole  true  to  thee, 
Wifh'd  to  be  pair'd  with  thine, 

Ro  c  e  R.- 
I'm happy  now,  ah  !  let  my  head 

Upon  thy  breaft  recline  ; 
The  pleafure  ftrikes  me  near-hand  dead  ! 

Is  Jenny  then  fo  kind? 

O  let  me  brifs  thee  to  my  heart  ! 

And  round  my  arms  entwine  : 
Delytful  thought ;  we'll  never  part  I 

Come  prefs  thy  mouth  to  mine. 

SANG 
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SANG  XIV.  O'er  Bogie. 

Sung  by  Jenny,  p.  48. 

WE  L  L  I  agree,  ye're  fure  of  me ; 
Next  to  my  father  gae, 
Make  him  content  to  give  confent, 

He'll  hardly  fay  you  nay  : 
For  you  have  what  he  wad  be  at, 
And  will  commend  you  well, 
Since  parents  auld  think  love  grows  cauld<> 
Where  bairns  want  milk  and  meal. 

Shou'd  he  deny  I  carena  by, 

He'd  contradict  in  vain  ; 
Tho'  a'  my  kin  had  faid  and  fworn, 

But  thee  I  will  have  nane. 
Then  never  range,  or  learn  to  change, 

Like  thofe  in  high  degree : 
And  if  you  prove  faithful  in  love, 

You'll  find  nae  fault  in  me. 


SANG  XV.    Wat  ye  wha  I  met  yejireen. 

Sung  by  Sir  William,  p.  54. 

NO W  from  rufticity,  and  love, 
Whofe  flames  but  overlowly  burn, 
My  gentle  fhepherd  mufl  be  drove, 
His  foul  muft  take  another  turn  ; 
As  the  rough  diamond  from  the  mine, 

In  breakings  only  fhews  its  light, 
Till  pofifhing  has  made  it  ihine  ; 

Thus  learning  makes  the  genius  bright. 


SANG 
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SANG  XVI.    Kirk  wad  let  me  be. 

Sung  by  Patie,  />.  63. 

DUTY  and.  part  of  reafon, 
Pleads  ftrong  on  the  parents  fide, 
"Which  love  fuperior  calls  treafon  ; 
The  itrongeit.  mull  be  obey'd  : 
For  now  tho'  I'm  one  of  the  gentry, 

My  conftancy  fallhood  repells ; 
For  change  in  my  heart  is  no  entry, 
Still  there  my  dear  Poggy  excells. 


SANG  XVII.  Woes  my  heart  thai  nxie  JhouldJ under, 
Sung  by  Peggy,  p.  67. 

SPEAK  on, fpeak  thus,  and  Hill  my  grief, 
Hold  up  a  heart  that's  finking  under 
Thefe  fears,  that  foon  will  want  relief, 

When  Pats  mult  from  his  Peggy  funder. 
A  gentler  face,  and  filk  attire, 

A  lady  rich  in  beauty's  blollom, 
Alake,  poor  me  !  will  now  confpire 
To  ileal  thee  from  thy  Peggy s'hofom. 

No  more  the  fhepherd  who  excell'd 

The  reft,  whole  wit  made  them  to  wonder, 

Shall  now  his  Peggy  s  praifes\  tell, 
Ah  !  I  can  die,  but  never  binder. 

Ye  meadows  where  we  often  ihay'd, 

Ye  banks  where  we  were  wont  to  wander, 

Sweet  fcented  rocks  round  which  we  play'd, 
■  You'll  lofe  your  fweets  when  we're  afunder. 

Again,  ah  !  mall  I  never  creep 

Around  the  know  with  filent  duty, 
Kindly  to  watch  thee  while  aileep. 

And  wonder  at  thy  manly  beauty  ? 

Hear, 
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Hear,  heaven,  while  folemnly  I  vow, 

Tho'  thou  fhouldft  prove  a  wandring  lover. 
Throw  life  to  thee  I  mall  prove  true,. 

Nor  be  a  wife  to  any  other. 


SANG  XVIII.     Tweed-fide. 
Sung  hy  Peggy,  p.  68. 

WHEN  hope  was  quite  funk  in  defpair* 
My  heart  it  was  going  to  break ; 
My  life  appear'd  worthleis  my  care, 
But  now  I  will  fav't  fcr  thy  fake. 
Where'er  my  love  travels  by  day, 

Wherever  he  lodges  by  night, 
With  me  his  dear  image  iliall  ftay, 
And  my  foul  keep  him  e'er  in  fight. 

With  patience  I'll  wait  the  long  year, 

And  fludy  the  gentlell  charms ; 
Hope  time  away  till  thou  appear, 

To  lock  thee  for  ay  in  thois  arms. 
Whilrl  thou  was  a  fhepherd,  I  priz'd 

No  higher  degree  in  this  life  ; 
But  now  I'll  endeavour  to  rife 

To  a  height  is  becoming  thy  wife. 

For  beauty  that's  only  fkin  deep, 
Mull  fade  like  the  gowans  of  Maj, 

But  inwardly  rooted  will  keep 
For  ever,  without  a  decay. 

Nor  age,  nor  the  changes  of  life, 
Can  quench  the  fair  fire  of  love, 

If  virtue's  ingrain'd  in  the  wife, 

And  the  hutband  have  fenfe  to  approve. 


SANG 
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SANG  XIX.  Bujh  aboon  Traquair, 

<  Sung  by  Peggy,  p.  70. 

AT  fetting  day  and  rifing  morn, 
With  foul  that  (till  mall  love  thee, 
I'll  aflt  of  heaven  thy  fafe  return, 

With  all  that  can  improve  thee. 
I'll  vifit  oft  the  birken-bufli, 

Where  firft  thou  kindly  told  me, 
Sweet  tales  of  love,  and  hid  my  bluih, 
Whilft  round  thou  didft  enfold  me* 

To  all  our  haunts  I  will  repair, 

By  greenwood  (haw  or  fountain  ; 
Or  where  the  fummer  day  I'd  fhare 

With  thee,  upon  yon  mountain. 
There  will  I  tell  the  trees  and  flowers, 

From  thoughts  unfeign'd  and  tender, 
By  vows  you're  mine,  by  love  is  your*s 

A  heart  which  cannot  wander. 


SANG  XX.  Bonny  gray  eyd  Mom. 

Sung  by  Sir  William,  p.  74. 

THE  bonny  gray  eyed  morning  begins  to  peep^ 
And  darknefs  flys  before  the  rifing  ray, 
The  hearty  hynd  Harts  from  his  lazy  fleep, 

To  follow  helpful  labours  of  the  day, 
Without  a  guilty  fting  to  wrinkle  his  brow, 

The  lark  and  the  linnet  tend  his  levee, 
And  he  joins  their  concert,  driving  his  plow, 
From  toil  of  grimace  and  pageantry  free. 

While  flufter'd  with  wine,  or  madden'd  with  lofs, 
Of  half  an  eftate,  the  prey  of  a  main, 

The  drunkard  and  gamefter  tumble  and  tofs, 
Wiming  for  calmnefs  and  flumber  in  vain. 

Be 
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Be  my  portion  health  and  quietnefs  of  mind, 
Plac'd  at  due  diftance  from  parties  and  Hate, 

Where  neither  ambition,  nor  avarice  blind, 

Reach  him  who  has  happinefs  link'd  to  his  fate. 


On  our  Ladies  being  dreffed  wScots 
Manufactory,  at  ^Publick  Affembly. 

A     SONG. 

To  the  Tune  of,   O'er  the  Hills  and  far  away, 

LE  T  meaner  beauties  ufe  their  art, 
And  range  both  Indies  for  their  drefs^ 
Our  fair  can  captivate  the  heart 

In  native  weeds,  nor  look  the  lefs. 
More  bright  unborrowed  beauties  mine, 

The  artlefs  fweetnefs  of  each  face 
Sparkle  with  luftres  more  divine, 
When  freed  of  every  foreign  grace. 

The  tawny  nymph  on  fcorching  plains, 

May  ufe  the  aid  of  gems  and  paint, 
Deck  with  brocade  and  Tyrian  ftains 

Features  of  ruder  form  and  taint. 
What  Caledonian  ladies  wear, 

Or  from  the  lint  or  woollen  twine, 
Adorn'd  by  all  their  fvveets,  appear 

Whate'er  we  can  imagine  fine. 

Apparel  neat  becomes  the  fair, 

The  dirty  drefs  may  lovers  cool, 
But  clean,  our  maids  need  have  no  care, 

If  clad  in  linnen,  filk,  or  wool. 
T'  adore  Myrtilla,  who  can  ceafe? 

Her  aclive  charms  our  praife  demand, 
Clad  in  a  mantua,  from  the  fleece, 

Spun  by  her  own  delighted  hand. 

Who  can  behold  Calijia's  eyes, 
Her  breaft,  her  cheek,  and  fnowy  arms, 

And 
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And  mind  what  artifts  can  devife, 

To  rival  more  fuperior  charms  ? 
Compar'd  with  thofe,  the  diamond's  dull, 

Launs,  fatins,  and  the  velvets  fade, 
The  foul  with  her  attractions  full, 

Can  never  be  by  thefe  betray'd. 

S  JPPHIR  A,  all  o'er  native  fweets, 

Northefalfe  glare  of  drefs  regards, 
Her  wit,  her  character  completes, 

Her  fmile  her  lovers  fighs  rewards. 
When  fuch  flrfl  beauties  lead  the  way, 

The  inferior  rank  will  follow  foon  ; 
Then  arts  no  longer  ihall  decay, 

But  trade  encourag'd  be  in  tune. 

Millions  of  fleeces  ihall  be  wove, 

And  flax  that  on  the  valleys  blooms, 
Shall  make  the  naked  nations  love 

And  blefs  the  labours  of  our  looms  ; 
We  have  enough,  nor  want  from  them, 

But  trifles  hardly  worth  our  care, 
Yet  for  thefe  trifles  let  them  claim 

What  food  and  cloth  we  have  to  fpare. 

How  happy's  Scotland  in  her  fair  ! 

Her  amiable  daughters  ihall, 
By  afting  thus  with  virtuous  care, 

Again  the  golden  age  recal : 
Enjoying  them,  "Edina  ne'er 

Shall  mifs  a  court ;  but  foon  advance 
In  wealth,  when  thus  the  lov'd  appear 

Around  the  fcenes,  or  in  the  dance. 

Barbarity  fhall  yield  to  fenfe, 

And  lazy  pride  to  ufeful  arts, 
When  fuch  dear  angels  in  defence 

Of  virtue  thus  engage  their  hearts. 
Bleft  guardians  of  our  joys  and  wealth, 

True  fountains  of  delight  and  love, 
Long  bloom  your  charms,  fixt  be  your  health, 

'Till  tir'd  with  earth  ye  mount  above. 

HARDY- 
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HARDYKNUTE. 

A  Fragment  of  an  old  heroic  Ballad. 

I. 

STATELY  ftept  he  eaft  the  wa, 
And  ftately  ftept  he  weft, 
Full  feventy  years  he  now  had  feen, 

With  fcarce  feven  years  of  reft. 
He  liv'd  when  Britons  breach  of  faith 

Wrought  Scotland  meikle  wae  : 
And  ay  his  fword  tauld  to  their  coft, 
He  was  their  deadly  fae. 

If. 

Hie  on  a  hill  his  caftle  ftude, 

With  halls  and  tours  a  hight, 
And  guidly  chambers  fair  to  fee, 

Where  he  lodg'd  mony  a  knight. 
His  dame  fae  peirlefs  anes  and  fair, 

For  chaft  and  beauty  deimt, 
Nae  marrow  had  in  all  the  land, 

Save  Elenor  the  Queen. 

in.     . 

Full  thirteen  fons  to  him  fhe  bare, 

All  men  of  valour  ftout  ; 
In  bluidy  fight,  with  fword-in  hand, 

Nyne  loft  their  lives  bot  doubt ; 
Four  yet  remain,  lang  may  they  live 

To  ftand  by  liege  and  land  : 
Hie  was  their  fame,  hie  was  their  might. 

And  hie  was  their  command. 

IV. 

Great  love  they  bare  to  Fairly  fair, 

Their  fifter  faft  and  deir, 
Her  girdle  fhawd  her  middle  jimp, 

And  govvden  glift  her  hair. 
What  waefou  wae  her  bewtie  br«d  ? 

Waefou  to  young  and  auld, 
Waefou  I  trou  to  kyth  and  kin, 

As  ftory  ever   tauld. 

The 
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V. 

The  King  of  Nor/e  in  fummer  tyde, 

Puft  up  with  power  and  might, 
Landed  in  fair  Scotland  the  ifle, 

With  mony  a  hardy  knight : 
The  tydings  to  our  gude  Scots  King 

Came,  as  he  fat  at  dyne, 
With  noble  chiefs  in  brave  aray, 

Drinking  the  blude  reid  wyne. 

VI. 

*'  To  horfe,  to  horfe,  my  royal  liege, 

"  Your  faes  ftand  on  the  ftrand, 
"  Full  twenty  thoufand  glittering  fpears, 

"  .The  King  of  Nor/e  commands." 
Bring  me  my  feed,  Madge,  dapple  gray, 

Our  gude  king  raife  and  cry'd  ; 
A  trufiier  beajl  in  all  the  landr 

A  Scots  King  never  fey d. 

VII. 

Go,  little  page,  tell  Hardy  knute, 

That  lives  on  hills  Jo  hie, 
To  draw  his  J  word,  the  dreidoffaes3 

And  hajle  and  follow  me* 
The  little  page  flew  fwift  as  dart 

Flung  by  his  mailer's  arm, 
Come  down,  come  down,  Lord  Hardyknute, 

And  redd  your  kingfrae  harm. 

VIII. 

Then  reid,  reid  grew  his  dark  brown  cheifls, 

Sae  did  his  dark-brown  brow  ; 
His  looks  grew  keen  as  they  were  wont 

In  dangers  great  to  do  ; 
He  has  tane  a  horn  as  green  as  grafs, 

And  gien  five  founds  fae  fhrill, 
That  trees  in  green  wood  fhook  thereat 

Sae  loud  rang  ilka  hill. 

IX. 

His  fons  in  manly  fport  and  glie, 
Had  paft  the  fummers  morn, 

When 
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When  lo !  down  in  a  graffy  dale, 
They  heard  their  father's  horn. 

That  horn,  quoth  they,  neer  founds  in  peace, 
We  have  other  /port  to  byde ; 

And  foon  they  heyd  them  up  the  hill, 
And  foon  was  at  his  fyde. 

X. 

Late,  late  yejireen  I  weind  in  peace 

To  end  my  lengthned  life, 
My  age  might  iveil  excufe  my  arm, 

Frae  manly  feats  off  rife ; 
But  now  that  Norfe  does  proudly  boafl 

Fair  Scotland  to  enthrall, 
Its  neir  befaid  of  Hardyknute 

He  fear' 'd  to  fight  or  fall. 

XL 
Robin  of  Rothfay,  bend  thy  bow, 

Thy  arrow  jhoot  fo  lei  I, 
Mony  a  comely  countenance 

They  ha<ve  turned  to  deidly  pale  : 
Brade  Thomas,  tak ye  but  your  lance ', 

Ye  neid  nae  weapons  mair, 
Gif ye  fight  weit  as  ye  didanes 

'Gain/l  WeRmorland's  fierce  heir. 

XII. 

Malcolm,  light  of  foot  as  flag 

That  runs  in f ore/}  wyld, 
Get  me  my  thoufands  three  of  men 

Well  bred  to  fiword  and  Jhield: 
Bring  me  my  horfe  and  bamifine, 

My  blade  of  met tal  cleir. 
If  faes  kend  tut  the  hand  it  bare, 

They  foon  had  fled  for  fear. 

XIII. 

Farewell,  my  dame,  fae  pierlefs  gooa. 

And  took  her  by  the  hand, 
Fairer  to  me  in  ageyoufeem, 

Than  maids  for  bewty  fa:iid; 


My 
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My  youngejl  /on  fall  here  remain 

To  guard  thefe  jlaiely  towirs, 
Andjhut  the  fil-ver  bolt  that  keips 

Sae  f aft  your  painted  bowirs. 

XIV. 
And  firft  fhe  wet  her  comely  cheiks, 

And  then  her  boddice  green, 
Her  filken  cords  of  twirtle  twill, 

Weil  plett  with  filver  fheen  ; 
And  apron  fet  with  mony  a  dyce 

Of  needle-wark  fae  rare, 
Wove  by  nae  hand,  as  ye  may  guefs, 

Save  that  of  Fairly  fair. 

xv._ 

And  he  has  ridden  owre  muir  and  mofs, 

Owre  hills  and  mony  a  glen, 
When  he  came  to  a  wounded  knight 

Making  a  heavy  mane ; 
Here  maun  1 lye,  here  maun  I  dye9 

By  treacheries  falfe  Gyles  ', 
Witlefs  I  was  that  eir  gave  faith 

To  wicked  womansfmyles, 

XVI. 

Sir  knight,  gin  ye  were  in  my  bowir 

To  lean  onfilkenfat, 
My  lady's  kindlie  care  you'd  prove, 

Wha  neir  kend  deidly  hate ; 
Jlirj elf  wold  watch  ye  all  the  day, 

Hir  maids  a  deid  of  nickt ; 
And  Fairly  fair  your  heart  wald  cheir, 

As  Jhe  Jlands  in  your  fight. 

XVII. 

Arife,  young  knight,  and  mount  your  fieid, 

Full  lowns  the  fhynand  day, 
Chufe  frae  my  menzie  whom  ye  plenfe 

To  lead  ye  on  the  way. 
With  fmylefs  look  and  vifage  wan, 

The  wounded  knight  reply'd, 

Kynd 
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Kynd  chiftain,  your  intent  purfue, 
For  heir  I  maun  abyde* 

XVIII. 

To  me  nor  after  day  nor  night 

Can  eir  he  fvoeet  or  fair, 
But  foon  beneath  fome  draping  trie, 

Cauld  death  fall  end  my  care. 
With  him  nae  pleading  might  prevail  ; 

Brave  Hardy  knute  to  gain, 
With  faireft  words  and  reafon  ftrang, 

Strave  courteoufly  in  vain. 

XIX. 
Syne  he  has  gane  far  hynd  attowre, 

Lord  Chattans  land  fae  v/yde, 
That  lord  a  worthy  wight  was  ay, 

When  faes  his  courage  feyd  : 
Of  ViSliJh  race  by  mother's  fyde, 

When  Vids  ruld  Caledon, 
Lord  Chattan  claim'd  the  princely  maid, 

When  he  fav'd  Pidijk  crown. 

XX. 
Now  with  his  fierce  and  ftalwart  train, 

He  reach' d  a  ryiing  height, 
Whair  braid  encampit  on  the  dale, 

Norfe  army  lay  in  fight ; 
Yonder,  my  valiant  fons   and  feirs, 

Our  raging  refers  ivait 
On  the  unconquer'd  Scottish  fwaird, 

To  try  with  us  our  fate. 

XXL 

Mak  orifons  to  him  that  fav'd 

Our  jauls  upon  the  rude, 
Sy?ie  bravely  foavj  your  veins  are  filVd 

With  Caledonian  blu'de. 
Then  fur'th  he  drew  his  trufty  glaive, 

While  thoufands  all  around. 
Drawn  frae  their  fheafhs  glanft  in.  the  fun, 

And  loud  the  bougills  foimd. 

To 
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xxir. 

To  join  his  king  aboon  the  hill 

In  hafte  his  merch  he  made, 
Whyle,  play  and  pibrochs,  minftralls  meit, 

Afore  him  ftately  ftrade. 
Thryfe  <welcom  'valiant  Jloup  of  weir, 

Thy  nations  Jheild  and  pryde  ; 
Thy  king  nae  tea/on  has  tofeir 

When  thou  art  by  hisfyde. 

XXIII. 

When  bows  were  bent  and  darts  were  thrawn, 

For  thrang  could  fcarce  they  flie, 
The  darts  clove  arrows  as  they  met, 

The  arrows  dart  the  trie. 
Lang  did  they  rage  and  fight  full  fierce, 

With  little  ikaith  to  man, 
But  bludy,  bludy  was  the  field, 

Or  that  lang  day  was  done. 

XXIV. 

The  king  of  Scots  that  findle  bruikd 

The  war  that  lookt  like  play, 
Drew  his  braid  fword,  and  brake  his  bow, 

Sen  bows  feimt  but  delay  : 
Quoth  noble  Roth/ay,  Myne  I'll  keip, 

I  nvate  its  bled  a  /core. 
Hafte  up,  my  merry  meny  cry'd  the  king, 

As  he  rade  on  before. 

XXV. 
The  king  of  Ncrfe  he  fought  to  find, 

With  him  to  menfe  the  fight, 
.But  on  his  forehead  there  did  light 

A  fharp  unfonfie  fhaft ; 
As  he  his  h^nd  put  up  to  find 

The  wound,  an  arrow  keen, 
O  waefou  chance!  there  pinnd  his  hand 

In  midft.  between  his  een. 
XXVI, 
Revenge,  revenge,   cryd  Roth/ays  heir 

Your  mail~eoat  fall  nocht  byde 
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The  fir&ngth  andjharpnefs  of  my  dart  * 

Then  fent  it  through  his  fyde  : 
Another  arrow  weil  he  markd, 

It  pierc'd  his  neck  in  twa, 
His  hands  then  quat  the  filver  reins,, 

He  laigh  as  eard  did  fa. 

XXVII. 

Sair  bleids  my  liege,  fair,  fair  he  bleidsl 

Again  with  might  he  drew 
And  gefture  dreid  his  fturdy  bow* 

Fall  the  braid  arrow  flew. 
Wae  to  the  knight  he  ettled  at, 

Lament  now,  Queen  Elgried; 
Hie  dames  too  wail  your  darlings  fall, 

His  youth  and  comely  meid. 

XXVIII. 

Take  off,  take  off,   his  coftly  jupe 

(Of  gold  well  was  it  twynd, 
JCnit  lyke  the  fowlers  net  through  which 

His  fteilly  harnefs  fhynd) 
Take,  Norfe,  that  gift  frae  me,  and  bid 

Him  <venge  the  biude  it  beirs ; 
Say,   if  he  face  my  bended  boiv, 

He  Jure  nae  weapon  fears. 

XXIX. 
Proud  Norfe  with  giant  body  tall, 

Braid  moulders  and  arms  ilrong, 
Cry'd,  Where  is  Hardyknute  faefa?ndP 

Andfeird  at  Britains  throne  : 
The  Britons  tremble  at  his  name, 

I  foonjhall  make  him  <wail 
That  eir  my  fword  nvas  made  fae  Jharp% 

Saefaft  his  coat  of  mail. 

XXX. 
That  brag  his  flout  heart  coud  na  byde3 

It  lent  him  youthful  might : 
Vm  Hardyknute  this  day,  he  cry\33 
To  Scotlands  king  I  height ', 

h  To 
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To  lay  thee  law  as  hcrfes  hufe 

My  word  I  mean' to  keip, 
Syne  with  the  firft  ftrake  eir  he  flrake, 

He  garrd  his  body  bleid. 

XXXI. 
Norfe  ene  lyke  gray  gofehawks  ftaird  wyld, 

He  fight  with  fhame  and  fpyte ; 
Difgracd is  new  my  far  famd  arm 

That  left  thee  power  to  Jlryke  : 
Then  gave  his  head  a  blaw  fae  fell, 

It  made  him  down  to  floup, 
As  law  as  he  to  ladies  us'd 

In  courtly  gyfe  to  lout. 

XXXII. 

Full  foon  he  rais'd  his  bent  body, 

His  bow  he  marvell'd  fair, 
Sen  blaws  till  then  on  him  but  darrd 

As  touch  of  Fairly  fair : 
Norfe  ferliet  too  as  fair  as  he 

To  fee  his  flately  look, 
Sae  foon  as  eir  he  flrake  a  fae, 

Sae  foon  his  lyfe  he  took. 

XXXIII. 

Whair  like  a  fyre  to  hether  fet, 

Bauld  Thomas  did  advance, 
A  ffcurdy  fae  with  look  enragd 

Up  towards  him  did  prance ; 
He  fpurd  his  fleid  throw  thickefl  rank, 

The  hardy  youth  to  quell, 
Wha  flood  unmov'd  at  his  approach 

His  fury  to  repell. 

'  XXXIV. 
Thatjhort  hrownjhaft  fae  meanly  trimd, 

Looks  like  poor  Scotland'*  Geir, 
But  AreidfuU  fejw  the  rufty  poynt  ! 

And  loud  he  leugh  in  jeir. 
Aft  Britain s  blude  has  dimd  its  Jhyne, 

This  pcjnt  cut  Jhort  their  vaunt ; 
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Syne  piercd  the  hoafter's  bairded  cheik, 
Nae  time  he  took  to  taunt. 

XXXV. 
Short  while  he  in  his  fadle  fwang, 

His  ftirrip  was  nae  Hay,  , 

Sae  feible  hang  his  unbent  knee, 

Sure  taken  he  was  fey  : 
Swith  on  the  hardened  clay  he  fell, 

Right  far  was  hard  the  thud, 
But  Thomas  look'd  not  as  he  lay 

All  waltering  in  his  blude. 

XXXVI. 
With  cairles  gefture,  mynd  unmovM, 

On  raid  he  north  the  plain, 
His  feim  in  thrang  of  fiercer!:  ftryfe, 

When  winner  ay  the  fame  : 
Nor  yet  his  heart  dames  dimpelit  cheik, 

Coud  meife  faft  love  to  bruik, 
Till  vengeful  Ann  returnd  his  fcorn, 

Then  languid  grew  his  look. 

XXXVII. 
In  thrawis  of  death,  with  wailowit  cheik* 

Ail  panting  on  the  plain, 
The  fainting  corps  of  warriours  lay, 

Neir  to  aryfe  again  ;. 
Neir  to  return  to  native  land, 
•     Nae  mair  with  blythfom  founds, 
To  boaft  the  glories  of  the  day, 

And  ftrw  their  myning  wounds. 

XXXVIII. 
On  Norway*  coaft  the  widow'd  dame 

May  wain  the  rocks  with  teirs, 
May  lang  look  owie  the  fniples  feis5 

Before  her  mate  appeirs. 
Ceife,  Emma,  ceife  to  hope  in  vain, 

Thy  lord  lyis  in  the  clay, 
The  valiant  Scots  nae  refers  thole 

To  carry  lyfe  away. 

L  2  There 
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XXXIX. 
There  on  a  lie  whair  Hands  a  crofs, 

Set  up  for  monument, 
Thoufands  full  fierce  that  fummers  day 

Filld  keen  waris  black  intent. 
Let  Scots ,  while  Scots,  praife  Hardy  knute, 

Let  Nor/e  the  name  ay  dreid, 
Ay  how  he  faught,  aft  how  he  fpaird, 

Sal  lateft  ages  reid. 

XL. 

Loud  and  chill  blew  weftlin  wind, 

Sair  beat  the  heavy  fhowir, 
Mirk  grew  the  night  eir  Hardy knute, 

Wan  neir  his  ftately  tower  ; 
His  tower  that  ufd  with  torches  bleife, 

To  fhyne  fae  far  at  night, 
Seimd  now  as  black  as  mourning  weid, 

Nae  marvel  fair  he  feight, 

XLI. 

'There's  nae  light  in  my  ladys  hoivir. 

There's  nae  light  in  my  hall; 
Nae  blink  Jhynes  round  my  Fairly  fair, 

Nor  W&rdftands  on  my  wall. 
What  bodes  it  ?  Robert,  Thomas  fay, 

Nae  anfwer  fits  their  dreid. 
Stand  hack,  my  fans,    Vll  be  your  gyde„ 

But  by  they  paft  with  fpeid. 

XLII. 

As  f aft  as  I  haeffped  otvre  Scotlands_/iw, 

There  ceift  his  brag  of  weir, 
Sair  iham'd  to  mynd  ought  but  his  dame, 

And  maiden  Fairly  fair, 
Black  fear  he  felt,  but  what  to  fear, 

He  wilt  not  yet  with  dreid  ; 
Sair  fhook  his  body,  fair  his  limbs, 

And  all  the  warrior  fled. 

*******    *** 


The 
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T'be  Braes  of  Yarrow, 

BUSK  ye,  bufk  ye,  my  bonny  bonny  bride5 
Bufk  ye,  bulk  ye,  my  winfome  marrow, 
Bulk  ye,  bufk  ye,  my  bonny  bonny  bride3 
And  let  us  leave  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Where  got  ye  that  bonny  bonny  bride. 
Where  got  ye  that  winfome  marrow  ? 
I  got  her  where  I  durft  not  well  be  feen, 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  bonny  bonny  bride, 
Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  winfome  marrow, 
Nor  let  thy  heart  lament  to  leave 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Harrow. 

Why  does  ihe  weep,  thy  bonny  bonny  bride  ? 
Why  does  ihe  weep  thy  winjbme  rs  arrow  I 
And  why  dare  ye  nae  mair  well  be  feen, 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Lang  muft  me  weep,  lang  muft  Ihe,  mull  Ihe  weep, 
Lang  muft  Ihe  weep  with  dole  and  forrow, 
And  lang  mull  I  nae  mair  well  be  feen 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow,* 

For  me  has  tint  her  lover,  lover  dear, 
Her  lover  dear,  the  caufe  of  forrow  ; 
And  1  have  flain  the  comelieft  fwain, 
That  ever  pued  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Why  runs  thy  ftream,  O  Yarrow,  Yarrow,  reid  ? 
Why  on  thy  braes  heard  the  voice  of  forrow  ? 
And  why  yon  melancholious  weeds, 
Hung  on  the  bonny  birks  of  Yarrow  ? 

What's  yonder  floats  on  the  rueful,  rueful  flood  I  • 
What's  yonder  floats  ?  O  dole  and  forrow. 
O  'tis  the  comely  fwain  I  flew 
Upon  the  doleful  braes  of 'Yarrow. 

L  a  Wafo 
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Wafli,  O  warn  his  wounds,  his  wounds-in  tears, 
His  wounds  in  tears  of  dole  and  forrow, 
And  wrap  his  limbs  in  mourning  weeds, 
And  lay  him  on  the  braes  of  Farrow. 

Then  build,  then  build,  ye  fillers,  fifiers  fad, 

Ye  fillers  fad,  his  tomb  with  forrow, 

And  weep  around  in  woful  wife, 

His  helplefs  fate  on  the  braes  of  Farrow, 

Curfe  ye,  curfe  ye,  his  ufelefs,  ufelefs  fhield, 
My  arm  that  wrought  the  deed  of  forrow, 
The  fatal  fpear  that  pierc'd  his  breaft, 
his  comely  breaft  on  the  braes  of  Farrow. 

Did  I  not  warn  thee  not  to,  not  to  love, 
And  warn  from  fight?  but  to  my  forrow, 
Too  rafhly  bold,  a  flronger  arm 
Thou  met' 11,  and  [qII  on  the  braes  of  Farrow. 

Sweet  fmells  the  birk,  green  grows,  green  grows  the 
Yellow  on  Farrow's  braes  the  gowan,  (grafs, 

Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock, 
Sweet  the  wave  of  Farrow  flowan. 

Flows  Farrow  fweet,  as  fweet,  as  fweet  flows  Tweed, 
As  green  its  grafs,  its  go  wan  as  yellow, 
As  fweet  fmells  on  its  braes  the  birk, 
The  apple  from  its  rocks  as  mellow. 

Fair  was  thy  love,  fair,  fair  indeed  thy  love, 
In  flow'ry  bands  thou  didft  him  fetter; 
Tho'  he  was  fair,  and  well  belov'd  again, 
Than  me  he  never  lov'd  thee  better. 

Eulk  ye,  then  bulk,  my  bonny  bonny  bride, 
Bulk  ye,  then  bulk,  my  winfome  marrow, 
Bulk  ye,  and  loe  me  on  the  banks  of  Indeed, 
And  think  nae  inair  on  the  braes  of  Farrow. 

How 
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How  can  I  bufk  a  bonny  bonny  bride,' 
How  can  I  buik  a  winfome  marrow, 
How  loe  him  on  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
That  flew  my  love  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow  P 

0  Yarrow  fields,  may  never,  never  rain, 
No  dew  thy  tender  blofloms  cover, 

For  there  was  vilely  kill'd  my  love, 
My  love  as  he  had  not  been  a  lover. 

The  boy  put  on  his  robes,  his  robes  of  green, 
His  purple  veil,  'twas  my  ain  fewing,, 
.Ah  !  wretched  me,  I  little,  little  knew, 
He  was  in  thefe  to  meet  his  ruin. 

The  boy  took  out  his  milk-white,  milk-white  Heed, 

Unheedful  of  my  dole  and  forrow, 

But  e'er  the  toofal  of  the  night, 

He  lay  a  corps  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow, 

Much  I  rejoic'd  that  woeful,  woeful  day, 

1  fung,  my  voice  the  woods  returning, 
But  lang  e'er  night,  the  fpear  was  flown 
That  flew  my  love,  and  left  me  mourning. 

What  can  my  barbarous,  barbarous  father  do, 

But  with  his  cruel  rage  purfue  me  ? 

My  lover's  blood  is  on  thy  fpean j 

How  canfl  thou,  barbarous  man,  then  woo  me  I 

My  happy  fillers  may  be,  may  be  proud, 
With  cruel  and  ungentle  fcoffing, 
May  bid  me  feek  on  Yarrow's  braes 
My  lover  nailed  in  his  coffin. 

My  brother  Douglas  may  upbraid, 

And  ilrive  with  threatning  words  to  move  me, 

My  lover's  blood  is  on  thy  fpear, 

How  canfl  thou  ever  bid  me  love  thee  ? 

L  4  Yes, 
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Yes,  yes,  prepare  the  bed,  thebedoflove, 
With  bridal  meets  my  body  cover, 
Unbar,  ye  bridal  maids,  the  door, 
Let  in  the  expected  hufband  lover. 

But  who  the  expe&ed  hufband,  hufband  is  ? 
His  hands,  methinks,  are  bath'd  in  flaughter. 
Ah  me  !  what  ghaftly  fpeclre's  yon, 
Comes,  in  his  pale  fhroud,  bleeding  after  ? 

Pale  as  he  Is,  here  lay  him,  lay  him  down? 
O  lay  his  cold  head  on  my  pillow  ; 
Take  air",   take  afFthefe  bridal  weeds, 
And  crown  my  careful  head  with  yellow. 

Pale  tho'  thou  art,  yet  beft,  yet  beft  belov'd, 
O  could  my  warmth  to  life  reftore  thee  ; 
Yet  lie  all  night  between  my  breafls ; 
No  youth  lay  ever  there  before  thee. 

Pale,  indeed ,  O  lovely,  lovely  youth  I 
Forgive,    forgive  fo  foul  a  flaughter, 
And  lye  all  night  between  my  breafts, 
No  youth  fhallever  lye  there  after. 

Return,  return,  O  mournful,  mournful  bride, 
Return  and  dry  thy  ufelefs  forrow, 
Thy  lover  heeds  nought  of  thy  fighs, 
He  lies  a  corps  in  the  braes  of  Tarrow. 


Tie  End  of  the  Second  Volume. 


THE 

T  E  A-T  ABLE 

MISCELLANY. 

W hen  <vue  behold  her  angel  face, 
Ornvhen  Jhe  Jings  with  heavenly  grace y 
In  iv hat  <we  hear  and  avhat  <we  fee, 
How  ranjijhings  the  harmony  ! 
No  charms  like  Celia's  voice  furprije, 
Except  the  ?nufick  of  her  eyes .    Lansdowk, 

SONG    I, 

Nymph  of  the  plain, 
By  a  jolly  young  fwain, 
By  a  jolly  young  fwain. 
Was  addrefs'd  to  be  kiftd  : 
But  relentlefs  I  find 
To  his  prayers  Ihe  appear'd, 
Tho'  himfelf  he  endear'd, 
In  a  manner  fo  foft,  fo  engaging  and  fweefc 
As  foon  might  perfuade  her  his  paffion  to  meet. 

How  much  he  ador'd  her, 

How  oft  he  implor'd  her, 

How  oft  he  implor'd  her, 

I  cannot  exprefs  ; 

But  he  lov'd  to  excefs, 

And  fwore  he  would  die, 

If  fhe  would  not  comply, 
In  a  manner  fo  foft,  fo  engaging  and  fweet, 
As  foon  might  perfuade  her  his  paffion  JO  meet. 

L  5  While 
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While  bluflies  like  rofes, 

Which  nature  compofes, 

Which  nature  compofes, 

Vermilion'd  her  face, 

With  an  ardour  and  grace, 

Which  her  lover  improv'd, 

When  he  found  he  had  mov'd, 
In  a  manner  fo  foft,  fo  engaging  and  fvveet, 
As  foon  might  perfuade  her  his  pailion  to  meet. 

When  wak'd  from  the  joy, 
Which  their  fouls  did  employ, 
Which  their  fouls  did  employ, 
From  her  ruby  warm  lips, 
Thou  fan  d  odours  he  lips, 
At  the  fight  of  her  eyes, , 
He  faints  and  he  dies, 
In  a  manner  fo  foft,  fo  engaging  and  {wect, 
.  As  foon  might  perfuade  her  his  paflion  to  meet, 

But  how  they  fhall  part, 

Now  becomes  all  the  fmart, 

Now  becomes  all  the  fmart, 

'Till  he  vow'd  to  his  fair, 

That  to  eafe  his  own  care, 

He  would  meet  her  again, 

And  till  then  be  in  pain, 
In  a  manner  fo  foft,  fo  engaging  and  fweer, 
As  foon  might  perfuade  her  his  pailion  to  meet. 


SONG     IT. 

SEND  home  my  long  ftray'd  eyes  to  me, 
Which,  ah  !  too  long  have  dwelt  on  thee; 
But  if  from  thee  they've  iearn'd  fuch  ill, 
To  fvveetly  fmile, 
And  then  beguile, 
Keep  the  deceivers,  keep  them  Hill. ' 

Seng,  home  .my  harmlefs  heart  again, 
Which  no  unworthy  thought  cou'd  flaiii ', 
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But  if  it  has  been  taught  by  thine? 
To  forfeit  both 
Its  word  and  oath, 

iCeep  it,  for  then  'tis  none  of  mine. 

Yet  fend  me  home  my  heart  and  eyes. 
That  I  may  fee  and  know  thy  lies, 
And  laugh  one  day  perhaps  when  thou 
Shalt  grieve  for  one 
Thy  love  will  fcorn, 
And  prove  as  falfe  as  thou  art  now. 


SONG    III. 

WHILST  I  fondly  view  the  charmer, 
Thus  the  God  of  love  I  fue, 
Gentle  Cupid,  pray  difarm  her, 

Cupid,  if  you  love  me,  do  : 
Of  a  thoufand  fweets  bereave  her, 

Rob  her  neck,  her  lips,  and  eyes3 
The  remainder  ftill  will  leave  her 
Power  enough  to  tyrannize, 

Shape  and  feature,  flame  and  paffion3 

Still  in  «  very  breaft  will  move, 
More  is  fuperercgation, 

Meer  idolatry  of  love  : 
You  may  drefs  a  world  of  Chioes 

In  the  beauties  fhe  can  fpare  ; 
Hear  him,   Cupid,  who  no  foe  is 

To  your  altars,  or  the  fair. 

Fooliih  mortal,  pray  be  eafy, 

Angry  Cupid  made  reply, 
Do  F/orella's  charms  difpleafe  you  ? 

Die  then,  fooliih  mortal,  die  : 
Fancy  not  that  I'll  deprive  her 

Of  the  captivating  ftore  ; 
Shepherd,  no,  Til  rather  give  her 

Twenty  thoufand  beauties,  more, 

L  6  War* 
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Were  Flcrella  proud  and  four, 

Apt  to  mock  a  lover's  care  ; 
juftly  then  you'd  pray  that  power 

Shou'd  be  taken  from  the  fair  : 
But  tho'  I  fpread  a  blemim  o'er  her, 

No  relief  in  that  you'll  find  ; 
Still,  fond  fhepherd,  you'll  adore  her 

For  the  beauties  of  her  mind. 


SONG    IV. 

TEN   years,  like  Troy,   my  ftuhborh  heart 
Withflood  rh'  affault  of  fond  defire  : 
But  now;  alas !  I  feel  a  fmart, 
Poor  I,  like  Troy,  am  fet  on  fire. 

With  care  we  may  a  pile  fecure, 

And  from  all  common  fparks  defend  ; 

But,  oh !  who  can  a  houfe  fecure, 
When  the  ccelellial  flames  defcend  ? 

Thus  was  I  fafe,  till  from  your  eyes 
Deituclive  fires  are  brightly  given  ; 

Ah  !  who  can  mun  the  warm  furprife, 

When,  lo !  the  light'ning  comes  from  Jieaven  ? 


SONG    V. 

'HILST  I  gaze  on  Qhloe  trembling, 
Straight  her  eyes  my  fate  declare  ; 
When  (he  {miles  I  fear  difTembling, 
When  me  frowns  I  then  defpair. 
Jealous  of  fome  rival  lover, 

If  a  wandring  look  (he  give  ; 

Fain  I  would  refolve  to  leave  her, 

But  can  fooxier  ceafe  to  live. 

Why  ihould  I  conceal  my  paflion, 

Or  the  torments  I  endure  ? 
I  will  difclofe  my  inclination  : 

Awful  diltance  yields  no  cure.  Sure 
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Sure  it  is  not  in  her  nature, 

To  be  cruel  to  her  flare  ?. 
She  is  too  divine  a  creature 

To  deftroy  what  me  can  fave. 

Happy's  he  whofe  inclination 

Warms  but  with  a  gentle  heat  i 
Never  mounts  to  raging  paffion  ; 

Love's  a  torment,  if  too  great. 
When  the  fiorm  is  once  blown  over, 

Soon  the  ocean  quiet  grows  ; 
But  a  conftant  faithful  lover 

Seldom  meets  with  true  repofe. 

i  ■  iii  i  i  ii  i  — — »        i  ■  m 

SONG     VI. 

MY  days  have  been  fe>  wond'rous  free, 
The  little  birds  that  fly, 
With  carelefs  eafe,  from  tree  to  tree. 
Were  but  as  bleft  as  I. 

Afk  gliding  waters,  if  a  tear 

Of  mine  increas'd  their  itream  ; 
Or  afk  the  flying  gales,  if  e'er 

I  lent  a  iigh  to  them. 

But  now  my  former  days  retire, 

And  I'm  by  beauty  caught  : 
The  tender  chains  of  fweet  defire 

Are  fixt  upon  my  thought. 

An  eager  hope  within  my  breaft 

Does  every  doubt  controul  ; 
And  lovely  Nanjy  ftands  confer! 

The  favourite  of  my  foul. 

Ye  nightingales,  ye  twilling  pines, 

Ye  (wains  that  haunt  the  grove, 
Ye  gentle  ecchoes,  breezy  winds, 

Ye  clofe  retreats  of  love  ; 

With  all  of  nature,  all  of  art, 

Aiiifl  the  dear  defign, 
O  teach  a  young  unpraclis'd  heart, 

To  make  her  ever  mine.  The 
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The  very  thought  of  change  I  hate. 

As  much  as  of  defpair, 
And  hardly  covet  to  be  great, 

Unlefs  it  be  for  her. 

9Tls  true  the  paffion  in  my  mind 

Is  mixt  with  foft  diftrefs  ; 
Yet  while  the  fair  I  love  is  kind, 

I  cannot  wifh  it  lefs. 

SONG    VIL 

ALL  in  the  Doivns  the  fleet  was  moord, 
The  fticamers  waving  in  the  wind, 
\^«en  black-eyed  Su/an  came  on  board  ;  N 

Oh  !  where  mall  I  my  true  love  find  ?' 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  Tailors,  tell  me  true, 
If  my  fweet  William  fails  among  the  crew. 

William,  who  high  upon  the  yard, 

Rock'd  with  the  billows  to  and  fro  ; 

Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard, 

He  figh'd,  and  caft  his  eyes  below  : 

The  cord  ilides  gently  thro'  his  glowing  hands, 

And  quick  as  lightning  on  the  deck  he  Hands. 

So  the  fweet.  lark,  high  pois'd  in  air, 

Shuts  clofe  his  pinions  to  his  breaft, 
(If  chance  his  mate's  ihrili  voice' he  hear) 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  nefl  : 
The  nobleft  captain  in  the  Br.iiijk  fleet 
Might  envy  Williani's  lips  thofe  kiffes  fweet. 

O  Sufan>  Su/an,  lovely  dear  ! 

My  vows  mall  ever  true  remain, 
Let  me  kifs  off  that  falling  tear, 
We  only  part  to  meet  again  : 
Change  as  ye  lilt,  ye  winds,  my  heart  mall  be 
The  faithful  compafs  that  Hill  points  at  thee. 

Believe  not  what  the  landmen  fay, 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  conflant  .mind  j 
They'll  tell,  the  failors  when  away, 

la  GY'ry  port  a  miftrefs  find  :  Yes, 
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Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  fo} 
For  thou  art  prefent  wherefoe'er  I  go  : 

If  to  fair  India's  coafl  we  fail, 

Thy  eyes  are  feen  in  diamonds  bright, 
Thy  breath  is  Africk\  fpicy  gale, 
Thy  fkin  is  ivory  fo  whits  ; 
Thus  every  beauteous  object  that  I  view 
Wakes  in  my  foul  fome  charms  of  lovely  Sue. 

ThoJ  battles  call  me  from  thy  arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Sufan  mourn, 
Tho'  cannons  roar,  yet  fafe  from  harms 
William  fhall  to  his  dear  return. 
Love  turns  afide  the  balls  that  round  me  fly, 
Left  precious  tears  ihould  drop  from  Su/an's  eye. 

The  boatfwain  gave  the  dreadful  word, 

The  fails  their  fwelling  bofcmfpread, 
No  longer  mud  fhe  flay  aboard; 

They  kifs'd  ;  fhe  figh'd ;  he  hung  his  head 
Her  lefTening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land, 
Adieu,  fhe  cries  ;  and  wav'd her  lilly  hand. 


SONG    VIII. 

SWEET  are  the  charms  of  her  I  love, 
More  fragrant  than  the  damafk  rofe, 
Soft  as  the  down  of  turtle  dove, 

Gentle  as  winds  when  Zephyr  blows, 
Refrefhing  as  defcending  rains 
To  fun  burnt  climes  and  thirity  plains. 

True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole, 

Or  as  the  dial  to  the  fun, 
Conftant  as  gliding  waters  roll, 

Whofe  fwelling  tides  obey  the  moon  ; 
From  every  other  chamer  free, 
My  life  and  love  fhall  follow  thee, 

The 
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The  lamb  the  flowry  thyme  devours, 
The  dam  the  tender  kid  purfues, 
Sweet  Philomel,  in  fhady  bowers 

Of  verdant  fpring,  her  note  renews ; 
All  follow  what  they  moil  admire, 
As  I  purfue  my  foul's  defire. 

Nature  mufl  change  her  beauteous  face, 

And  vary  as  the  feafons  rife  ; 
As  winter  to  the  fpring  gives  place, 
Summer  th'  approach  of  autumn  flies  : 
No  change  on  love  the  feafons  bring, 
Love  only  knows  perpetual  fpring. 

Devouring  time,  with  Healing  pace, 
Makes  lofty  oaks  and  cedars  bow  ; 
And  marble  towers  and  walls  of  brafs 
In  his  rude  march  he  levels  low  : 
But  time,  deflroying  far  and  wide, 
Love  from  the  foul  can  ne'er  divide. 

Death  only,  with  his  cruel"  dart,. 

The  gentle  Godhead  can  remove, 
And  drive  him  from  the  bleeding  heart 
To  mingle  with  the  bleft  above, 
Where  known  to  all  his  kindred  train* 
He  finds  a  lafting  reft  from  pain. 

Love  and  his  filler  fair  the  foul, 

Twin-born  from  heaven  together  ca^e  : 
Love  will  the  univerfe  controul, 

When  dying  feafons  lofe  their  name  5 
Divine  abodes  mail  own  his  power, 
When  time  and  death  mall  be  no  more. 

SONG    IX. 

FAIR  Iris  and  her  fvvain 
Were  in  a  fhady  bower, 
Where  Thirjis  long  in  vain 
Had  fought  the  happy  hour. 

At 
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At  length  his  hand  advancing 

Upon  her  fnowy  bread, 
He  faid,  O  !   kifs  me  longer, 

Longer  yet  and  longer, 
If  you  would  make  me  blefL 

Iris. 

An  eafy  yielding  maid 

By  trufting  is  undone, 
Our  fex  is  oft  betray'd 

By  granting  love  too  foon  ; 
If  you  defire  to  gain  me, 

Your  fufFerings  to  redrefs, 
Prepare  to  love  me  longer, 

Longer  and  yet  longer, 
Before  you  mall  poffefs. 

T  H  I  R  8  I  S .  ' 

The  little  care  you  mow 

Of  all  my  forrows  pan1, 
Makes  death  appear  too  flow, 

And  life  too  long  to  laft  ; 
Oh,  Iris  !  kifs  me  kindly 

In  pity  of  my  fate, 
Fair  Iris,  kifs  me  kindly, 

Kindly  Hill  and  kindly, 
Before  it  be  too  late. 

Iris. 

You  fondly  court  your  blifs, 

And  no  advances  make  ; 
'Tis  not  for  maids  to  kifs, 

But  'tis  for  men  to  take  : 
So  you  may  kifs  me  kindly, 

And  I  will  not  rebell, 
Tbirjis  may  kifs  me  kindly, 

Kindly  ftill  and  kindly ; 
But  never  kifs  and  tell. 

Alternative.    • 
And  may  I  kifs  you  kindly  ? 

Tes,  you  may  kifs  me  kindly v 
And  kindly  ftill  and  kindly  ? 

And  kindly  fill  and  kindly,  And 
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And  will  you  not  rebell  ? 

And  I  <will  not  rebel], 
Then,  love,  I'll  kifs  thee  kindly, 

Kindly  fall  and  kindiy  ; 
Eut  never  kifs  and  tell. 


SONG    X. 

AH  !  bright  Belinda,  hither  fly, 
And  fuch  a  light  difcover, 
As  may  the  abfent  fun  fupply, 
And  ehear  the  drooping  lover, 

A  rife,  my  day,  with  fpeed  arife, 

And  all  my  forrows  baniih  : 
Before  the  fun  of  thy  bright  eyes, 
-  All  gloomy  terrors  vanifh. 

No  longer  let  me  figh  in  vain, 
And  curie  the  hoarded  treafure : 

Why  mould  you  love  to  give  us  pain, 
When  you  were  made  for  pleafure  ? 

The  petty  powers  of  hell  deilroy  % 
To  fave's  the  pride  of  heaven  : 

To  you  the  firft,  if  you  prove  coy  ; 
li  kind,  the  laft  is  given. 

The  choice  then  fare's  not  hard  to  make, 

Betwixt  a  good  and  evil : 
Wrhich  title  had  you  rather  take, 

My  Goddefs,  or,  my  devil? 


SONG     XL 

FI  E  !  Liza,    fcorn  the  little  arts, 
Which  meaner  beauties  ufe, 
Who  think  they  ne'er  fecure  our  hearts, 
Unlefs  they  flill  refufe  ; 


Are 
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Are  coy  and  fhy  ;  will  feem  to  frown, 
To  raife  our  p  anion  higher ; 

But  when  the  poor  delight  is  known, 
It  quickly  palls  defire. 

Come,  let's  not  trifle  time  away, 

Or  ftGp  you  know  not  why  ; 
Your  blufhes  and  your  eyes  betray 

What  death  you  mean  to  die  ! 
Let  all  your  maiden  fears  be  gone, 

And  love  no  more  be  croft  : 
Ah  !  Li%a,  when  the  joys  are  known, 

You'll  cuffe  the  minutes  part. 


SONG  'XII. 

E  wary,  my  Celt  a,  when  Celadon  fues, 
Thefe  ivits  are  the  bane  of  your  charms  : 
Beauty,  play'd  againft  reafon,  will  certainly  lofe, 
Warring  naked  with  robbers  in  arms. 

Young  Damon,  defpis'd  for  his  plainnefi  of  parts, 
Has  worth  that  a  woman  would  prize  ; 

He'll  run  the  race  out,  tho'  he  heavily  flarts, 
And  diftance  the  fhort-winded  nvife. 

Your  fool  is  a  faint  in  the  temple  of  love, 
And  kneels  all  his  life  there  to  pray  ; 

Youroy/V  but  looks  in,  and  makes  hafte  to  remove, 
'Tis  a  ftage  he  but  takes  in  his  way. 

SONG     XIII. 

STELLA  and  Flavia  every  hour, 
Do  various  hearts  furprife ; 
In  Stella's  foul  lies  all  her  power, 
And  F/avia's  in  her  eyes. 

More  boundlefsF/ax'zVs  conquers  are, 

And  Stella's  more  confin'd  : 
All  can  difcern  a  face  that's  fair, 

But  few  a  lovely  mind.  Stella, 
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Stella,  like  Britain's  monarch,  reigns 

O'er  cultivated  lands  ; 
Like  eaftern  tyrants,  Flavia  deigns 

To  rule  o'er  barren  fands. 

Then  boaft,  fair  Flavia,  boaft  thy  face, 

Thy  beauties  only  ilore  : 
Thy  charms  will  every  day  decreafe, 

Each  day  gives  Stella  more. 

SONG    XIV. 

|F  all  the  girls  that  are  {o  fmart, 

_  '     There's  none  like  pretty  Sally ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  fhe  lives  in  our  alley. 
There  is  no  lady  in  the  land 

Is  half  fo  fweet  as  Sally ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  hearty 

And  fhe  lives  in  our  alley. 

Her  father  he  makes  cabbage  nets, 

And  thro'  the  ilreets  does  cry 'em  ; 
Her  mother  fhe  fells  laces  long, 

To  fuch  as  pleafe  to  buy  'em  : 
But  fure  fuch  folks  cou'd  ne'er  bege£ 

So  fweet  a  girl  as  Sally  ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  me  lives  in  our  alley. 

When  fhe  is  by,  I  leave  my  work, 

I  love  her  fo  fincerely  ; 
My  matter  comes  like  any  Turk, 

And  bangs  me  moil  feverely  : 
But  let  him  bang  his  belly  full, 

I'll  bear  it  all  for  Sally  ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  fhe  lives  in  our  alley. 

Of  all  the  days  are  in  the  week, 
I  dearly  love  but  one  day, 


ARd 
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And  that's  the  day  that  comes  betwixt 

The  Saturday  and  Monday. 
For  then  I'm  dreft  all  in  my  belt, 

To  walk  abroad  with  Sally, 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  fhe  lives  in  our  alley. 

My  matter  carries  me  to  church, 

And  often  am  I  blamed, 
Becaufe  I  leave  him  in  the  lurch, 

As  foon  as  text  is  named  : 
I  leave  the  church  in  fermon-time,  " 

And  flink  away  with  Sally ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  fhe  lives  in  our  alley. 

When  Chrijlmas  comes  about  again, 

O  !  then  I  mail  have  money  ; 
I'll  hoard  it  up,  and  box  it  all, 

And  give  it  to  my  honey  : 
Andwou'd  it  were  ten  thoufand  pound, 

I'd  give  it  all  to  Sally, 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  fhe  lives  in  our  alley. 

My  mafter  and  the  neighbours  all 

Make  game  of  me  and  Sally, 
And  (but  for  her)  I'd  better  be 

A  llave  and  row  a  galley  ; 
But  when  my  feven  long  years  are  out, 

O  !  then  I'll  marry  Sally. 
O  !  then  we'll  wed,  and  then  we'll  bed, 

But  not  in  our  alley. 


SONG     XV. 

WOuld  you  have  a  young  virgin  of  fifteen  years, 
You  muft  tickle  her  fancy  with  fweet  and 
dears, 
Ever  toying  and  playing,  and  fweetly,  fweetly, 
Sing  a  love-fonnet,  and  charm  her  ears ; 

Wittily 
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Wittily,  prettily  talk  her  down, 
Chafe  her,  and  praife  her  if  fair  or  brown  3 
Sooth  her  and  fmooth  her, 
And  teaie  her  and  pleafe  her, 
And  touch  but  her  fmicket,  and  all's  your  own. 

Do  ye  fancy  a.  widow,  well  known  in  men, 
With  the  front  of  aiTuranee  come  boldly  on  ; 
Be  at  her  each  moment,  and  brifkly,  brifkly 
Put  her  in  mind,  h-w  her  time  Heals  on  : 
Rattle  and  prattle  altho'  me  frown, 
Roufe  her  and  toufe  her  from  morn  till  noon, 
And  fliew  her  fome  hour 
You  are  able  to  grapple, 
And  get  but  her  writings,  and  all's  your  own. 

Do  ye  fancy  a  punk  of  a  humour  free, 
That's  kept  by  a  fumbler  of  quality, 
You  mult  rail  at  her  keeper,  and  tell  her,  tell  her, 
That  pleafure's  bell  charm  is  variety  ; 
Swear  her  much  fairer  than  all  the  town, 
Try  her  and  ply  her  when  Cutty's  gone, 
Dog  her  and  jog  her, 
And  meet  her  and  treat  her, 
And  kifs  with  a  guinea,  and  all's  your  own. 


SONG    XVI. 

She. 

OH  love  !  if  a  God  thou  wilt  be, 
Do  juftice  in  favour  of  me  j 
For  yonder  approaching  I  fee, 
A  man  with  a  beard, 
Who,  as  I  have  heard, 
Hath  often  undone 
Poor  maids  that  have  none, 
With  fighing  and  toying, 
And  crying  and  lying, 
And  fuch  kind  of  foolery. 

Fair 
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He. 

Fair  maid,  by  your  leave, 

My  heart  does  receive 

Strange  pleafure  to  meet  you  here  ; 

Pray  tremble  not  fo, 

Nor  offer  to  go, 
I'll  do  you  no  harm,  I  fwear, 
I'll  do  you  no  harm,  I  fwear. 

She. 
My  mother  is  fpinning  at  home, 
My  father  works  hard  at  the  loom, 
And  we  are  a  milking  come  ; 

Their  dinner  they  want  ; 
Then  pray  ye,  Sir,  don't 
Make  more  ado  on't, 
Nor  give  us  affront ; 
We're  none  of  the  town 
Will  ly  down  for  a  crown. 
Then  away,  Sir,  and  give  us  room. 

He. 

By  Phcsbus  and  Jove, 

By  honour  and  love, 

111  do  thee,  dear  fweet,  no  harm; 
Ye're  as  fre  fh  as  a  rofe, 
I  want  one  of  thofe  ; 

Ah  !  how  fuch  a  wife  wou'd  charm, 

Ah !  how  fuch  a  wife  wou'd  charm. 

S  H  Ei 

And  can  you  then  like  the  old  rule, 
Be  conjugal,  honeil  and  dull, 
And  marry,  and  look  like  a  fool  ; 
For  I  mull  be  plain, 
All  tricks  are  in  vain ;  ' 
There's  nothing  can  gain 
What  you  wou'd  obtain, 
Iiike  moving  and  proving, 
By  wedding,  true  loving, 
My  leflbn  I  learnt  at  fchooh 


ru 
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He. 
I'll  do't  by  this  hand, 
I've  houfes  and  land, 
Eftate  too  in  good  free  hold  ; 

My  dear,  let  us  joyn, 
It  all  mall  be  thine, 
Befides  a  good  purfe  of  gold, 
Befides  a  good  purfe  of  gold. 

She. 

You  make  me  to  bluih  now,  I  vow  ; 

Ah  me  !  mall  I  baulk  my  cow  ? 

But  fince  the  late  oath  you  havefwore, 
Your  foul  fhall  not  be 
In  danger  for  me  ; 
I'll  rather  agree 
Of  two  to  make  three  : 
We'll  wed,  and  we'll  bed, 
There's  no  more  to  be  faid, 

And  I'll  ne'er  go  a  milking  more. 


SONG    XVII. 

MAIDEN,  frefh  as  a  rofe, 
Young,  buxom,  and  full  of  jollity, 
Take  no  fpoufe  among  beaux, 
Fond  of  their  raking  quality  ; 
He  who  wears  a  long  bum, 
All  powder'd  down  from  his  pericrane, 

And  with  nofe  full  of  fnulh, 
Snuffles  out  love  in  a  merry  vein. 

Who,  to  dames  of  high  place, 
Does  prattle  like  any  parrot  too  ; 

Yet  with  doxies  a  brace 
At  night  pigs  in  a  garret  too ; 

Patrimony  out-run, 
To  make  a  fine  mow  to  carry  thee  i 

Plainly,  friend,  thou'rt  undone^ 
If  fuch  a  creature  mary  thee. 


Then/ 
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Then,  for  fear  of  a  bribe, 
Of  flattering  noife  and  vanity, 

Yoak  a  lad  of  our  tribe, 
He'll  mew  the  beft  humanity  : 

Flafhy  thou  wilt  find  love, 
In  civil  as  well  as  fecular  ; 

But  when  the  fpirit  doth  move, 
We  have  a  gift  particular. 

Tho'  our  gravenefs  is  pride, 
That  boobys  the  more  venerate, 

He  that  gets  a  good  bride, 
Can  jump  when  he's  to  generate; 

Off  then  goes  the  difguife, 
To  bed  in  his  arms  he'll  carry  thee ; 

Then  to  be  happy  and  wife, 
Take  yea  and  nay  to  marry  thee. 

SONG    XVill. 

LAST  Sunday  at  faint  James\  pray'rs, 
The  prince  and  princefs  by, 
I,  drefs'd  all  in  my  whale- bone  airs, 
Sat  in  a  clofet  nigh. 

I  bow'd  my  knees,  I  held  my  book, 

Read  all  the  anfwers  o'er  ; 
But  was  perverted  by  a  look, 

Which  pierc'd  me  from  the  door. 

High  thoughts  of  heaven  I  came  to  ufe, 

With  the  devouteft  care  ; 
Which  gay  young  Strepbon  made  me  lofe, 

And  all  the  raptures  there. 

He  wait  to  hand  me  to  my  chair, 

And  bow'd  with  courtly  grace  ; 
But  whifper'd  love  into  mine  ear, 

Too  warm  for  that  grave  place. 

Love,  love,  faid  he,  by  all  ador'd, 

My  tender  heart  has  won  : 
But  I  grew  peevifh  at  the  word, 

Defir'd  he  might  be  gone. 

M  H, 
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He  went  quite  out  of  fight,  while  I 

A  kinder  anfwer  meant ; 
Nor  did  I  for  my  fins  that  day, 

By  half  fo  much  repent. 


SONG    XIX. 

LOVE,  thou  art  the  beft  of  human  joys, 
Our  chiefeft  happinefs  below  ; 
All  other  pleafures  are  but  toys, 
Muiick  without  thee  is  but  noife, 
Beauty  but  an  empty  mow. 

Heaven  that  knew  belt  what  men  cou'd  move, 
And  raife  his  thoughts  above  the  brute, 

Said,  let  him  be,  and  let  him  love, 

That  only  mud  his  foul  improve, 
Howe'er  philofophers  difpute. 


SONG     XX. 

DESPAIRING  befide  a  clear  ftream, 
A  fhepherd  forfaken  was  laid  ; 
And  while  a  falfe  nymph  was  his  theme, 

A  willow  fuppoi  ted  his  head. 
The  wind  that  blew  over  the  plain, 

To  his  fighs  with  a  figh  did  reply  ; 
And  the  brook  in  return  to  his  pain, 
Ran  mournfully  murmuring  by. 

Alas !  filly  fwain  that  I  was ; 

(Thus  fadly  complaining  he  ery'd) 
When  firft  I  beheld  that  fair  face, 

'Twere  better  by  far  I  had  dy'd  : 
She  talk'd,  and  1  bleft  her  dear  tongue, 
-  When  fhe  fmiPd  it  was  pleafure  too  great ; 
I  liflen'd,  and  cry'd  when  fhe  fung, 

Was  nightingale  everfo  fweet  ? 

How  foolifh  was  I  to  believe, 

She  could  doat  on  fo  lowly  a  clown, 


Or 
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Or  that  her  fond  heart  would  not  grieve, 

To  forfake  the  fine  folk  of  the  town  ? 
To  think  that  a  beauty  fo  gay, 

So  kind  and  fo  conflant  would  prove'; 
Or  go  clad  like  our  maidens  in  gray, 

Or  live  in  a  cottage  on  love  ? 

What  tho' I  have  {kill  to  complain, 

Tho'  the  mufes  my  temples  have  crown'd, 
"What  tho' when  they  hear  my  foft  ftrains. 

The  virgins  fit  weeping  around  ; 
Ah  Colin  !  thy  hopes  are  in  vain, 

Thy  pipe  and  thy  laurel  refign, 
Thy  fair  one  inclines  to  a  fwain, 

Whofe  muiick  is  fweeter  than  thine. 

All  you  my  companions  fo  dear, 

Who  forrow  to  fee  me  betray'd, 
Whatever  I  ftiffer,  forbear, 

Forbear  to  accufe  the  falfe  maid. 
Tho'  thro'  the  wide  world  I  fhou'd  range* 

'Tis  in  vain  from  my  fortune  to  fly  ; 
*Twas  her's  to  be  falfe  and  to  change, 

'Tis  mine  to  be  conitant  and  die. 

If  while  my  hard  fate  Ifuftain, 

In  her  breaft  any  pity  is  found, 
Let  her  come  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain* 

And  fee  me  laid  low  in  the  ground  : 
The  lail  humble  boon  that  I  crave, 

Is  to  fhade  me  with  cypref;  and  yew  ; 
And  when  me  looks  down  on  my  grave, 

Let  her  own  that  herihepherd  was  true, 

Then  to  her  new  love  let  her  go, 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array  ; 
Be  fined  at  every  fine  mow, 

And  frolick  it  all  the  long  day. 
While  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone, 

No  more  mall  be  talk'd  of  or  feen, 
Unlefs  when  beneath  the  pale  moon, 

Hisghoil  ihall  glide  over  the  green. 

M  2  SONG 
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SONG    XXI. 

3 ?  |  "VWAS  when  the  feas  were  roaring 

X        With  hollow  blafts  of  wind, 
A  damfel  lay  deploring, 

All  on  a  rock  reclin'd. 
Wide  o'er  the  roaring  billows, 

She  call  a  wifhful  look  ; 
33er  head  was  crown'd  with  willows, 

That  trembled  o'er  the  brook. 

Twelve  months  were  gone  and  over, 

And  nine  long  tedious  days ; 
Why  didft  thon,  vent'rous  lover, 

Why  did  ft  thou  truft  the  feas  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe  then,  cruel  ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  reft  : 
Ah !  what's  thy  troubled  motion, 

To  that  within  my  breaft  ? 

The  merchant  robb'd  of  treafure, 

Views  tempefts  in  defpair  ; 
But  what's  the  lofs  of  treafure, 

To  lofing  of  my  dear ! 
Shou'd  you  fome  coaft  be  laid  on, 

Where  gold  and  diamonds  grow, 
You'd  find  a  richer  maiden, 

But  none  that  loves  you  fo. 

How  can  you  fay  that  nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain  ; 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Do  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 
No  eye  thefe  rocks  difcover, 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep, 
To  wreck  the  wandring  lover, 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 

AH  melancholly  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  me  for  her  dear, 

Kepay'd  each  blaft  with  fighing, 
Each  billow  with  a  tear : 


When 
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When  o'er  the  white  waves  ftooping, 

His  floating  corps  fhe  fpy'd  ; 
Then  like  a  lilly  drooping, 

She  bow'd  her  head,  and  dy'd. 


SONG    XXII. 

REMEMBER,    Damon,  you  did  tell, 
In  chaftity  you  lov'd  me  well ; 
But  now,  alas !  lam  undone, 
And  here  am  left  to  make  my  moan : 
To  doleful  (hades  I  will  remove, 
Since  I'm  defpis'd  by  him  I  love, 
Where  poor  forfaken  nymphs  are  feen, 
In  lonely  walks  of  willow-green. 

Upon  my  dear's  deluding  tongue, 
Such  foft  perfuafive  language  hung, 
That  when  his  words  had  filence  broke, 
You  wou'd  have  thought  an  angel  fpoke. 
Too  happy  nymph,  whoe'er  fhe  be, 
That  now  enjoys  my  charming  he  ; 
For  oh  !  I  fear  it  to  my  coft, 
She's  found  the  heart  that  I  have  loft. 

Beneath  the  faireft  flower  on  earth, 
A  fnake  may  hide,  or  take  its  birth  ; 
So  his  falfe  breaft,  conceal  it  did 
His  heart,  thefnakethat  there  lay  hid. 
'Tis  falfe  to  fay,   we  happy  are, 
Since  men  delight  thus  to  enfnare; 
In  man  no  woman  can  be  bleft, 
Their  vows  are  wind,  their  love  a  jell. 

Ye  Gods,  in  pity  to  my  grief, 
Send  me  my  Damon,   or  relief; 
Return  the  wild  delicious  boy, 
Whom  once  I  thought  my  fpring  of  joy  : 
But  whilft  I'm  begging  of  this  blifs, 
Methinks  I  hear  you  anfwer  thus, 
When  Damon  has  enjofd,  he  flies. 
Who  fees  him,  loaves ;  <who  lo<ves  him,  dies* 

M  3  There' 
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There*s  not  a  bird  that  haunts  the  grove*, 
But  is  a  witrefs  of  my  love  : 
Now  all  the  bleeters  on  the  plain 
Seem  fympathizers  in  my  pain  ; 
Eecho's  repeat  my  plaintive  moans  ; 
The  waters  imitate  my  groans  ; 
The  trees  their  bending  boughs  recline, 
And  droop  their  heads  as  I  do  mine. 


SONG     XXIII. 

ON  a  bank  befide  "a  willow, 
Heaven  her  covering,  earth  her  pillow* 
Sad  Amynta  figh*d  alone  : 
From  the  chearlefs  dawn  of  morning, 
Till  the  dews  of  night  returning, 
Singing,  thus  fne  made  her  moan, 
Hope  is  banifh'd, 
Joys  are  vanifh'd, 
Damon  my  belov'd  is  gone. 

Time,   I  dare  thee  to  difcover 
Such  a  youth  and  fuch  a  lover  : 
Oh  !  fo  true,  fo  kind  was  he  ! 
Damon  was  the  pride  of  nature, 
Charming  in  his  every  feature  , 
Damon  liv'd  alone  for  me  : 
Melting  kilfes, 
Murm'ring  blifTes, 
Who  fo  liv'd  and  lov'd  as  we  ? 

Never  ihall  we  curfe  the  mornings 
Never  blefs  the  night  returning, 

Sweet  embraces  to  reltore  ; 
Never  mall  we  both  ly  dying, 
Nature  failing,  love  fupplying 
All  the  joys  he  drain'd  before  i 
To  befriend  me, 
Death,  come,  end  me, 
Love  and  Damon  are  no  more, 


SONG 
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SONG    XXIV. 

ALEXIS  fhun'd  his  fellow  fwains, ; 
Their  rural  fports  and  jocund  ftrainsy 
(Heaven  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow;) 
He  loft  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks, 
And  wand'ring  thro'  the  lonely  recks, 
He  nourifh'd  endlefs  woe. 

The  nymphs  and  fhepherds  round  him  came, 
His  grief  fome  pity,  others  blame ; 

The  fatal  caufe  all  kindly  feek  : 
He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs, 
He  gave  them  back  their  friendly  tears, 

He  iigird  j  but  could  not  fpeak. 

ClarivJa  came  among  the  reft, 
And  fhe  too,  kind  concern  expreft, 

And  afk'd  the  reafon  of  his  woe. 
She  afk'd  ;  but  with  an  air  and  mein, 
As  made  it  eaiily  forefeen, 

She  fear'd  too  much  to  know.  , 

The  fhepherd  rais'd  his  mournful  head,. 
And  will  you  pardon  me,  he  faid, 

While  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ; 
Which  nothing  from  my  breail  mould  tear,. 
Which  never  mould  offend  your  ear, 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell  ? 

Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain, 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain  j 

You  are  the  caufe  of  all  my  care  : 
Your  eyes  ten  thoufand  dangers  dart  % 
Ten  thoufand  torments  vex  my  heart ; 

I  love,  and  I  defpair. 
Too  much,  Alexis,    I  have  heard, 
*Tis  what  I  thought,  'tis  what  I  fear'd  i 

And  yet  I  pardon  you,  fhe  cry'd  ; 
But  you  fhall  promife,  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  fpeak  your  pain. 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  and  dy'd. 

M  4  SONG 
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WK  Y  fo  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  ? 
Prithee,  why  fo  pale  ? 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her, 
Looking  ill  prevail  ? 
Prithee,  why  fo  pale  ? 

Why  fo  dull  and  mute,  young  finner  ? 

Prithee,  why  fo  mute? 
Will,  when  fpeaking  well  can't  win  her  ? 

Saying  nothing  do't  ? 

Prithee,  why  fo  mute  ? 

Quit,  quit  for  fhame  ;  this  will  not  move, 

This  cannot  take  her  ; 
If  of  herfelf  me  will  not  love, 

Nothing  can  make  her  : 

The  devil  take  her. 


SONG     XXVI. 

MY  friend  and  I, 
We  drank  whole  pifs-pots 

Full  of  fack  up  to  the  brim  ; 
J  drank  to  my  friend, 

And  he  drank  his  pot, 

So  we  put  about  the  whim  : 
Three  bottles  and  a  quart 
We  fwallow'd  down  our  throat, 

(But  hang  fuch  puny  fips  as  thefe;) 
We  laid  us  all  along, 
With  our  mouths  unto  the  bung, 

And  tipt  whole  hogmeads  off  with  eafe, 

I  heard  of  a  fop 

That  drank  whole  tankards, 

Stil'd  himfelf  the  prince  of  fots : 
But  I  fay  now,  hang 

Such  iilly  drunkards, 

Melt  their  flagons,  break  their  pots. 


My 
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My  friend  and  I  did  join 
For  a  cellar  full  of  wine. 

And  we  drank  the  vintner  out  of  door ; 
We  drank  it  all  up 
In  a  morning,  at  a  fup, 

And  greedily  rov'd  about  for  more. 

My  friend  to  me 

Did  make  this  motion, 

Let  us  to  the  vintage  fkip  : 
Then  we  embark'd 

Upon  the  ocean, 

Where  we  found  a  Sfanijk  ihip 
Deep  laden  with  wine, 
Which  was  fuperfine, 

The  failors  fwore  five  hundred  tun  ; 
We  drank  it  all  at  fea, 
E'er  we  came  unto  the  key, 

And  the  merchant  fwore  he  was  quite  undone. 

My  friend,  not  having 

Quench'd  his  thirfl, 

Said  let's  to  the  vineyards  hafte  : 
Straight  then  we  fail'd 

To  the  Canaries. 

Which  afforded  j  uft  a  tafle ; 
From  thence  unto  the  Rhine, 
Where  we  drank  up  all  the  wine, 

Till  Bacchus  cry'd,  Hold  ye  fots,  or  you  die., 
And  fwore  he  never  found, 
In  his  univerfal  round, 

Such  thirfly  fouls  as  my  friend  and  I. 

Out  fie  !  crys  one, 

What  a  beaft  he  makes  him, 

He  can  neither  ft  and  nor  go  : 
Out  you  beaft,  you, 

You're  much  miftaken, 

When  e'er  knew  you  a  beaft  drink  fo  ? 
'Tis  when  we  drink  the  leaft, 
That  we  drink  moft  like  a  beaft  ; 

But  when  we  caroufe  it  fix  in  hand  ; 

M  5  t; 
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'Tis  then,    and  only  then, 
That  we  drink  the  moft  like  men, 

When  we  drink  till  we  can  neither  go  nor  Hand. 


SONG    XXVII. 

LET  foldiers  fight  for  prey  or  praife, 
And  money  be  the  mifer's  wifh, 
Poor  fcholars  ftudy  all  their  days, 

And  gluttons  glory  in  their  dim  : 
''Tis  wine,  furenvine  revives  fad  fouls  p 
Therefore  fill  us  the  chearing  fowls. 

Let  minions  marfhal  every  hair, 

And  in  alover'slock  delight, 
And  artificial  colours  wear  : 

Pure  wine  is  native  red  and  white  z 
yTis  wine,  Sec. 

The  backward  fpiritit  makes  brave,. 

That  lively  which  before  was  dull ; 
Opens  the  heart  that  loves  to  fave, 

And  kindnefs  Rows  from  cups  brim-full  t 

9  lis  wine,    &C 

Some  men  want  youth,  and  others  health,- 
Some  want  a  wife,  and  fome  a  punk, 

Some  men  want  wit,  and  ethers  wealth  ; 
But  they  want  nothing  that  are  drunk  :. 

3 'Tis  <vjine3  pure  wine  revives  jad  jouls  ; 

Therefore  give  us  the  chearing  iowls. 

SONG     XXVIU. 

TT'Arewel,  my  bonny,  bonny,  witty,  pretty  Maggy  r 
X  And  a'  the  rofy  JafTes  milking  on  the  down  r 
Adieu  the  flo'wry  meadows,  aft  fae  dear  to  focky, 

"The  fports  and  merry  glee  of  Kdinhorcw  town  :. 
Since  French  and  Spanijh  louns  fTands  at  bay, 
And  valiant  lads  of  Britain  hold  'em  play, 
My  reap-hcok  I  maun  call  quite  away, 

And  fight  too  like  a  man, 

Among  'em  for  our  royal  queen  Anne.-  Eacfc 
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Each  carle  of  Irijh  mettle  battles  like  a  dragon  : 
The  Germans  waddle,  and  ftraddle  to  the  drum  ; 

The  Italian  and  the  butter  bowzy  Uogan  Mogan  : 
Good-faith  then,  Scotijh  Jocky  maunaly  athame  : 

For  fince  they  are  ganging  to  hunt  renown, 

And  fwear  they'll  quickly  ding  add  Monfieur  downr 

I'll  follow  for  a  pluck  at  his  crown, 
To  fhew  that  Scotland  can 
Excel  'em  for  our  royal  queen  Anne*. 

Then  welcome  from  Vigo, 

And  cudgelling  Don  Diego, 

With  ftrutting  rafcallions  : 

And  plundering  the  galleons : 

Each  brifk  valiant  fellow 

Fought  at  Rcndondellozv, 

And  thofe  who  did  meet 

With  the  Newfoundland  fleet ;; 

When  for  late  fuccefTes 

Which  Europe  confeffes, 
At  land  by  our  gallant  commanders ; 

The  Dutch  in  ftrong  beer, 

Shou'd  be  drunk  for  a-year, 
With  their  general's  health  in  Flanders. 


S  O  N  G     XXXIX.. 

THE  ordnance  aboard, 
Such  joys  does  afford, 
.As  no  mortal,  no  mortal,  no  mortal, 
No  mortal  e'er  more  can  defire  : 
Each  member  repairs 
From  the  tower  to  the  flairs, 
And  by  water  <vohuJb,  and  by  water  n.vhuf&r 
By  water  they  all  go  to  fire. 

Of  each  piece  that's  a  fl; ore, 
They  fearch  from  the  bore  ; 
And  to  proving,  to  proving,  to  proving, 
To  proving  they  go  in  fair  weather  : 

M  6  Their 
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Their  glafles  are  large, 
And  whene'er  they  discharge, 
There's  a  boo  huzza,  a  boo  huzza,  a  boo  huzza, 
Guns  and  bumpers  go  off  together. 

Old  Vulcan  for  Mars. 
Fitted  tools  for  his  wars, 
To  enable  him,  enable  him,  enable  him, 
Enable  him  to  conquer  the  fafler  : 
But  Mars,   had  he  been 
Upon  our  Woolwich  green, 
To  have  heard  boo  huzza,  boo  huzza,,  boo  huzza, 
He'd  have  own'd  great  Marlborough  his  mailer. 

SONG     XXX. 

LEAVE  off  your  foolifh  prating, 
Talk  no  more  of  Whig  and  Tory, 
But  drink  your  glafs, 
Round  let  it  pafs, 
The  bottle  Hands  before  ye, 

Fill  it  up  to  the  top, 
Let  the  night  with  mirth  be  crown'd, 

Drink  about,   fee  it  out, 
Love  and  friendfhip  Hill  go  round. 

If  claret  be  a  blefiing, 

This  night  devote  to  pleafure  ; 

Let  worldly  cares, 

And  Hate  affairs, 
Be  thought  on  at  more  leifure  : 

Fill  it  up  to  the  top, 
Let  the  night  with  joy  be  crown'd, 

Drink  about,   fee  it  out, 
Love  and  friendihip  fti.ll  go  round. 

If  any  is  fo  zealous, 
To  be  a  party-minion, 

Let  him  drink  like  me, 

We'll  foon  agree, 
Arrd  be  of  one  opinion  : 

Fill 
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Fill  your  glafs,  name  your  lafs, 

See  her  health  go  fweetly  round, 
Drink  about,  fee  it  out, 

Let  the  night  with  joy  be  crown'd. 


SONG    XXXI. 

WE'LL  drink,  and  we'll  never  have  done,  boys, 
Put  the  glafs  then  around  with  the  fun,  boys, 
Let  Jpollo's  example  invite  us. 
For  he's  drunk  every  night, 
That  makes  him  fo  bright, 

That  he's  able  next  morning  to  light  us, 

Drinking's  a  Chriflian  diveriion, 
Unknown  to  Turk  and  the  Perjian  : 

Let  Mahometan  fools 

Live  by  Heathenifh  rules, 
And  dream  o'er  their  tea-pots  and  coitee  ; 

While  the  brave  Britons  fing, 

And  drink  healths  to  their  king, 
And  a  fig  for  their  fultan  and  fophy. 


SONG     XXXII. 

BILE  the  lover  is  thinking, 
With  my  friend  I'll  be  drinking, 
And  with  vigour  purfue  my  delight ; 
While  the  fool  is  defigning, 
His  fatal  confining, 
With  Bacchus  I'll  fpend  the  whole  night. 

With  the  God  I'll  be  jolly, 

Without  madnefs  and  folly, 
Fickle  woman  to  marry  implore, 

Leave  my  bottle  and  friend, 

For  fo  foolifh  an  end  ! 
When  I  do,  may  I  never  drink  more. 

SONG 
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song    xxxni. 

CE  L  I  A,  let  not  pride  undo  you, 
Love  and  life  fly  fwiftly  on  ; 
Let  not  Damon  ilill  purfue  you, 

Still  in  vain,  till  love  is  gone  : 
See  how  fair  the  blooming  rofe  is, 

See  by  all  how  juftly  priz'd! 
But  when  it  its  beauty  lofes, 
See  the  wither' d  thing  defpis'd. 

"When  thefe  charms  that  youth  have  lent  you', 

Like  the  rofes  are  decay'd, 
Celia,   you'll  too  late  repent  vou, 

And  be  forc'd  to  die  a  maid  ! 
Die  a  maid  '  die  a  maid !  die  a  maid ! 

Celia,  you'll  too  late  repent  you, 
And  be  forc'd  to  die  a  maid  ! 


SONG     XXXIV. 

LL  range  around  the  fnady  bowers, 
And  gather  all  the  fweetefl  flowers  j 
I'll  flrip  the  garden  and  the  grove, 
To  make  a  garland  for  my  love. 

When  in  the  fultry  heat  of  day, 

My  thirfly  nymph  does  panting  ly, 
I'll  hailen  to  the  fountain's  brink, 

And  drain  the  ftream  that  ihe  may  drink. 

At  night,   when  me  mall  weary  prove, 

A  graft  y  bed  I'll  make  my  love, 
And  with  green  boughs  I'll  form  a  made, 

That  nothing  may  her  reft  invade. 

And  whilfr.  diffolv'd  in  fieep  ihe  lyes, 
Myfelfmall  neverclofe  thefe  eyes ; 

But  gazing  Hill  with  fond  delight, 
I'll  watch  my  charmer  all  the  night* 

And 
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And  then,  as  foon  as  chearful  day 
Difpells  the  gloomy  fhades  awayr 

Forth  to  the  foreft  I'll  repair, 
And  find  provifion  for  my  fair. 

Thus  will  I  fpend  the  day  and  nightr 
Still  mixing  pleafure  with  delight ; 

Regarding  nothing  I  endure, 
So  I  can  eafe  for  her  procure. 

But  if  the  maid  whom  thus  I  love, 

Shou'd  e'er  unkind  and  faithlefs  prove- 

I'll  feek  fome  difmal  diflant  more, 
And  never  think.  6f  woman  more, 


SONG     XXXV.. 

THO'   cruel  you  {eem  to  my  pain, 
And  hate  me  becaufe  I  am  true  ; 
Yet,   Vbillis,  you  love  a  falfe  Twain, 

Who  has  other  nymphs  in  his  view. 
Enjoyment's  a  trifle  to  hira, 

To  me  what  a  heaven  it  would  be  & 
To  him  but  a  woman  you  feem, 
But  ah !  you're  an  angel  to  me. 

Thofe  lips  which  he  touches  in  hafte, 

To  them  I  for  ever  could  grow, 
Still  clinging  around  that  dear  waift, 

Which  he  fpans  as  befide  him  you  go  £ 
That  arm,  like  a  lilly  fo  white,. 

Which  over  his  moulders  you  lay, 
My  bofom  could  warm  it  all  night, 

My  lips  they  would  prefs  it  all  day,. 

Were  I  like  a  monarch  to  reign, 

Were  graces  my  fubjecls  to  be, 
I'd  leave  them,  and  fly  to  the  plain, 

To  dwell  in  a  cottage  with  thee.. 
But  if  I  muft  feel  thy  difdain, 

If  tears  cannot  cruelty  drown, 
O!  let  me  not  live  in  this  pain, 
But  give  me  my  death  in  a  frown.  SONG- 
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SONG     XXXVI. 

FROM  rofy  bowers,  where  fleeps  the  god  of  love, 
Hither,   ye  little  waiting  Cupids,  fly  ; 
Teach  me,  in  foft  melodious  fong,  to  move 

With  tender  paffion  my  heart's  darling  joy  : 
Ah  !  let  the  foul  of  mufick  tune  my  voice, 
To  win  dear  Strepbon,  who  my  foul  enjoys. 

Or  if  more  influencing 
Is,  .to  be  brifk  and  airy, 
With  a  ftep  and  a  bound, 
And  a  frifk  from  the  ground, 
I'll  trip  like  any  fairy  : 
As  once  on  Ida  dancing, 
Were  three  celeftial  bodies, 
With  an  air  and  a  face, 
And  a  Ihape  and  a  grace, 
Let  me  charm  like  beauty's  goddefs. 

Ah !  ah !  'tis  in  vain,  'tis  all  in  vain, 
Death  and  defpair  muft  end  the  fatal  pain; 
Cold  defpair,  difguis'd  like  fnovv  and  rain, 
Falls  on  my  breart;  black  winds  in  tempefts  blow: 
My  veins  all  fniver,   and  my  fingers  glow  ; 
My  pulfe  beats  a  dead  march  for  loll  repofe, 
And  toafolid  lump  of  ice  mypoor  fond  heart  is  froze. 

Or  fay,  ye  powers,  my  peace  to  crown, 
Shall  I  thaw  my  felf,  or  drown 

Amongft  the  foaming  billows, 
Increafing  all  with  tears  I  fhed ; 

On  beds  of  Ooze  and  chriftal  pillows 
Lay  down  my  love-fick  head  ? 

No,  no,   I'll  flraight  run  mad, 
That  foon  my  heart  will  warm  ; 

When  once  the  fenfe  is  fled, 
Love  has  no  power  to  charm  : 

Wild  thro'  the  woods  I'll  fly, 
My  robes  and  locks  fhall  thus  be  tore; 

A  thoufand  thoufand  deaths  I'll  die, 
E'er  thus  in  vain !  e'er  thus  in  vain  adore. 

SONG 
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SONG     XXXVII. 

OH  !  lead  me  to  fom^  peaceful  gloom, 
Where  none  but  fighing  lovers  come, 
Where  the  fhrill  trumpets  never  found, 
But  one  eternal  hum  goes  round. 

There  let  me  footh  my  pleafmg  pain, 
And  never  think  of  war  again ; 
What  glory  can  a  lover  have 
To  conquer,  yet  be  Hill  a  Have  ? 

SONG     XXXVIII. 

OH !  lead  me  to  fome  peaceful  room, 
Where  none  but  honeft  fellows  come, 
WThere  wives  loud  clappers  never  found, 
But  an  eternal  laugh  goes  round. 

There  let  me  drown  in  wine  my  pain, 
And  never  think  of  home  again  : 
What  comfort  can  a  hufband  have, 
-To  rule  the  houfe  where  he's  a  flave. 


SONG     XXXIX. 

I  O  U  S  Selinda  goes  to  prayers, 
If  I  but  aik  a  favour  ; 
And  yet  the  tender  fool's  in  tears. 
When  fhe  believes  I'll  leave  her. 

Would  I  were  free  from  this  reftraint, 

Or  elfe  had  hopes  to  win  her ; 
Would  Hie  cou'd  make  of  me  a  faint, 

Or  I  of  her  a  finner. 

S  O  N'G     XL. 

SEE,  fee,  me  wakes,  Sabina  wakes, 
And  now  the  fun  begins  to  rife ; 
Lefs  glorious  is  the  morn  that  breaks 
From  his  bright  beams,  than  her  fair  eyes. 

Witk 
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With  light  united,  day  they  give  : 
But  different  fates  e'er  night  fulfil  : 

How  many  by  his  warmth  will  live  ! 
How  many  will  her  coldnefs  kill ! 


SONG     XLi. 

YOUNG  Cory  don  and  Phillis 
Sat  in  a  lovely  grove, 
Contriving  crowns  of  lillies, 

Repeating  tales  of  love, 
Jnd  fomething  elfe,   but  <ivhat  I  dare  not  name* 

But  as  they  were  a  playing, 

She  ogled  fo  the  fwain, 
It  fav'd  her  plainly  faying, 
Let's  kifs  to  eafe  our  pain,  &c. 

A  thoufand  times  he  kifs'd  her 

Upon  the  flowery  green  ; 
But  as  he  farther  prefl:  her, 

A  pretty  leg  was  feen,  &c* 

So  many  beauties  viewing, 

His  ardour  flill  increas'd  ; 
And,  greater  joys  purfuing, 

He  wander 'd  o'er  her  breait,  &c. 

A  laft  effort  fhe  trying, 

His  pafiion  to  withfland, 
Cry'd,  (but  'twas  faintly  crying) 
'  Pray  take  away  your  hand,  fcfcv 

Young  Corydon  grown  bolder, 
The  minutes  wou'd  improve; 

This  is  the  time,  he  told  her, 
To  mew  how  much  I  love,  &c. 

The  nymph  feem'd  almoit.  dying, 

Diffolv'd  in  am'rous  heat ; 
She  kifs'd,  and  told  him  iighing, 

My  dear,  your  love  is  great,  &c,. 


Eat 
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But  PbUlis  did  recover 

Much  fooner  than  the  fwain  % 
She  blufhing,    aik'd  her  lover, 

Shall  we  not  kifs  again  ?   &c » 

Thus  love  his  revels  keeping, 

Till  nature  at  a  Hand, 
From  talk  they  fell  to  fleeping, 

Holding  each  others  hand,  &c 


SONG     XLIL 

E  E,  fee,  my  Serapbina  comes, 

Adorn'd  with  every  grace  ; 

Look,  Gods,  from  your  ceieftial  dome,. 

And  view  her  charming  face. 

Then  fearch,  and  fee  if  you  can  find, 

In  all  your  facred  groves, 
A  nymph  or  goddefs  fo  divine, 

As  fhe  whom  Strephon  loves. 


SONG    XLIII. 

She. 
i  RAY  now,  John,  let  Jug  prevail, 
DorF  thy  fword,  and  take  a  flail; 
Wounds  and  blows,  and  fcorching  heat, 
Will  abroad  be  all  you'll  get. 

He. 
'Sounds !    you  are  mad,  ye  fimple  jade, 
Begone,  and  don't  prate. 

She. 
How  think  ye  T  fhall  do, 

With  Hob  and  Sue, 
And  all  our  brats  when  wanting  you  ? 

He. 

When  I  am  rich  with  plunder, 
Thou  my  gain  fhall  fhare. 

SHE; 


(   260  ) 

She. 
My  fhare  will  be  but  finall,  I  fear, 
When  bold  dragoons  have  been  pickering  there, 
And  the  flea  flints  the  Germans  ftrip  'em  bare. 

He. 

Mind  your  fpinning, 
Mend  your  linnen, 
Look  to  your  cheefe,   you, 
Your  pigs  and  your  geeCe  too. 

She. 
No,  no,  I'll  ramble  out  with  you. 

He. 

Blood  and  fire,  if  you  tire 
Thus  my  patience, 
With  vexations  and  narrations, 
Thumping,  thumping,  thumping 

Is  the  fatal  word,  Joan. 

She. 
Do,  do,  I'm  good  at  thumping  too. 

He. 

Morbleau  !  that  huff  fhall  never  do. 

She. 
Come,  come,  John,  let's  bufs  and  be  friends. 
Thus  Mill,  thus  love's  quarrel  ends  ; 
I  my  tongue  fometimes  let  run, 
But  alas  !  I  foon  have  done. 

He.      . 
'Tis  well  you're  quafh'd, 
You'd  el fe  been  thrafh'd, 
Sure  as  my  name  is  John. 

She. 
Yet  fain  I'd  know  for  what 

You're  all  fo  hot, 
To  go  to  fight  where  nothing's  got. 

He. 
Fortune  will  prove  kind, 
And  we  fhall  then  grow  great. 

She. 
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She. 
Grow  great ! 
And  want  both  drink  and  meat, 
And  coin,  unlefs  the  pamper'd  French  you  beat : 
Ah  John  !  take  care  John  ! 

And  learn  more  wit. 

He. 
Dare  you  prate  ftill, 
At  this  rate  ftill, 
And  like  a  vermin, 
Grudge  my  preferment? 
She. 
You'll  beg,  or  get  a  wooden  leg. 
He. 
Nay,  if  bawling,  catterwawling, 
Tittle  tattle,  prittle  prattle, 
Still  mult  rattle; 
I'll  be  gone,  and  ftraight  aboard. 

She. 
Do,  do,  and  fo  fhall  Hob  and  Sue, 
Jug  too,  and  all  the  ragged  crew. 


SONG     XLIV. 

He. 

Since  times  are  fo  bad,  I  mull  tell  thee,  fweet  heart, 
I'm  thinking  to  leave  off  my  plough  and  my  cart, 
And  to  the  fair  city  a  journey  I'll  go, 
To  better  my  fortune  as  other  folks  do, 
Since  fome  have  from  ditches, 
And  coarfe  leather  breeches, 

Been  rais'd  to  be  rulers, 
And  wallow'd  in  riches, 
Pray  thee,  come,come,come,come  from  thy  wheel ; 

For  if  the  gipfies  don't  lie, 
I  fhall  be  a  governor  too  e'er  I  die. 

She. 
Ah  Colin  I  by  all  thy  late  doings  I  find, 
With  forrow  and  trouble,  the  pride  of  thy  mind ; 

Our 
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Qur  fheep  now  at  random  diforderly  run, 
And  now  Sunday's  jacket  goes  every  day  on; 
Ah  !  what  do'ft  thou,  what  do'ft  thou,  what  do'fl 
thou  mean  ! 

He. 

To  make  my  fhoes  clean, 
And  foot  it  to  court  to  the  king  and  the  queen, 
Where,  ihewing  my  parts,  I  preferment  mall  win. 

S  HE. 

Fie  !  'tis  better  for  us  to  plough  and  to  fpin ; 
For,    as  to  the  court,  when  thou  happen'ft  to  try, 
Thou'll  find  nothing  got  there,  unlefs  thou  can'ft 
For  money,  the  devil  and  all's  to  be  found,   [buy ; 
But  no  good  parts  minded  without  the  good  pound. 

He. 
Why,  then  I'll  take  arms,  and  follow  alarms, 
Hunt  honour,  that  now  a-days  plaguely  charms. 

S  H  E. 

And  fo  lofe  a  limb  by  a  mot  or  a  blow, 
And  curfe  thyfelf  after  for  leaving  the  plow. 
i  e 
Suppofe  I  turn  gamefler  ? 

She. 
So  cheat  and  be  bang'd. 

He. 
What  think'fl  thou  of  the  road  then .? 

She. 
The  high  way  to  be  hang'd. 
H  e. 
Nice  pimping  howe'er  yields  profit  for  life  ; 
I'll  help  fome  fine  lord  to  another's  fine  wife. 

She. 
That's  dangerous  too  amongft  the  town-crew  : 
For  fome  cf  them  will  do  the  fame  thing  by  you  ; 
And  then  I  to  cuckold  ye  may  be  drawn  in  ; 
Faith,   Colin,  'tis  better  I  fit  here  and  fpin. 

He. 
Will  nothing  prefer  me,  what  think'fl  of  the  law? 

She. 
Oh  !  while  you  live,   Colin,  keep  out  cf  that  paw. 

Ke. 
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He. 
I'll  cant  and  I'll  pray. 

She. 
Ah  !  there's  nought  got  that  way  ; 
There's  no  one  minds  now  what  thefe  black  cattle 
Let  all  our  whole  care  be  our  farming  affair,     [fay, 

He. 
To  make  our  corn  grow,  and  our  apple-trees  bear. 

Both. 
Ambition's  a  trade  no  contentment  can  fhow. 
She. 
So  I'll  to  my  diftaiF, 

H  E. 
And  I'll  to  my  plow. 

Both  Again. 
Let  all  our  whole  care,  £sV.  , 


w 


SONG    XLV. 

He. 
HERE  oxen  do  low, 
And  apple-trees  grow 
Where  corn  is  fown, 
And  grafs  is  mown  ; 
Fate  give  me  for  life  a  place. 
She. 
Where  hay's  well  cock'd, 
And  udders  are  ftroak'd  ; 
Where  duck  and  drake 
Cry,  quack,  quack,  quack ; 
Where  turkeys  lay  eggs, 
And  fwine  fuckle  pigs  ; 
Oh!    there  would  I  pafs  my  days. 
He. 
On  nought  we  will  feed, 
But  what  we  can  breed  : 


Sh  b, 
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She. 
And  wear  on  our  backs 
The  wool  of  our  flocks  ; 
And  tho'  linnen  feel 
Rough,  fpun  from  the  wheel, 
'Tis  cleanly  tho'  coarfe  it  comes. 

He. 
Town  follys  and  cullys, 
And  Mollys  and  Dollys, 
For  ever  adieu,  and  for  ever. 

She. 
And  beaux,  that  in  boxes, 
Lye  fmugg'ling  their  doxies, 
With  wigs  that  hang  down  to  their  bums. 

He. 
Good  b'uye  to  the  mall, 
The  park  and  canal, 
St.  James's  fquare, 
And  flaunters  there, 
The  gaming-houfe  too, 
Where  high  dice  and  low 
Aremanag'd  by  all  degrees. 
She. 
Adieu  to  the  knight 
Was  bubbled  laft  night, 
That  keeps  a  blowze, 
And  beats  his  fpouie, 
And  then  in  great  hafle, 
To  pay  what  he'as  loll, 
Sends  home  to  cut  down  his  trees. 
He. 
And  well  fare  the  lad 
Improves  ev'vy  clod, 
Who  ne'er  fetshis  hand 
To  bill  or  to  bond  : 

She. 
Nor  barters  his  flocks 
For  wine  Or  the  pox, 
To  choufe  him  of  half  his  days. 

But 
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He. 
But  fifhing  and|  fowling, 
And  hunting  and  bowling, 
His  pailime  is  ever  and  ever. 

She. 
Whofe  lips  when  ye  bufs  'em, 
Smell  like  the  bean  biofibm  i 

Oh !  he  it's  mall  have  my  praife. 
He. 
To  taverns,  where  goes 
Sow'r  apples  and  floes, 
A  long  adieu! 
And  farewell  too 
The  houfe  of  the  great, 
Whole  cook  has  no  meat, 

And  butler  can't  quench  my  thirfl, 
^    -  She. 

Farewell  to  the  change, 
Where  rantipoles  range  j 
Farewell  cold  tea, 
And  ratafie, 

Hide-park,  where  pride 
In  coaches  ride, 

Aitho'  they  be  choak'd  with  duft. 
He. 
Farewell  the  law  gown, 
The  plague  of  the  town, 
And  foes  of  the  crown, 
That  fhcu'd  be  run  down : 

She. 
With  city  jack-daws, - 
That  make  ftaple  laws, 

To  meafure  by  yards  and  ells. 
He. 
Stock-jobbers  and  fwobbers, 
And  packers  and  tackers, 
For  ever  adieu,  and  for  ever  : 
We  know  what  you're  doing  ; 
And  home  we  are  going  ; 

And  fo  you  may  ring  your  bells. 


N  SONG 
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SONG     XLVJ. 
He, 

OF  all  comforts  I  mifcarried, 
When  I  play'd  the  fot  and  married, 
'Tis  a  trap  there's  none  need  doubt  on't ; 
Thofe  that  are  in,  would  fain  get  out  on't. 

S  HE. 

Fie !  my  dear,  pray  come  to-bed, 
That  napkin  take,  and  bind  your  head, 
Too  much  drink  your  brains  have  dos'd, 
You'll  be  quite  alter'd  when  repos'd. 

He. 
'Oons !  'tis  all  one  if  I'm  up  or  ly  down, 
For  as  foon  as  the  cock  crows  I'll  be  gone. 

She. 
'Tis  to  grieve  me,  thus  you  leave  me, 
Was  I,  was  I  made  a  wife  to  lye  alone  ? 

He. 
From  your  arms  myfelf  devorcing, 
I  this  morn  mull  ride  a  courfing, 
A  fport  that  far  excells  a  madam, 
Or  all  the  wives  have  been  fince  Adam* 

She. 
J,  when  thus  I've  loft  my  due, 
Mull  hug  my  pillow  wanting  you  ; 
And  whilil  you  tope  it  all  the  day, 
Regale  in  cups  of  harmleft  tea. 

;  He. 
Pox,  what  care  I!  drink  your  Oops  till  you  die  ; 
Yonder's  brandy  will  keep  me  a  month  from  home. 

S  HE. 

If  thus  parted,  I'm  broken  hearted  ; 

When  I,  when  I  fend  for  you,  my  dear,  pray  come. 

He. 
E'er  I  be  from  rambling  hindred, 
I'll  renounce  rny  fpoufe  and  kindred  ; 
To  be  fober  I've  no  leifure, 
What's  a  man  without  his  pleafure  ? 

S  HE. 
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She. 
To  my  grief  then  I  mull  fee, 
Strong  wine  and  Nantz  my  rivals  be  ; 
Whiltt  you  caroufe  it  with  your  blades, 
Poor  I  fit  Hitching  with  my  maids^ 

He. 
'Sounds !  you  may  go  to  your  goffops,  you  know, 
And  there,  if  you  meet  with  a  friend,  pray  do. 

She. 
Go,  ye  joker,  go,  provoker, 
Never,  never  fhall  1  meet  a  man  like  you. 


SONG    XLVII. 

PRETTY  parrot,  fay,  when  I  was  away, 
And  in  dull  abfence  paft  the  day, 
What  at  home  was  doing  ? 
With  chat  and  play, 
We  <were  gay, 
Night  and  day, 
Good  chear  and  mirth  renewing  ; 
Singing,  laughing  all,  like  pretty  pretty  Poll, 

Was  no  fop  fo  rude,  boldly  to  intrude^ 
And  like  a  faucy  lover  wou'd^ 

Court  and  teafe  my 'lady  .? 
A  thing  you  knc*w, 
Made  for  Jhonv, 
Call'd  a  beait, 
Near  her  tvas  ahvavs  ready, 
Ever  at  her  call,  like  pretty  pretty  Poll. 

Tell  me  with  what  air,  he  approach'd  the  fair. 
And  how  fhe  could  with  patience  bear, 
All  he  did  and  utter'd  ? 
He  Jim  addrefs'd, 
Still  carefs'd, 
Ki/s'd  and  prefs'd, 
Sung,  prattVd,  laughed  and  flutter*  dy 
Well  rt  ceiled  in  all,  like  pretty  pretty  Poll, 

N-z  Dip 
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Did  he  go  away,  at  the  clofe  of  day, 
Or  did  he  ever  ufe  to  ftay, 

In  a  corner  dodging  ? 

The  want  of  light, 

When  'lavas  nighty 

Spoil' d  my  fight  ; 

But  I  believe  his  lodging 

Was  within  her  call,  like  pretty  pretty  Toll. 


t 
SONG    XLVIII. 

Sung  hy  Pinkanello,  merry  Andrew  to  Leverigo  -the 

Mountebank  Doclor. 


HERE  are  people  and  fports, 
Of  all  iizes  and  forts, 
Coach'd  damfelaxi&fquire, 
And  mob  in  the  mire, 
Tarpaulins,  Trugmallions, 
Lords,  ladies,  fows,  babies, 

And  kobies  in  fcores ; 

Some  hawling,   feme  bawling, 
Some  leering,  fome  fleering, 
Some  loving,  fome  moving, 

With  legions  of  furbelovv'd  whores  : 
To  the  tavern  fome  go, 
£nd  fome  to  a  fhow, 
See  poppetsfor  moppets, 
jack  puddens  for  cuddens, 
Rope  dancing,  mares  prancing, 
Boats  flying,   Quacks  lying, 
Pick  pockets,  pick  plackets, 

Beafts,  Butchers  and  Beaux. 

Fops  prattling,  dice  rattling, 
Rocks  foaming,  Putts  damning, 
Whores  painted,  Masks  tainted, 

In  tally  man's  furbelovv'd  cloaths. 

The  mob's  joys  wou'd  ye  know, 
To7on  muiick-hcufe  go, 


See 
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See  t ay Ion  and  failors, 
Whores  oily  and  doily, 
Hear  mufick  makes  you  fick  ; 
Some  fkipping,  fome  tripping, 
Some  fmoaking,  fome  joaking, 

Like  fpiggit  and  tap  ; 

Short  meafure,  ftrange  pleafure, 
Thus  bihmg  and  {"willing, 
Some  yearly  get  fairly 

Eor  fairings,  pig  pork  and  a  clap. 


1 he  Second  Part. 

SEE,  Sirs,  fee  here  !  a  Dollar  rare, 
Who  travels  much  at  home  ! 
Here  take  my  bills,  they  cure  all  ills, 

Pall,  prefent  and  to  come  ; 
The  cramp,  the  ftitch,  the  fquirt,  the  itch, 

The  gout,  the  Hone,  the  pox^ 
The  mulligrubs,  the  wanton  fcrubs, 
And  all  Pandora's  box  : 
Thoufands  I've  differed, 
Thoufands  new  erected, 
And  fuch  cures  efTe&ed, 
As  none  e'er  can  tell ; 

Let  the  palfie  fhake  ye, 
Let. the  cholick  rack  ye, 
Let  the  crinkrums  break  ye, 
Let  the  murrain  take  ye, 
Take  this,  take  this,  and  you  are  well  : 
Thoufands,  &c. 

Come  knits  fo  keen,  devour'd  with  fpleen, 

And  beaux  who've  fprainyd  your  backs, 
Great-belly'd  maids,  old  founder'd  jades,. 

And  pepper'd  vizard  cracks ; 
1  foon  remove  the  pains  of  love, 

And  cure  the  amorous  maid, 
The  hot,  the  cold,  the  young,  the  old, 

The  living  and  the  dead  ; 
N  2 


I  clear 
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I  clear  the  lafs  with  wainfcot-face, 

And  from  pim-ginets  free 
Plump  ladies  red  like  Saracen's  head 

With  toping  ratafee. 
This,  with  a  jirk,  will  do  your  work, 

And  fcour  you  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Read,  judge,  and  try  ;  and  if  you  die, 

Never  believe  me  more. 


SONG    XLIX. 

OH  !  the  charming  month  of  May, 
When  the  breezes 
Fan  the  trees,  is 
Full  of  bloflbms  frefh  and  gay  : 
Oh  !  the  charming  tnofith  of  May, 
Charming)  charming  month  of  May. 

Oh  !  what  joys  our  profpects  yield, 

When  in  new  livery 

We  fee  every 
Bum  and  meadow,  tree  and  field  : 
Oh  !  w  hat  joy,  &C.  Charming  joys,  &C 

Oh  !  how  frefh  the  morning  air, 

When  the  Zephyrs 

And  the  heifers 
Their  odorif'rous  breath  compare  : 
Oh  I  howfrefh,  &C  Charming  f reft,  &C* 

Oh!  how  fweet  at  night  to  dream, 

On  moffy  pillows, 

By  the  trillows 
Of  a  gentle  purling  ilream, 
Oh,  how  fweet,  &c.  Charming  fweet,  &C. 

Oh  !  how  kind  the  country  lafs, 
Who,  her  cow  bilking, 
Leaves  her  milking 
For  a  green-gown  on  the  grafs  : 
Oh  I  kow  kind,  &c,   Charming  kind,  Sec. 


Oh 
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Oh  !  how  fweet  it  is  to  fpy,  _ 

At  the  conclufion, 

Her  deep  confufion, 
Blufhing  cheeks  and  down  caft  eye : 
Oh  !  how  fweet,  &c.   Charming  fweet,  &c. 

Oh  !  the  charming  curds  and  cream,     ,  * 

When  all  is  over, 

She  gives  her  lover,  ; 
Who  on  the  fkiming-difh  carves  her  nanfe. 
Oh  !  the  charming  curds  and  cream, 
Charming.,  charming,  &C. 


SONG    L. 

CUPID,  God  of  pleafmg  anguiih, 
Teach  th'  enamonr'd  fwain  to  languifh, 
Teach  him  fierce  defires  to  know. 
Heroes  wou'd  be  loft  in  flory, 
Did  not  love  infpire  their  glory, 

Love  does  all  that's  great  below. 

SONG    LI. 

MY  Chloe,  why  do  ye  flight  me, 
Since  all  you  afk  you  have  ? 
No  more  with  frowns  affright  me, 

Nor  ufe  me  like  a  Have  : 
Good  nature  to  difcover, , 
Ufe  well  your  faithful  lover, 
I'll  be  no  more  a  rover, 
But  conltant  to  my  grave. 

Could  we  but  change  conditions, 

My  grief  would  all  be  flown  ; 
Were  I  the  kind  phyfician,       , 

And  you  the  patienfc  g^own  : 
All  own  you're  wond'rous  pretty, 
Well  fhap'-d,  and  alio  witty, 
Enforced  with  generous  pity, 

Then  make  my  cafe  your  own, 

N  4  The 
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The  filver  fwan,  when  dying, 

Has  moil  melodious  lays, 
Like  him,  when  life  is  flying, 
In  fongs  I'll  end  my  days : 
But  know,    thou  cruel  creature, 
My  foul  mall  mount  the  fleeter, 
And  I  ihaJ|  fing  the  fweeter, 
By  warbling  forth  thy  praife. 


SONG     LH. 

IN  this  grove  my  Strephcn  walkt, 
Here  he  lov'd,  and  there  he  talkt ; 
Here  be  low9  id,  &c. 
In  this  place  his  lofs  I  prove, 
A  fad  remembrance  of  our  love. 
Oh  !  fad  remembrance  of  our  love. 

In  this  grove  my  Strepbon  ftray'd, 
Here  he  fmil'd,  and  there  betray'd  5 
Here  befmzPd,  &c. 
Every  whifpering  breeze  can  tell, 
How  I,  poor  I  believing,^ fell  ; 
Ah !  by  too  foon  believing,  fell. 

By  this  ftream  my  Strepbon  mov'd, 
Here  he  fung,  and  there  he  lov'd ; 
Here  be  fung,  &c. 
Every  ftream  and  every  tree, 
Cries  out,  perfidious  cruel  he, 
And  helplefs  poor  forfaken  ihe. 

On  this  bank  my  Strepbon  lean'd, 

A  lovely  foe,  but  faithlcfs  friend  ; 

A  lovely  foe,  &c. 

Ye  verdant  banks,  each  flream  and  grove, 

Once  joyous  fcenes,  now  difmal  prove, 

Since  Strepbon's  falfe  to  me  and  love. 


SONG 
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SONG    LTII. 

TRANSPORTED  with  pleafure, 
I  gaze  on  my  treafure, 

And  ravilh  my  fight  ; 
While  me  gayly  fmiling, 
My  anguifh  beguiling, 

Augments  my  delight. 
How  bkft  is  a  lover, 
Whofe  torments  are  over, 

His  fears  and  his  pain  ; 
When  beauty  relenting, 
Repays  with  confenting, 

Her  fcorn  and  difdain  ? 


SONG     LIV. 
Quire  of  bright  beauties 
In  fpring  did  appear, 
To  chufe  a  May  lady 

To  govern  the  year  ; 
All  the  nymphs  were  in  white, 
And  the  fhepherds  in  green, 
The  garland  was  piven, 

And  Pbillis  was  queen. 
But  Pbillis  refufed  it, 

And  fighing  did  fay, 
1*11  net  wear  a  garland, 
While  Pan  is  away. 

While  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx 

Are  fled  from  the  more, 
The  graces  are  banifh'd, 

And  love  is  no  more  : 
The  foft  God  of  pleafure 

That  warm'd  our  defires, 
Has  broken  his  bow,. 

And  extinguifh'd  his  fires  % 
And  vows  that  himfelf 

And  his  mother  will  mourn, 
Till  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx 

In  triumph  return. 

N  5  Forbear 
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Forbear  your  addrefles, 

And  court  us  no  more ; 
For  we  will  perform 

What  the  deity  fwore : 
But  if  you  dare  think 

Of  deferving  our  charms, 
Away  with  our  iheep-hooks. 

And  take  to  your  arms  : 
Then  lawrels  and  myrtles 

Your  brows  fnall  adorn, 
When  Van  and  fair  Syrinx 

In  triumph  return. 


SONG    LV. 

AS  charming  Clara  walk'd  alone, 
The  feather'd  fnow  came  foftly  down. 
Like  Jove  descending  from  his  tower, 
To  court  her  in  a  filver  mower  : 
The  mining  flakes  flew  to  her  breads, 
As  little  birds  into  their  nefts ; 
But  being  outdone  with  whitenefs  there, 
For  grief  diiTolv'd  into  a  tear  ; 
Thence  flowing  down  her  garment's  hem, 
To  deck  her  froze  into  a  gem. 


SONG     LVI. 

YE  beaux  of  pleafure, 
Whofe  wit  at  leifure, 
Can  count  love's  treafure, 

Its  joy  andfmart ; 
At  my  defire, 
With  me  retire, 
To  know  what  fire 
Confumes  my  heart. 

Three  moons  that  hailed, 
Are  hardly  wafted, 
Since  I  was  blafted 
With  beauty's  ray : 


Aurora 
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Aurora  (hews  ye 
No  face  fo  rofie, 
No  Ja/y  pofie 
So  frefh  and  gay. 

Her  fkin  by  nature, 
No  Ermin  better, 
Tho'  that  fine  creature 

Is  white  as  fnow ; 
With  blooming  graces 
Adorn'd  her  face  is, 
Her  flowing  traces 

As  black  as  floe. 

She's  tall  and  (lender, 
She's  foft  and  tender  ; 
Some  God  commend  her; 

My  wit's  too  low  : 
'Twere  joyful  plunder, 
To  bring  her  under, 
She's  all  a  wonder 

From  top  to  toe. 

Then  ceafe,  ye  fages, 
To  quote  dull  pages, 
That  in  all  ages 

Our  minds  are  free  : 
Tho' great  your  fkill  is, 
So  ftrong  the  will  is, 
My  love  for  Phillis 

Muft  ever  be. 


SONG    LVIL 

ON E  evening  as  I  lay 
A  mufmg  in  a  grove, 
A  nymph  exceeding  gay 

Came  there  to  feek  her  love; 
But  finding  not  her  fwain, 

She  fat  her  down  to  grieve, 
And  thus  fhe  did  complain, 
How  men  her  fex  deceive. 

:' .      N  6  Believing 
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Believing  maids,  take  care 

Of  falfe  deluding  men, 
Whofe  pride  is  to  enfnare 

Each  female  that  they  can  i 
My  perjur'd  fvvain  he  fvvore 

A  thoufand  oaths  to  prove 
(As  many  have  done  before) 

How  true  he'd  be  to  love. 

Then,  virgins,  for  my  fake, 

Ne'er  trull  falfe  man  again, 
The  pleafure  we  partake, 

Ne'er  anfwers  half  the  pain  5 
Uncertain  as  the  feas, 

Is  their  inconflant  mind, 
At  once  they  burn  or  freeze, 

Still  changing  like  the  wind, 

When  (he  had  told  her  tale, 

Compaffion  feiz'd  my  hearty 
And  Cupid  did  prevail 

With  me,  to  take  her  part  : 
Then  bowing  to  the  fair, 

I  made  my  kind  addrefs, 
And  vow'd  to  bear  a  mare 

In  her  unhappinefs. 
Surpriz'd  at  firft  fhe  rofe, 

And  flrove  from  me  to  fly  1 
I  told  her  I'd  difclofe 

For  grief  a  remedy. 
Then,  with  a  fmiling  look, 

Said  Ihe,  to  aiTwage  the  ffdrm, 
I  doubt  you've  undertook 

A  talk  you  can't  perform. 
-  Since  proof  convinces  belr, 

Fair  maid,  believe  it  true^ 
That  rage  is  but  a  jell, 

To  what  revenge  can  do  : 
Then  ferve  him  in  his  kind, 

And  fit  the  fool  again, 
Such  charms  were  ne'er  delign'd 

For  fuch  a  faithlefs  fwairw 


I  eourted 
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1  courted  her  with  care, 

Till  her  foft  foul  gave  way, 
And  from  her  breaft  To  fair, 

Stole  the  fweet  heart  away  : 
Then  fhe  with  fmiles  confefs'd, 

Her  "mind,  felt  no  more  pain, 
While  fhe  was  thus  careiVd, 

By  fuch  a  lovely  fwain. 


SONG    LVIIL 

O  not  afk  me,  charming  Phillis, 
Why  1  lead  you  here  alone, 
By  this  bank  of  pinks  and  lillies, 
And  of  rofes  newly  blown. 

3Tis  not  to  behold  the  beauty 

Of  ihefe  flowers  that  crown  the  fpring ; 

'Tis  to  =■» — — i  but  I  know  my  duty, 
And  dare  never  name  the  thing. 

^Tis  at  worft  but  her  denying, 

Why  mou'd  I  thus  fearful  be  ? 
Every  minute  gently  flying, 

Smiles  and  fays,  make  ufe  of  me. 

What  the  fun  does  to  the  rofes, 

While  the  beams  play  fweetly  in, 
I  would  — but  my  fear  oppofes, 

And  I.dare  not  name  the  thing. 

Yet  I  die  if  I  conceal  it ; 

Aik'my  eyes,  or  afk  your  own, 
And  if  neither  can  reveal  it, 

Think  what  lovers  think  alone. 

On  this  bank  of  pinks  and  lillies, 

Might  I  fpeak  what  I  would  do, 
I  wou'd with  my  lovely  Phillis, 

I  wou'd  ;  I  wou'd  — — —  Ah !  wou'd  you  ?] 

SONG 
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PHILLIS,  the  faireft  of  love's  foes, 
Tho'  fiercer  than  a  dragon, 
Phillis  that  fcorn'd  the  powder'd  beaux, 
What  has  fhe  now  to  brag  on  ? 
What  has  fhe  now  to  brag  on  ? 
What  has  Jhc>  &C. 
So  long  fhe  kept  her  limbs  fo  clofe, 

'Till  they  have  fcarce  a  rag  on. 

CompeU'd  thro' want,  the  wretched  maid 
Did  fad  complaints  begin, 

Which  furly  Strephon  hearing,  faid, 
It  was  both  fhame  and  fin, 
It  was  both  fhame  and  fin, 
Jt  was  both,  &c. 

To  pityfuch  a  lazy  jade, 

Wou'd  neither  kifs  nor  fpin. 


SONG    LX. 

WHEN  Chloe  we  ply, 
We  fwear  we  fhall  die, 
Her  eyes  do  our  hearts  fo  enthrall ; 
But  'tis  for  her  pelf, 
And  not  for  herfelf ; 
JTis  all  artifice,  artifice  all. 

The  maidens  are  coy, 
They'll  pifh  !  and  they'll  fie  ! 
And  fwear,  if  you're  rude,  they  will  call  % 

But  whifper  fo  low, 

By  which  you  may  know, 
'Tis  all  artifice,  artifice  all. 

My  dear,  the  wives  cry, 

If  ever  you  die, 
To  marry  again  I  ne'er  fhall ; 
■    But  lefs  than  a  year, 

Will  make  it  appear, 
'Tis  all  artifice,  artifice  all.  *  In 
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In  matters  of  Hate, 

And  party  debate, 
For  church  and  for  juilice  we  bawl  j 

But  if  you'll  attend, 

You'll  find  in  the  end, 
'Tis  all  artifice,  artifice  all. 


SONG    LXI. 

The  Parfon  among  the  Peafe, 

ON E  long  Whitfun  holy-day, 
Holy-day,  holy-day,    it  was  a  jolly  day9 
Young  Ralph,  buxom  Phillida, 
Phillida,  a  welladay  ! 

Met  in  the  peafe ; 
They  long  had  community, 
He  lov'd  her,  fhe  lov'd  him, 
Joyful  unity,  nought  but  opportunity- 
Scanting  was  wanting, 

Their  bofoms  to  eafe. 
But  now  fortune's  cruelty,  cruelty, 
You  will  fee ;  for  as  they  ly 
Jn  clofe  hug,  Sir  Domine, 
Gemini  Gomini 

Chanc'd  to  come  by. 
He  read  prayers  i'  the  family, 
No  way  now  to  frame  a  lie, 
They  fcar'd  at  old  Homily, 
'Homily,   Homily, 

Both  away  fly. 
Home,  foon  as  he  faw  the  fight, 
Full  of  fpite,   as  a  kite,  runs  the  recubite. 
Like  a  noify  Hypocrite, 
Hypocrite,  Hypocrite,  • 

Mifchief  to  fay  ; 
Save  he  wou'd  fair  Phillida, 
Phillida,  Phillida  dreftthat  holy-day ; 
But  poor  Ralph,  ah  welladay  ! 
Welladay  !  welladay  ! 

Turn'd  was  away. 

'Ads 
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'Ads  nigs,  cries  Sir  Domine 
Gemini  Gomini,  -  fhall  a  rogue  Hay, 
To  baulk  me,  as  commonly, 
Commonly,  commonly; 

Has  been  this  way? 
No,  I  ferve  the  family, 
They  know  nought  to  blame  me  by, 
I  read  prayers  and  homily, 
Homily,  homily, 

Three  times  a  day. 


SONG     LXIL 

HO  W  happy  are  we, 
Who  from  thinking  are  free, 
That  curbing  difeafe  of  the  mind, 

Can  indulge  every  tafte, 

Love  where  we  like  beft, 
Not  by  dull  reputation  confin'd  ? 

When  we're  young,  fit  to  toy, 

Gay  delights  we  enjoy, 
And  have  crowds  of  new  lovers  Hill  wooing ; 

When  we're  old  and  decay'd, 

We  procure  for  the  trade,' 
Still  in  every  age  we  are  doing. 

If  a  cully  we  meet, 

We  fpend  what  we  get 
Every  day,  for  the  next  never  think ; 

When  we  die,  where  we  go 

We  have  no  ienfe  to  know, 
For  a  bawd  always  dies  in  her  drink. 


SONG    LXIII. 

ON  E  April  mom,  when  from  the  fea 
IPhabus  was  juft  appearing, 
Damon  and  Celia  young  and  gay, 
Long  fettled  love  endearing, 

Met 
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Met  in  a  grove,   to  vent  their  fpleen 

On  parents  unrelenting ; 
He  bred  of  Tory  race  had  been, 

She  of  the  tribe  diffenting. 

Cetia,  whofe  eyes  outfhone  the  God, 

Newly  the  hills  adorning, 
Told  him,  mamma  would  be  ftark  mad,  • 

She  miffing  prayers  that  morning; 
Damon,  his  arm  about  her  waift, 

Swore,  that  nought  fhould  them  funder. 
Shou'd  my  rough  dad  know  how  I'm  bleft, 

'Twou'd  make  him  roar  like  thunder. 

Great  ones  made  by  ambition  blind, 

By  faction  Hill  fupport  it, 
Or  where  vile  money  taints  the  mind, 

They  for  convenience  court  it : 
But  mighty  love,  that  fcorns  to  ihew 

Party  fhould  raife  his  glory, 
Swears  he'll  exalt  a  vaflal  true, 

Let  it  be  Whig  or  Tory. 


A 


SONG    LXIV. 

MONGST  the  willows  on  the  grafs 
Where  nymphs  and  fhepherds  ly, 


Young  Willy  courted  Bonny  Befs^ 
And  Nell  Hood  liil'ning  by  ; 
Says  Will,  we  will  not  tarry 
Two  months  before  we  marry. 
No,  no,  fie  no,  never  never  tell  me  fo, 

For  a  maid  I'll  live  and  die  : 

Says  Nell,  Sojball  net  I. 

Says  Nell,  &c. 

Long  time  betwixt  hope  and  defpair, 

And  kifTes  mixt  between, 
He  with  a  fong  did  charm  her  ear, 

Thinking  (he  chang'd  had  been  ; 
Says  Will,  I  want  a  bleffing, 

Subftantialer  than  killing. 

No 
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No,  no,  fie  no,  never  never  tell  me  Co, 
For  I  will  never  change  my  mind  : 
Says  Nell,  She'll  prove  more  kind. 
Says  Nell,  &c. 

Smarting  pain  the  virgin  finds,  * 

Altho'  by  nature  taught, 
When  me  firfl  to  man  inclines : 
Quoth  Nell,  /'//  venture  that. 
Oh  !  who  wou'd  lofe  a  treafure, 
For  fuch  a  puney  pleafure  ? 
Not  J,  not  I,  no,  a  maid  I'll  live  and  die, 
And  to  my  vow  be  true. 
%urth  Nell,  The  more  fool  you. 
Quoth  Nell,  &c. 

To  my  clofet  I'll  repair, 
^  And  read  on  godly  books, 
Forget  vain  love  and  worldlv  care. 

Quoth  Nell,  That  likely  looks  ! 
You  men  are  all  perfidious, 
But  I  will  be  religious, 
Try  all,  fly  all,  and  while  I  breathe  defy  all, 

Your  fex  I  now  defpife. 

Says  Nell,  By  Jove,  Jke  lies. 

Says  Nell,  Sec. 


SONG    LXV. 

SEL IN DA  lure's  the  brighteft  thing, 
That  decks  the  earth,  or  breathes  our  air; 
Mild  are  her  looks  like  opening  fpring, 
And  like  the  blooming  fummer  fair. 

But  then  her  wit's  fo  very  fmall, 

That  all  her  charms  appear  to  ly, 
Like  glaring  colours  on  a  wall, 

And  ftrike  no  further  than  the  eye. 

Our  eyes  luxuriously  Ihe  treats, 

Our  ears  are  abfent  from  the  feaft, 
One  fenfe  is  furfeited  with  fweets, 
.   Starv'd  and  difgufted  are  the  reft. 

So 
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So  have  I  feen  with  afpett  bright, 
And  taudry  pride,  a  tulip  fwell, 

Blooming  and  beauteous  to  the  fight, 
Dull  and  infipid  to  the  fmell. 


S  O  O  G    LXVI. 

A  Trifling  fong  ye  fball  hear, 
Begun  with  a  trifle  and  ended  ; 
All  trifling  people  draw  near, 
And  I  ihall  be  nobly  attended. 

Were  it  not  for  trifles  a  few, 

That  lately  came  into  the  play, 
The  men  would  want  fomething  to  do, 

The  women  want  fomething  to  fay. 

"What  makes  men  trifle  in  dreffing  ? 

Becaufe  the  ladies,  they  know, 
Admire,  by  often  carefiing 
That  eminent  trifle,  a  beau. 

When  the  lover  his  moments  has  trifled. 

The  trifle  of  trifles  to  gain, 
No  fooner  the  virgin  is  rifled, 

But  a  trifle  lhall  part  them  again.  * 

What  mortal  wou'd  ever  be  able, 

At  IVbyte's  half  a  moment  to  fit? 
Or  who  is't  cou'd  bear  a  tea-table, 

Without  talking  trifles  for  witr 

The  court  is  from  trifles  fecure, 

Gold  keys  are  no  trifles  we  fee ; 
White  rods  are  no  trifles  I'm  fure. 

Whatever  their  bearers  may  be. 

But  if  you  will  go  to  the  place, 

Where  trifles  abundantly  breed  ; 
The  levee  will  fliew  you,  his  Grace 

Makes  promifes  trifles  indeed  ! 

A  coach 
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A  coach  with  fix  footmen  behind,, 
I  count  neither  trifle  nor  fin ; 

But,  ye  Gods  !  how  oft  do  we  find 
A  icandalous  trifle  within  ? 

A  flafk  of  Champaign  people  think  it 
A  trifle,  or  fomething  as  bad ; 

But  if  you'll  contrive  how  to  drink  it, 
you'll  find  it  no  trifle,  by  Gad. 

A  parfn's  a  trifle  at  fea, 

A  widow's  a  trifle  in  forrow, 
A  peace  is  a  trifle  to  day, 
„  To  break  it  a  trifle  to  morrow. 

A  black  coat  a  trifle  may  cloke, 

Or  to  hide  it  the  red  may  endeavour  5 

But  if  once  the  army  is  broke, 

V/e  fhajl  have  more  trifles  than  ever. 

The  flage  is  a  trifle,  they  fay, 
The  reafcn  pray  carry  along  ; 

Becaufe  that  at  every  new  play, 

The  houfe  they  with  trifles  to  throng. 

But  with  people's  malice  to  trifle, 

And  to  fet  us  all  on  a  foot  j 
The  author  of  this  is  a  trifle, 

And  his  fong  is  a  trifle  to  boot. 


SONG       LXVII. 
ROM  grave  lefTons  and  reftraint, 
I'm  ftole  out  to  revel  here  ; 
Yet  I  tremble  and  I  faint, 
In  the  middle  of  the  fair. 

Oh  !  would  fortune  in  my  way 
Throw  a  lover  kind  and  gay  ; 

Now's  the  time  lie  foon  might  move 
A  young  heart  unus'd  to  love. 
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Shall  I  venture  ?  No,  no,  no, 
Shall  I  from  the  danger  go  ? 
Oh !  no,  no,  no,  no,  no, 
I  muft.  not  try,  I  cannot  fly, 
I  muft  not,  durft  not,   cannot  fly. 

Help  me,  nature,  help  me,  art; 
Why  mould  I  deny  my  part  ? 
If  a  lover  will  purfue, 
Like  the  wifeft  let  me  do  ; 
I  will  fit  him,   if  he's  true  ; 
If  he's  falfe,  I'll  fit  him  too. 


SONG    LXVIII. 

Women  and  Wine. 

SOME  fay  women  are  like  the  fea, 
Some  the  waves,  and  fome  the  rocks, 
Some  the  rofe  that  foon  decays, 

Some  the  weather,  fome  the  cocks  ; 
But  if  you'll  give  me  leave  to  tell, 
There's  nothing  can  be  compar'd  fo  well, 
As  wine,  wine,  women  and  wine, 

They  run  in  a  parallel. 

Women  are  witches  when  they  will, 

So  is  wine,  fo  is  wine, 
They  make  the  ftatefman  lofe  his  fkill, 

The  foldier,  lawyer  and  divine  ; 

They  put  a  gigg  in  the  graveft  fkull, 

And  fend  their  wits  to  gather  wool ; 

*Tis  wine,  wine,  women  and  wine, 

They  run  in  a  parallel. 

What  is't  that  makes  your  face  fo  pale, 
What  is't  that  makes  your  looks  divine, 

What  makes  your  courage  rife  and  fall  ? 
Is  it  not  women,  is  it  not  wine  ? 

Whence  proceed  th'  inflaming  dofes, 

That  fet  fire  to  your  nofes  ? 

From  wine,  wine,  women  and  wine; 

Thy  run  in  a  parallel.  SONG 
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S  C  N  G    LXIX. 

\K  T'OU'D  y°u  chuk  a  wife, 
V  V  For  a  happy  lifef 

Leave  the  court  and  the  country  take, 

Where  Deify  and  Sue, 

Young  Molly  and  Prue, 

Follow  Roger  and  "John,  * 

Whiiil  harvefl  goes  on, 
And  merrily  memly  rake. 

Leave  the  London  dames 

(Be  it  fpoke  ro  thsir  fhames) 
To  ly  in  their  beds  till  noon, 

Then  get  up  and  ftretch, 

And  paint  too  and  patch, 

Some  widgeon  to  catch, 
,    Then  lock  at  their  watch, 
And  wonder  they  rofe  up  fo  foon. 

Then  coffee  and  tea, 

Both  green  and  bohea, 
Are  ferv'i  to  their  tables  in  plate, 

Where  tattle.s  do  run, 

As  fwift  as  the  fun, 

Of  what  they  have  won, 

And  who  is  undone, 
By  their  gaming  and  fitting  up  late. 

The  lafs  give  me  here, 

Tho'  brown  as  my  beer, 
That  knows  how  to  govern  her  houfe, 

That  can  milk  her  cow, 

Or  farrow  her  fow, 

Make  butter  and  cheefe, 

Or  gather  green  peafe, 
And  values  fines  cloaths  not  a  foufe. 

This  is  the  girl 
Worth  rubies  and  pearl ; 
A  wife  that  will  make  a  man  rich  3 
We  gentlemen  need 
Islo  quality  breed, 

To 
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To  fquander  away 
What  taxes  wou'd  pay  ; 
We  care  not  in  faith  for  fuch. 


SONG    LXX. 

YE  S  I  could  love,  if  I  could  find 
A  miftrefs  fittc3  to  my  mind, 
Whom  neither  gold  nor  pride  could  move, 
To  change  her  virtue  or  her  love . 

Loves  to  go  neat,  not  to  go  fine, 
Loves  for  myfelf,  and  not  for  mine ; 
Not  city  proud,  nor  nice  and  coy, 
But  full  of  love,  and  full  of  joy  : 

Not  childifli  young,  nor  beldameold, 
Not  fiery  hot,  nor  icy  cold, 
Not  gravely  wife  to  rule  the  Hate, 
Not  foolifh  to  be  pointed  at : 

Not  worldly  rich,  nor  bafely  poor, 
Nor  chafte,  nor  a  reputed  whore  : 
If  fuch  an  one  you  can  difcover, 
Pray,  Sir,  in  title  me  her  lover. 


SONG     LXXL 

BLE  ST  as  th'  immortal  Gods  is  he, 
The  youth  who  fondly  fits  by  thee, 
And  hears  and  fees  thee  all  the  while, 
Softly  fpeak  and  fweetly  fmile. 

'Twas  this  bereav'd  my  foul  of  reft, 
Andrais'd  fuch  tumults  in  my  bread; 
For  while  I  gaz'd  in  tranfport  toft, 
My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  loft. 

My  bofom  glow'd  ;    the  fubtile  flame 
Ran  quick  thro'  all  my  vital  frame  ; 
O'er  my  dim  eyes  a  darknefs  hung, 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung. 


In 
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In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  were  chill'd, 
My  blood  with  gentle  horrors  thrill'd, 
My  feeble  pulfe  forgot  to  play, 
I  fainted,  funk,  and  dy'd  away. 


SONG    LXXII. 

YO  U  may  ceafe  to  complain, 
For  your  fuit  is  in  vain, 
All  attempts  you  can  make' 

But  augments  her  difdain  ; 
She  bids  you  give  over 

While  'tis  in  your  power, 
For  except  her.efteem 

She  can  grant  you  no  more  :. 
Her  heart  has  been  long  fince 

AfTaulted  and  won, 
Her  truth  is  as  lading 

And  firm  as  the  fun  ; 
You'll  find  it  moreeaiy 

Your  paffion  to  cure, 
Than  for  ever  thofe  fruitlefs 

Endeavours  endure. 

You  may  give  this  advice 

To  the  wretched  and  wife, 
But  a  lover  like  me 

Will  thofe  precepts  defpifs  ; 
I  fcorn  to  give  over 

Were  i  t  in  my  "power  ; 
Tho'  efleern  were  deny'd  me, 

Yet  her  I'll  adore, 
A  heart  that's  been  touch'd 

Will  fome  fympathy  bear  ; 
'Twill  lefTen. my  iorrows 

If  me  takes  a  fhare  ; 
I'll  count  it  more  honour 

In  dying  her  Have, 
Than  did  her  affections 

The  Heddinels  crave*  ,  , 


You 
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ton  may  tell  her  I'll  be 

Her  true  lover,  tho'  fhe 
Should  mankind  defpife 

Out  of  hatred  to  me; 
*Tis  mean  to  give  o'er 

'Caufe  we  get  no  reward, 
She  loft  not  her  worth 

When  I  loft  her  regard  ; 
My  love  on  an  altar 

More  noble  mail  burn, 
1  ftili  will  love  on 

Without  hopes  of  return  ; 
I'll  tell  her  fome  other 

HasTdndled  the  flame, 
And  I'll  figh  for  herfelf 

In  another  one's  name. 


SONG     LXXIII. 

The  tippling  Philofophers. 

10  GE  NE  S,  furly  and  proud, 
Who  fnarl'd  at  the  Maccdon  youth, 
Delighted  in  wine  that  was  good, 

Becaufe  in  good  wine  there  was  truths 
Bat  growing  as  poor  as  a  Job, 

Unable  to  purchafe  a  flafk, 
He  chofe  for  his  maniion  a  tub, , 
And  liv'd  by  the  fcent  of  the  cafk, 

Heraditus  ne'er  wou'd  deny 

A  bumper,  to  cherifh  his  heart  ; 
And  when  he  was  maudlin  wou'd  cry, 

Becaufe  he  had  empty'd  his  quart  t 
Tho'  fome  are  fo  foolifh  to  think, 

He  wept  at  men's  follies  and  vice, 
Twa^  only  his  cuftom  to  drink, 

Till  the  liquor  flow'd  out  of  his  eyes. 

O  ..J)emctritu$ 
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Dtmvcriius  always  was  glad 

To  tipple  and  cheriih  his  foul  ; 
Would  laugh  like  a  man  that  was  mad, 

When  over  a  good  flowing  bowl : 
.As  long  as  his  cellar  was  ftor'd, 

The  liquor  he'd  merrily  quaff; 
And  when  he  was  drunk  as  a  lord, 

At  them  that  were  fober  he'd  laugh. 

'Wife  Solon,  who  carefully  gave 

Good  laws  unto  Athens  of  old, 
And  thought  the  rich  Crcefus  a  Have, 

(Tho'  a  king)  to  his  coffers  of  gold; 
He  delighted  in  plentiful  bowls  ;_ 

But  drinking  much  talk  would  decline, 
Bscaufe  'twas  the  cuflom  of  fools, 

To  prattle  much  over  their  wine. 

Gld  Socrates  ne'er  was  content, 

Till  a  bottle  had  heighten'd  his  joys, 
Who  in's  cups  to  the  oracle  went, 

Or  he  ne'er  had  been  counted  fo  wife.; 
Late  hours  he  mo.fl  certainly  lov'd. 

Made  wine  the  delight  of  his  life, 
Or  Xantippe  would  never  have  prov'd 

Such  a  damnable  fcold  of  a  wife. 

Grave  Seneca,  fam'd  for  his  part?, 

Who  tutor'd  the  bully  of  Rome, 
?Grew  wife  o'er  his  cups  and  his  quarts, 

Which  he  drank  like  amiferat  homei 
And,  to  mew  he  lov'd  wine  that  was  good? 

To  the  lalt,  (we  may  truly  aver  it) 
He  tm&ur'd  his  bath  with  his  blood, 

So  fancy'd  he  died  in  his  claret. 

Pythagoras  did  filcnce  enjoin, 

On  his  pupils  who  wifdom  would  feek, 
Becaufe  he  tippled  good  wine, 

Till  himfelf  was  unable  to  fpeak  ? 


AmA 
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And  when  he  was  whimfical  grown. 

With  fipping  his  plentiful  bowls, 
By  the  ftrength  of  the  juice  in  his  crown, 

He  conceiv'd  transmigration  of  fouls. 

-Copernicus,  too,   like  the  reft, 

Believ'd  there  was  wifdom  in  wine. 
And  thought  that  a  cup  of  the  beft 

M^ade  reafon  the  brighter  to  ihine  ; 
With  wine  he  replenihVd  his  veins, 

And  made  his  philofophy  reel  ; 
Then  fancy'd  the  world,  like  his  brains* 

Turn'd  round  like  a  chariot-wheel. 

AriftotU,  that  matter  of  arts, 

Had  been  but  a  dunce  without  wine, 
And  what  we  afcfibe  to  his  parts, 

Is  due  to  the  juice  of  the  vine  : 
His  belly,    moil  writers  agree, 

Was  big  as  a  watering- trough"; 
He  therefore  leapt  into  the  fea, 

Becaufe  he'd  have  liquor  enough.' 

Old  Plato  was  reckoned  divine, 

He  fondly  to  wifdom  was  prone ; 
But  had  it  not  been  for  good  wine, 

His  merits  had  never  been  known. 
By  wine  we  are  generous  made, 

It  furnimes  fancy  with  wings, 
Without  it  we  ne'er  fhou'd  have  had 

Philofophers,  poets,  or  kings. 


SONG    LXXIV. 
Down  among  the  dead  Men. 

HERE'S  a  health  to  the  king  and  alaftingpeacej 
May  faction  dedamn'd,  and  difcord  ceafe  5 
Come,  let  us  drink  it  while  we  have  breath, 
For  there's  no  drinking  after  death  ; 

O  2  AU 
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•And  lie  that  won't  with  this  comply* 

Down  among  the  dead  men, 

Down  among  the  dead  7nen, 

Down,  down,  down,  down, 
Down  among  the  dead  men,  let  him  ly. 

Now  a  health  to  the  Queen,  and  rriay  me  long 

B*  our  firft  fair  toaft  to  grace  our  fong  ; 

Off  w'  your  hats,  wi'  your  knee  on  the  ground, 

Take  off  your  bumpers  all  around; 

And  he  that  will  not'  drink  his  dry, 

Down  among,  Sec.  let  him  ly. 
Let  charming  beauty's  health  go  round, 
Jn  whom  celeftial  joys  are  found  : 
And  may  confufion  ftill  purfue 
The  fenfelefs  woman-hating  crew  ; 
And  he  that  will  this  health  deny, 

Down  among,  &C.   let  him  ly. 
Here's  thriving  to  trade,  and  the  common-wea!s 
And  patriots  to  their  country  leal ; 
But  who  for  bribes  gives  Satan  his  foul, 
May  he  ne'er  laugh  o'er  a  flowing  bowl ; 
And  all  that  with  fuch  rogues  comply, 

Down  among,.  &c.  let  him  ly. 
In  fmiling  Bacchus'  joys  I'll  roll, 
Deny  no  pleafure  to  my  foul ; 
Let  Bacchus''  health  round  fwiftly  move, 
For  Bacchus  is-  a  friend  to  love  ; 
Aud  he  that  does  this  health  deny, 

Down  among,  Sec.  let  him  ly. 


SONG     LXXV. 

HE  that  will  not  merry  merry  be, 
With  a  generous  bowl  and  a  toaft, 
May  he  in  Bridewell  be  lhut  up, 
And  fall  bound  to  a  poll ; 
Let  him  be  merry  merry  there, 
And  we'll  be  merry  merry  here  ; 
For  who  can  know  where  we  Jhall  go3 
To  be  merry  another  year  P  He 
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He  that  will  not  merry  merry  be,. 
And  take  his  glafs  in  courfe, 
May  he  b'  oblig'd  to  drink  fmall  beer, 
Ne'er  a  penny  into  his  purfe  : 
Let  kirn  be  merry,  Sec 

Ke  that  will  not  merry  merry  be^, 

With  a  comp'ny  of  jolly  boys, 

May  he  be  plagu'd  with  a  fcojding wife, 

To  confound  him  with  her  noile  : 

Let  him  be  merry,   &C. 

He  that  will  not  merry  merry  be, 

With  his  miftrefs  in  his  bed, 

Let  him  be  buried  in  the  church-yard, 

And  me  put  in  his  ftead  : 

Let  him  be  merry,   &c. 


SONG    LXXVI. 

JOLLY  mortals,  fill   your  glafTes  ; 
Noble  deeds-  are  done  by  wine ; 
Scorn  the  nymph  and  all  her  graces  : 
Who'd  for  love  or  beauty  pine  ? 

Look  upon  this  bowl  that's  flowing, 
And  a  thoufand  charms  you'll  find. 

More  than  in  Chloe  when  juft  going, 
In  the  moment  to*  be  kind. 

Alexander  hated  thinking : 

Drank  about  at  council-board  : 
Made  friends,  and  gain'd  the  world  by  drinkingj 

More  than  by  his  conquering  fword. 


SONG    LXXVII. 
HINCE  we  die  by  the  help  of  good  wine, 
)     I  will  that  a  ton  be  my  ihrine  • 
And  engrave  it  on  my  tomb, 

O  3  Here 
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Here  lies  a  body  once  fo  brave, 

Who  with  drinking  made  his  grave,. 

Who  with,   Sec. 

Since  thus  to  die  will  purchafe  fame, 

And  leave  an  everlafling  name, 

Since  thus  to  die,   &c. 

Drink,  drink  away,  drink,  drink  away., 

And  let  us  be  nobly  interred, 

Brink,  drink,  &c. 

Let  mifers  and  ilaves 

Pop  into  their  graves, 
And  rot  in  a  dirty  church-yard. 
And  rot  in  a  dirty- church-yard, 
Let  mifers,   &C* 


SONG     LXXVIII. 

BACCHUS  is  a  power  divine; 
For  he  no  fooner  fills  my  head 
With  mighty  wine,. 
But  all  my  cares  refign, 

And  droop,  and  droop,  and  fink  down  dead  1 
Then,  then  the  pleafing  thoughts  begin,, 

And  I  in  riches  flow, 

At  leaft  I  fancy  fo  ; 
And  without  thought  of  want  IfTng, 
Stretch'd  on  the  earth,,  my  head  all  around, 
With  flowers,  weav'd  into  a  garland,  crown'd  : 
Then,  then  I  begin  to  live, 
And  fcorn  what  all  the  world  can  mow  or  give. 
Let  the  brave  fools  that  fondly  think 

Of  honour  and  delight 

To  make  a  noife,  a  noife  and  fight, 
Go  feek  out  war  whilft  1  feek  peace, 
Whilft  I  feek  peace,  feek  peace  and  drink, 
Whilft  I  feek  peace,  feek  peace  and  dHnk. 
Then  fill  my  g\a.fs,  fill  fill  it  high  j 
Some  perhaps  think  it  fit  to  fail  and  die  y 

gut 
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But  when  bottles  are  rang'd 
Make  war  with  me, 

The  fighting  fool  mail  fee, 
When  I  am  funk, 

The  difference  to  \y  dead, 
And  ly  dead  drunk, 

1  ht  fighting  fool t   &C. 


SONG    LXXIX. 

YE  virgin  powers,  defend  my  heart, 
From  amorous  looks  and  fmiles  ; 
From  faucy  love,  or  nicer  art, 
Which  moft  our  fex  beguiles. 

From  fighs  and  vows,  and  awful  fears, 

That  do  to  pity  move  ; 
From  fpeaking  filence,  and  from  teafsr 

Thofe  fp rings  that  water  love. 

But  if  through  paffion  I  grow  blind, 

Let  honour  be  my  guide  ; 
And  when  frail  nature  feems  inclin'd, 

There  place  a  guard  of  pride. 

An  heart,  whofe  flames  are  feen,  tho*  pure., 

Needs  every  virtue's  aid  ; 
And  me  who  thinks  herfelf  fecure,  - 

The  fon&ft  is  betray'd. 


SONG     LXXX. 

WH  Y  mou'd  a  foolifh  marriage  vow, 
Which  long  ago  was  made, 
Oblige  us  to  each  other  now, 
When  paffion  is  decay'd  ? 
We  lov'd,  and  we  lov'd 
As  long  as  we  cou'd, 
Till  love  was  lov'd  out  of  us  loth  : 

OJ4  Bat 
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But  our  marriage  is  dead, 
When  the  pleafure  is  fled  ; 
*Twas  pleafure  firft  made  it  an  oath,. 

If  I  have  pleafures  for  a  friend, 

And  further  love  in  ftore, 
What  wrong  has  he  whofe  joy  s  did  end* 
And  who  cou'd  give  no  more  .?- 
'Tis  a  madneS  that  he 
Shou'd  be  jealous  of  me, 
Or  that  I  fhou'd  bar  him  of  another ; 
For  all  we  can  gain, 
Is  to  give  ourfelves  pain, 
When  neither  can  hinder  the  other. 


SO  N  G    LXXXL  . 

MY  dear  miftrefs  has  a  heart, 
Soft  as  thefe  kind  looks  fhe  gave  me,, 
When  with  love's  refiftlefs  art, 

And  her  eyes  Hie  did  enflave  me  | 
But  her  conftancy's  fo  weak, 

She's  fo  wild  and  apt  to  wander, 

That  my  jealous  heart  would  break, 

Should  we  live  one  day  afunder. 

Melting  joys  about  her  move, 

Killing  pleafures,  wounding  blifles  j 
She  can  drefs  her  eyes  in  love, 

And  her  lips  can  arm  with  kifles : 
Angels  liiten  when  ihe  fpeaks ; 

She's  my  delight,  all  mankind's  wonder  3. 
But  my  jealous  heart  would  break, 

Should  we  live  one  day  afunder. 


SONG     LXXXII. 
LL  fail  upon  the  dog-ftar, 
And  then  purfue  the  morning  : 
I'll  chafe  the  moon  till  it  be  noon, 
I'll  make  her  leave  her  homing* 


I'll 


(  297  ) 

I'll  climb  the  frofty  mountain, 
And  there  I'll  coin  the  weather ; 

I'll  tear  the  rainbow  from  the  sky, 
And  ty  both  ends  together. 

The  liars  pluck  from  their  orbs  toOj 
And  crowd  them  in  my  budget ; 

And  whether  Pma  roaring  boy, 
Let  Grejham  college  judge  it  : 

While  I  mount  yon  blew  celum, 
To  fhun  the  tempting  gipfies ; 

Play  at  foot-ball  with  fun  and  moon, 
And  fright  ye  with  eclipfes. 


SONG     LXXXIII. 

James. 

PRITHEE,  Sufatr,  what  doft  mufe  on< 
By  this  doleful  fpring  ? 
You  are,  I  fear,  in  love,  my  dear ; 
Alas  poor  thing  I 

Susan. 
Truly,  Jamie,  I  mull  blame  ye, 

You  look  fo  pale  and  wan  ; 
I  fear  'twill  prove  you  are  in  love  j 

Alas  poor  man  1 

James. 
Nay,  my  Suey,  now  I  view  ye  ; 

Well  I  know  your  fmart, 
When  you're  alone  you  iigh  and  groan  ; 

Alas  poor  heart  ! 

Susan. 
Jamie,  hold  ;  I  dare  be  bold 

To  fay,   thy  heart  is  Hole, 
And  know  that  fhe  as  well  as  thee  $ 

Alas  poor  foul  ! 

°s  J 


(  *98  ) 

James. 
Then,  my  Sue,  tell  me  who  ; 

I'll  give  thee  beads  of  pearl, 
And  eafe  thy  heart  of  all  this  fmart  ; 

Alas  poor  girl  ! 

Susan. 
Jamie,  no,  if  you  fhou'd  know, 

I  fear  'twould  make  you  fad, 
And  pine  away  both  night  and  day; 

Alas  poor  lad  ! 

Ja  m  e  s. 
Why  then,  my  Sue,  it  is  for  you, 

That  I  burn  in  thefe  flames ; 
And  when  I  die,  I  know  you'll  cry, 

Alas  poor  James  ! 

Susan. 
Say  you  fo,  then,  Jamie,  know, 

If  you  fhou'd  prove  untrue, 
Then  muA  1  likewife  cry, 

Alas  poor  Sue  / 

Qnoth  he,  then  join  thy  hand  with  mine, 

And  we  will  wed  to-day  : 
I  do  agree,  here  'tis,  quoth  ike, 

Come  let's  away. 


SONG    LXXXIV. 

WHEN,  lovely  Pbillis,  thou  art  kind, 
Nought  but  raptures  fill  my  mind  j 
?Tis  then  I  think  thee  fo  divine, 
T'  excel  the  mighty  power  of  wine  : 
But  when  thou  infult'fl,  and  laughs  at  my  pain, 
I  wafh  thee  away  with  fparkling  champaign  ; 
So  bravely  contemn  both  the  boy  and  his  mother, 
And  drive  out  one  God  by  the  power  of  another. 

When 
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When  pity  in  thy  looks  I  fee, 

I  fraily  quit  my  friends  for  thee  ; 

Perfuafive  love  fo  charms  me  then, 

My  freedom  I'd  not  wifh  again. 
But  when  thou  art  cruel,  and  heeds  not  my  care, 
Then  ftraight  with  a  bumper  I  banifh  defpair  ; 
So  bravely  contemn  both  the  boy  and  his  mother, 
And  drive  out  one  God  by  the  power  of  another. 


SONG     LXXXV. 

YOU  that  love  mirth,  attend  to  my  Cong, 
A  moment  you  never  can  better  employ  ; 
Sa-ivrry  and  Teague  were  trudging  along, 

A  bonny  Scots  lad,  and  an  lrijh  dear-joy  ;    - 
They  neither  before  had  feen  a  wind-mill, 
Nor  had  they  heard  ever  of  any  fuch  name  : 
As  they  were  a  walking, 
And  merrily  talking, 
At  laft  by  meer  chance  to  a  wind-mill  they  cameo 

Haha  !  crys  Sa-ivny,  what  do  ye  ca'  that  ? 

To  tell  the  right  name  o't  I  am  at  a  lofs. 
Teague  very  readily  anfwer'd  the  Scot,' 

Indeed  I  believe  it'ih  fhaint  Patrick's  crofs. 
Says  Sawny,  ye'll  find  your  fell  meikle  miltaken. 
For  it  is  faint  Andre-itSs  crofs  I  can  fwearj 
For  there  is  his  bonnet, 
And  tartans  hang  on  it, 
The  plaid  and  the  trews  our  apoftle  did  wear, 

Nay,  o*  my  ftioul  joy,  thou  telleftit  all  lees, 

For  that  I  will  fhwear  is  ihaint  Patrick's  coat \\ 
I  ihee't  him  in  Ireland  buying  the  freeze,  ■ 

And  that  I'm  mure  ifh  the  ihame  that  he  bought  y 
And  he  ilh  a  fhaint  much  better  than  ever 

Made  either  the  covenanting  fholemn  o*  league  ; 
For  o'  my  fhalwamion, 
He  was  my  relamion, 
.    And  fead  agreat  kindnefh  for  honefht  voorTeag'vti 
O  Q  Where- 
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Wherefore,  fays  Teague,  I  will,  by  my  fhoul, 

Lay  down  my  napihack,  and  take  out  my  beadsr 
And  under  this  holy  crofs'  fet  I  will  fall* 

And  fhay pater  nojbter,  and  (home  of  our  creeds* 
So  Teague  began  with  humble  devotion, 
To  kneel  down  before  St,  fat  rick's  crofs  j 
The  wind  fell  a  blowing, 
And  fet  it  a-going, 
And  gave  our  dear-joy  a  terrible  toii. 

Sanvny  tehee'd,  to  fee  how  poor  Teague 

'  Lay  fcratching  his  ears,  and  roll  on  the  grafs. 
Swearing,  it  was  furely  the  deTs  whiily-gig, 

And  none  (he  roar'd  out)  of  St.  Patrick's  erofs  : 
But  ifh  it  indeed,  crys  he  in  a  pafncn, 

The  crofs  of  oar  fhaint  that  has  crofht  me  fo  fore> 
Upo'  my  ialwafhion, 
This  (hall  be  a  cawmion,. 
To  truft  to  St.  Patrick's  kindnefs  no  more. 

S-atamp  to  Teague  then  merrily  cry'd, 

This  patron  of  yours  is  a  very  fad  loun, 
To  hit  you  ilc  a  fair  thump  on  the  hide, 

For  kneeling  before  him,  and  feeking  a  boon  : 
Let  me  ad  vile  you  to  (qtvq  our  St.  Aridicw, 
He,  by  my  faul  was  a  fpecial  gu'de  man  ; 
For  fmce  your  St.  Patrick 
Has  ferv'd  you  fie  a  trick, 
I'd  fee  him  hung  up  e'er  I  ferv'd  him  agaiB. 

SONG     LXXXVX. 

A  Y  the  ambitious  ever  rind 
Succefs  in  crowds  and  noife, 
While  gentle  love  does  fill  my  mind 
With  filent  real  joys. 

May  knaves  and  fools  grow  rich  and  great, 

And  all  the  world  think  them  wife, 
While  I  ly  at  my  Nanitf.s  fret, 

And  all  the  world  defpife, 

2  Let 
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Let  conquering  kings  new  triumphs  raiie, 

And  melt  in  court  delights  ; 
Her  eyes  can  give  much  brighter  days, 

Her  arms  much  fofter  nights. 


SONG    LXXXVI1. 

C  ELI Ay  too  late  you  wou'd  repent* 
The  offering  all  your  ftore* 
Is  now  but  like  a  pardon  fent,. 
To  one  that's  dead  before. 

While  at  the  firft  you  cruel  provM^ 
And  grant  the  blifs  too  late, 

You  hindred  me  of  one  I  lov'd3 
To  give  me  one  I  hate* 

I  thought  you.  innocent  as  fair, 
When  firft  my  court  I  made  j 

But  when  your  falfhoods  plain  appear,. 
My  love  no  longer  ftay'd. 

Your  bounty  of  thefe  favours  fhown3 
Whofe  worth  your  firft  deface, 

Is  melting  valu'd  medals  down,. 
And  giving  us  the  brafs. 

O  !  fince  the  thing  we  b'eg's    a  toy* 
That's  priz'd  by  love  alone, 

Why  cannot  women  grant  the  joy, 
Before  the  love  is  gone.  . 


SONG     LXXXVIII. 

\7  E  Ss  all  the  world  will  fure  agree, 
]L        He  who's  fecur'd  of  having  thee3 

Will  be  entirely  bleft  ; 
But  'twere  in  me  too  great  a  wrong, 
-To  make  one  who  has  been  fo  long 

My  queen,  my  JJave  at  laft. 


No» 
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Nor  ought  thefe  things  to  be  connVd 
That  were  for  publick  good  defign'd  : 

Cou'd  we,  in  foolifti  pride, 
Make  the  fun  always  with  us  flay, 
?Twou'-d  burn  our  corn  and  grafs  away, 

To  ftarve  the  world  befide. 

Let  not  the  thoughts  of  parting,  fright 
Two  fouls  which  pafiion  does  unite; 

For  while  our  love  does  laft, 
Neither  will  flrive  to  go  away, 
And  why  the  devil  mould  we  Hay,-. 

When  once  that  love  is  pall  ? 


SONG     LXXXIX. 

MY  Goddefs  Lydta,  heavenly  fair/ 
,    As  lilly  {wezb,  as-  foft  as  air, 
Let  loofe  thy  treiles,  fpread  thy  charms, 
And  to  my  love  give  frefh  alarms. 

G  !  let  me  gaze  on  thefe  bright  eyes, 
Tho*  facred  lightning  from  them  flyes ; 
Shew  me  that  foft,  that  modeft  grace, 
Which  paints  with  charming  red  thy  face* 

Give  me  Ambrofia.  in  a  kite," 
That  I  may  rival  Jo<ve  in  blifs, 
That  I -may  mix  my  foul  with  thine, 
And  make  the  pleafure  all  divine. 

O  hide !  thy  bofom's  killing  white, 
(The  milky  way  is  not  fo  bright) 
Left  you  my  ravifh'd  foul  opprefs, 
With  beauty's  pomp,  and  fweet  excefs/. 

Why  draw' ft  thou  from  the  purple  flood ,     - 
Of  my  kind  heart  the  vital  blocd  ?  ' 
Thou  art  all  over  endlefs  charms ; 
O  !  take  me  dying  to  thy  arms. 

^S  0  N  6 
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SONG     XC. 

WHY  we  love,  and  why  we  hale* 
Is  not  granted  us  to  know  ; 
Random  chance,  or  wilful  fate, 
Guides  the  fhaft  from  Cupid's  bow. 

If  on  me  Zelinda  frown, 

'Tis  madnefs  all   in  me  to  grieve  ; 
Since  her  will  is  not  her  own, 

Why  mould  I  uneafy  live  I 

if  I  for  Zelinda  die, 

Deaf  to  poor  Mizellas  cries, 
A(k  not  me  the  reafon  why, 

Seek  the  riddle  in  the  Ikies.- 


SONG    XCI. 

HARK  how  the  trumpet  founds  to  battle, 
Hark  how  the  thundring  cannons  rattle  ; 
Cruel  ambition  now  calls  me  away, 
While  I  have  ten  thoufand  foft  things  to  fay, 
While  honour  alarms  me, 
Young  Cupid  difarms  me, 
And  Celia  fo  charms  me, 
I  cannot  away. 

Hark  again,  honour  calls  me  to  arms, 
Hark  how  the  trumpet  fweetly  charms  ; 
Celia  no  more  then  muft  be  obey'd, 
Cannons  are  roaring,  and  eniigns  difplay'd  : 

The  thoughts  of  promotion, 

Infpire  fuch  a  notion, 

Of  Celia's  devotion 
I'm  no  more  afraid. 

Guard  her  for  me,  celeftial  powers, 

Ye  Gods,  blefs  the  nymph  with  happy  foft  hours  ■: 

O  may  fhe  ever  to  love  me  incline, 

Such  lovely  perfections  I  cannot  refign  ; 

Firm 
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Firm  constancy  grant  her, 
My  true  love  mall  haunt  her, 
My  foul  cannot  want  her, 
She's  all  fo  divine. 


SONG     XCII. 

SHALL  I,  wafting  in  defpair, 
Die  becaufe  a  woman's  fair  ? 
Shall  my  cheeks  look  pale  with  care* 
'Caufe  another's  rofy  are  ? 
Be  fhe  fairer  than  the  day, 
Or  the  rlow'ry  meads  in  May  ; 

Yet  if  me  think  not  well  of  me, 
What  care  I  how  fair  me  be. 

Shall  a  woman's  goodnefs  move 
Me  to  perifh  for  her  love  ; 
Or,  her  worthy  merits  known, 
Make  me  quite  forget  my  own  ?■ 
Be  fhe  with  that  goodnefs  bleft,. 
As  may  merit  name  the  beft ; 

Yet  if  fhe  be  not  fuch  to  me,. 

What  care  I  how  good  fhe  be, 

Be  me  good,  or  kind,  or  fair,. 
I  will  never  more  defpair; 
if  me  love  me,  this  believe, 
I  will  die  e'er  fhe  fhall  grieve j.« 
If  fhe  flight  me  when  I  woo, 
i  will  fcorn,  and  let  her  go  : 

So  if  me  be  not  fit  for  me,. 

What  care  I  for  whom  fhe  be. 


SONG     XCIII. 

AS  the  fnow  in  valleys  lying, 
Pbcebus  his  warm  beams  applying, 
Soon  diffolves  and  runs  away  ; 
So  the  beauties,-  fo  the  graces, 
Of  the  moft  bewitching  faces, 
At  approaching  age  decay. 

As 
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As  a  tyrant,  when  degraded, 
Is  defpis'd,  and  is  upbraided, 

By  the  flaves  he  once  controuPd  £ 
So  the  nymph,  if  none  could  move  he»r, 
Is  contemn'd  by  every  lover, 

When  her  charms  are  growing  old.. 

Melancholick  looks  and  whining, 
Grieving,    quarrelling,  and  pining, 

Are  th'  effects  your  rigours  move  i- 
Soft  carefTes,  am'rous  glances, 
Melting  fighs,  tranfporting  trances, 

Are  the  bleft  effefts  of  love. 

Fair  ones !  while  your  beauty's  blooming, 
Imploy  time,  left  age  refurning 

What  your  youth  profufely "lends  ; 
You  are  robb'd  of  all  your  glories. 
And  condemn'd  to  tell  old  ftories 

To  your  unbelieving  friends. 


SONG     XCIV. 

AIR  Amoret  is  gone  aflray, 
Purfue,  and  feek  her,  ev'ry  lover  r 
I'll  tell  the  iigns  by  which  you  may 
The  wand'ring  fhepherdefs  difcover. 

Coquet  and  coy  at  once  her  air, 

Both  fhidy'd,  tho'  both  feem  negle&edj 
Carelefs  Ihe  is  with  artful  care, 

AfTecling  to  feem  unaffected. 
With  ftill  her  eyes  dart  ev'ry  glance, 

Yet  change  (b  foon  you'd  ne'er  fufpect  'em  £ 
For  fhe'd  perfuacle  they  wound  by  chance, 

Tho'  certain  aim  and  art  direct  them. 

She  likes  herfelf,  yet  others  hates 

For  that  which  in  herfelf  Ihe  prizes; 
And  while  ftie  laughs  at  them,  forgets 

She  is  the  thing  that  fne  defpifes. 

SONG 
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SONG     XCV. 

^AMO  N,  if  you  will  believe  me, 
'Tis  not  fighing  round  the  plain. 
Song  nor  fonnet  can  relieve  ye ; 
Faint  attempts  in  love  are  vain. 

Urge  but  home  the  fair  occaflon, 

And  be  matter, of  the  field; 
To  a  powerful  kind  invafion, 

'Twere  a  madnefs  not  to  yield. 

Tho'  me  vows  me'll  ne'er  permit  ye, 
Cries  you're  rude,  and  much  to  blame. 

And  with  tears  implores  your  pity  ; 
Be  not  merciful  for  ihame. 

When  the  fierce  aflault  is  over, 
Cbloris  time  enough  will  find, 

This  her  cruel  furious  lover, 
Much  more  gentle,  not  fo  kind.' 


SONG    XGVI. 

IF  me  be  not  kind  as  fair, 
But  peevifh  and  unhandy, 
Leave  her,  fliers  only  worth  the  care 
Of  fome  fpruce  jack  a-dandy. 

I  would  not  have  thee  fuch  an  afs, 
Hadfl  thou  ne'er  fo  much  leifure, 

To  figh  and  whine  for  fuch  a  lafs, 
Whofe  pride's  above  her  pleafure. 


SONG     XCVII. 

He. 

AWAKE,  thou,  faireft  thing  in  nature, 
How  can  you  deep  when  day  does  break? 
How  can  you  fleep,  my  charming  creature, 
When  half  a.world  for  you  are  awake. 

Sks. 
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She. 
What  fwain  is  this  that  tings  To  early, 
Under  my  window  by  th^  dawn  ? 

He. 
"Fis  one,  dear  nymph,  that  loves  you  dearly 
Therefore  in  pity  eafe  my  pain. 

S  H   E, 

Softly,  elfe  you'll  wake  my  mother, 

No  tales  of  love  me  lets  me  hear  ;. 
Go  tell  your  paffion  to  fome  other,  < 

Or  whifper't  foftly  in  my  ear. 
He. 
How  can  you  bid  me  love  another, 

Or  rob  me  of  your  beauteous  charms  ? 
*Tis  time  you  were  wean'd  from  your  mother, 

You're  fitter  for  a  lover's  arms, 

SONG    XCVIII. 

IN  fpiteof  love  at  length  I've  found 
A  miftrefs  that  can  pleafe  me, 
Her  humour  free  and  unconfin'd, 

Both  night  and  day  ihe'll  eafe  me. 
No  jealous  thoughts  diflurb  my  mind, 
Tho'  {he's  enjoy'd  by  all  mankind, 
Then  drink  and  never  fpare  it, 
'Tis  a  bottle  of  good  claret. 

If  you,  thro'  all  her  naked  charms,. 

Her  little  mouth  dilcover, 
Then  take-her  blufhing  to  your  arms,- 

And  ufe  her  like  a  lover  ; 
Such  liquor  ihe'll  diftil  from  thence, 

As  will  tranfport  your  ravifht  fenfe  y. 
Then  kifs  and  never  fpare  it, 
*Tis  a  bottle  of  good  claret. 
But  bell  of  all  !  Ihe  has  no  tongue,.; 

Submiffive  Ihe  obeys  me, 
She's  fully  better  old  than  young. 

And  Hill  to  frailing  fways  me  ;. 


Her 
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l{er  skin  is  fmooth,  complexion  blaclc> 
And  has  a  mofl  delicious  fmack ; 
Then  kifs  and  never  fpare  it, 
*Tis  a  bottle  of  good  claret. 

If  you  her  excellence  would  tafte, 

Be  Aire  you  ufe  her  kind,  Sir, 
Clap  your  hand  about  her  waift, 
And  raife  her  up  behind,  Sir  ; 
As  for  her  bottom,  never  doubt, 
Pufh  but  home,  and  you'll  find  it  out; 
Then  drink  and  never  fpare  it, 
'Tis  a  bottle  of  good  claret. 

■  '     — —  i  11     iimw ■ mm 

SONG     XCIX. 

OSurprifing  lovely  fair  ! 
Who  with  -Cbloe  can  compare  ? 
Sure  file's  formed  for  beauty's  Queen, 
Her  wit,  her  fhape,  her  grace,  her  mein, 
By  far  excelis  all  nymphs  I've  feen  j 
No  mortal  eye 
Can  view  her  nigh, 
Too  exquifite  for  human  fight  to  fee; 
Tho'  fhe  ne'er  may  be  kinda 
Nor  for  me  e'er  defign'd, 
Yet  I  love,  I  love,  I  love, 

The  charming  me. 

SONG     C. 

WHEN  bright  Aurelia  tript  the  plain, 
How  chearful  then  were  feen, 
The  looks  of  every  jolly  fwain, 
That  ftrcve  Amelia's  heart  to  gain, 
With  gambols  on  the  green  ? 

Their  fports  were  innocent  and  gay, 

Mixt  with  a  manly  air  ; 
They'd  iing  and  dance,  and  pipe  and  play, 
Each  ftrove  to  pleafe,  fome  different  way, 

This  dear  inchanting  fair. 

The 
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'The  ambitious  ftrife  fhe  did  admire, 

And  equally  approve, 
'Till  Pbaon's  tuneful  voice  and  lyre, 
With  fofteil  mufick  did  infpire 

Her  foul  to  generous  love. 

Their  wonted  fports  the  reft  inclin'd^ 

Their  arts  prov'd  all  in  vain  ; 
Aurelicts  conftant  now  they  find, 
The  more  they  languifh  and  repin'd 
The  more  me  loves  the  fiuain. 


SONG     CL 

AWAY,  you  rover, 
For  fhame  give  over, 
You  play  the  lover 

So  like  an  afs ; 
You  are  for  ftorming, 
You  think  you're  charming, 
Your  faint  performing, 
We  read  in  your  face. 


SONG     CIL 

HE,  who  for  ever, 
Wou'd  hope  for  favour, 
lie  muft  endeavour 

To  charm  the  fair ;    . 
He  dances,  he  dances, 
He  d--a--a--a— a— ances, 
He  fighs,  and  glances. 
He  makes  advances, 
He  fings,  and  dances, 

And  mends  his  air* 


SONG 
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SONG     CIII. 

G'°>  £°>  Z°>Z°faVeft  of  thy  fex  be  gone, 
Leave, leave,  ah  leave,  leave  me  to  my f elf  alone! 
Why  would  you  drive  by  fond_preten.ee, 
Thus  to  deftroy  my  innocence  ? 
'■'Go,  go,   &c leave,  leave,   &c. 

Young  Cilia,  you  too  late  betray'd, 
Then  thus  you  did  the  nymph  upbraid, 
"  Love  like  a  dream  ufher'd  by  night, 
"  Flies  the  approach  of  morning  light." 
Go,  go,  &c. leave,  leave,  &c. 

She  that  believes  man  when  he  fwears, 
Or  lead  regards  his  oaths  and  prayers, 
May  fhe,  fond  (he,  be  moft  accurft  ; 
Nay  more,  be  fubjeft  to  his  lull. 
Go,  go,  Sec.  — —  leave,  leave,  &c. 


SONG     CIV. 

BELIND  A,  with  affected  mien. 
Trys  all  the  power  of  art ; 
Yet  finds  her  efforts  all  in  vain, 

To  gain  a  fingle  heart  : 
Whilft  Chloe  in  a  different  way, 

Is  but  herfelf,  topleafe, 
And  makes  new  conquefts  every  day. 
Without  one  borrowed  grace, 

Belinda's  haughty  air  deftroys 

What  native  charms  infpire  ; 
While  Cbloe's  artlefs  mining  eyes* 

Set  all  the  world  on  fire  : 
Belinda  may  our  pity  move  ; 

But  Chloe  gives  us  pain, 
And  while  fhe  fmiles  us  into  love. 

Her  fifter  frowns  in  vam. 

6  SONS 
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SONG     CV. 

N  a  bank  of  flowers, 
In  a  fummer  day, 
Inviting  and  undreft, 

In  her  bloom  of  youth. 

Fair  Celia  lay, 
"With  love  and  fleep  oppreft; 

When  a  youthful  fwain, 

With  admiring  eyes, 

WifiYd  that  he  durft 

The  fweet  maid  furprife  5 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  Sec. 
JSut  fear'd  approaching  fpies. 

As  he  gaz'd, 

A  gentle  Zephyr  arefe, 

That  fann'd  her  robes  afide; 
And  the  fleeping  nymph 
Did  the  charms  difclofe, 

Which  waking  me  would  hide: 
Then  his  breath  grew  fhort, 
And  his  pulfe  beat  high, 
He  Iong'd  to  touch 
What  he  cfoane'd  to  fpy.5 

With  a  fa,  la,  la,  &c. 

But  durft  not  Hill  draw  nigh. 

All  amaz'd  he  flood, 
With  her  beauties  fir'd, 

And  bleft  the  courteous  wind  ; 
Then  in  whifpers  figh'd, 
And  the  Gods  denVd, 

That  Celia  might  be  kind  : 

When  with  hopes  grown  bold, 
He  ad  vane 'd  amain  ; 
But  fhe  laugh'd  aloud 
In  a  dream,  and  again* 

With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  Sec. 

Repell'd  the  timorous  fwain. 


yet 
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Yet  the  amorons  youth, 

To  relieve  his  foft  pain* 
The  Numbering  maid  carefs'd  ; 

And  with  trembling  hand 

(O  Ample  poor  fwain  ! 
Her  glowing  bofom  prefs'd  : 

When  the  virgin  awak'd, 

And  affrighted  fiew, 

Yet  look'd  as  wiihing 

He  wou'd  purfue': 
With  a  fa,  la,   la,   &c. 
But  Damon  mift  his  cue. 

Now,  now  repenting, 

That  he  had  let  her^fly, 
Himfelf  he  thus  accus'd, 

What  a  dull  and  a  ftupid 

Blockhead  was' I, 
That  fuch  a  chance  abus'd  ; 

To  my  ihame  'twill  now 

On  the  plains  be  faid, 

Damon  a  virgin 

Afleep  betrayed, 
With  Ufa,  la,  la,  &c. 
And  let  her  go  a  maid, 

SONG     CVI. 
JHILE  filently  I  lov'd,  nor  dar'd, 
To  tell  my  crime  aloud, 
The  influence  of  your  fmiles  I  mar'd, 
In  common  with  the  crowd. 

But  when  I  once  my  flames  expreft, 

In  hopes  to  eafe  my  pain, 
You  fingl'd  me  out  from  all  the  reft, 

That  mark  of  your  difdain. 

If  thus,  Corinna,  you  mall  frown 

On  all  that  I  adore, 
Then  all  mankind  mufl  be  undone* 

Or  you  muft  fmile  no  more, 

SONG 
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SOKG    CVII. 

H  !  happy,  happy  grove, 


Witnefs  of  our  tender  love  5 

Oh  !  happy,  happy  fhade, 

Where  firft  our  vows  were  made  : 
Blufhing,  fighing,  melting,  dying, 

Looks  would  charm  a  Jove  ; 
A  thoufand  pretty  things  ihe  faid, 

And  all and  all  was  love  t 

But  Corinna  perjur'd  proves, 

And  forfakes  the  fliady  groves  ; 
When  I  fpeak  of  mutual  joys, 

She  knows  not  what  I  mean  ; 
Wanton  glances,  fond  carefies. 

Now  no  more  are  feen, 
Since  the  falfe  deluding  fair 

Has  left  the  flow'ry  green »: 

Mourn,  ye  nymphs,  that  fportlng  play5d> 

Where  poor  Strephm  was  betray'd  ; 

There  the  fecret  wound  fhe  gave. 

When  I  was  made  her  Have. 

SONG    CYIII. 

THE  fagesofold, 
In  prophecy  told, 
The  xaufe  of  a  nation's  undoing  ; 
But  our  new  Englijh  breed 
No  prophecies  need, 
For  each  one  here  feeks  his  own  ruin. 

With  grumbling  and  jars, 

We  promote  civil  wars, 
And  preach  up  falfe  tenets  to  many  j 

We  fnarl  and  we  bite, 

We  rail  and  we  fight 
For  religion,  yet  no  man  has  any. 

Then  him  let's  commend* 
That's  true  to  his  friend, 
And  the  church  and  the  fenate  would  fettle  5 
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Who  delights  not  in  blood, 
But  draws  when  he  lhou'd, 
And  bravely  flands  brunt  to  the  battle. 

Who  rails  not  at  kings., 

Nor  politic  things, 
Nor  treafon  will fpeak when  he's  mellow; 

But  takes  a  full  glafs, 

To  his  country's  fuccefs, 
This,  this  is  an  honelt  brave  fellow. 


SONG     CIX. 

E  all  to  conquering  beauty  bow, 
Its  pleafing  power  admire  ; 
But  I  ne'er  knew  a  face  till  now, 
That  cou'd  like  yours  infpire  : 
Now  I  may  fay  I  met  with  one, 

Amazes  all  mankind  ; 
And,  like  men  gazing  on  the  fun, 
With  too  much  light  am  blind. 

Soft,  as  the  tender  moving  fighs, 

When  longing  lovers  meet ; 
Like  the  divining  prophets  wife  ; 

Like  new-blown  rofes,  fweet ; 
Modefr,  yet  gay  ;  referv'd,  yet  free  $ 

Each  happy  night  a  bride ; 
A  mien  like  awful  majeity, 

And  yet  no  fpark  of  pride. 

The  patriarch,  to  wia  a  wife, 

Chafte,  beautiful  and  young, . 
Serv'd  fourteen  years  a  painful  life, 

And  never  thought  it  long  : 
Ah  !  were  you  to  reward  fuch  care, 

And  life  fo  long  would  flay, 
Not  fourteen,  but  four  hundred  years, 

Would  feem  but  as  one  day. 

4  SON  G 
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SONG     CX. 

PRITHEE,  Billy,  be'ntfo  filly, 
Thus  to  wafte  thy  days  in  grief;     \ 
You  fay,  Betty  will  not  let  ye  ; 
But  can  forrow  bring  relief? 

Leave  repining,  ceafe  your  whining  ; 

Pox  on  torment,  tears  and  woe  : 
if  fhe's  tender,  fhe'll  Surrender  ; 

If  fhe's  tough,  —  e'en  let  her  go. 

SONG     CXI. 

KINDLY,  kindly,  thus  my  treafure, 
Ever  love  me,  ever  charm  ; 
Let  the  paflion  know  no  meafure, 
Yet  no  jealous  fear  alarm. 

Why  fhou'd  we,  our  blifs  beguiling^ 
By  dull  doubting  fall  at  odds  ? 

Meet  my  foft  embraces  fmiling, 
We'll  be  happy  as  the  Gcds. 


S  O  N  G     CXII. 

A  Sour  reformation 
Crawls  out  thro'  the  nation? 
While  dunder  head  fages, 
Who  hope  for  good  wages, 
Direcl  us  the  way. 
Ye  fons  of  the  rnufes, 
Then  cloak  your  a'bufes ; 
And  leaft  you  fhou'd  trample 
On  pious  example, 

Obferve  and  obey. 

Time  frenzy  curers, 
And  ilubborn  nonjurors, 
For  want  of  diverfion, 

Now  fcourge  the  leud  times  i 

P  2  They've 
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They've  hinted,  they've  printed,, 
Our  vein  it  profane  is, 

And  worft  of  all  crimes .; 
The  clod-pated  railers, 
Smiths,  coblers  and  colliers, 

Have  damn'd  all  our  rhymes. 

Under  the  notion 
Of  zeal  for  devotion, 
The  humour  has  fir'd  'em> 
And  malice  infpir'd  'em, 

To  tutor  the  age  : 
"But  if  in  feafon, 
You'd  know  the  true  reafon .; 
The  hopes  of  preferment, 
Is  what  makes  the  vermin 

Now  rail  at  the  ftage. 
Cuckolds  and  canters, 
With  fcruples  and  banters, 
Old  Oliver's  peal, 

Againft  poetry  ring ; 
But  let  ilate  revolvers, 
And  treafon  abfolvers, 

Excufe,  if  I  fing, 
The  rebel  that  chufes, 
To  cry  down  the  mufes, 

Wou'd  cry  down  the  king. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Volume* 


THE 

TEA-TA  B  LE 

MISCELLANY 


Anna   ov//£  #«  angel's  air,. 
Sweet  her  notes,  her  face  as  fair  ; 

Vaffals  and  kings 

Feel  when  Jhe  Jings, 
Charms  of  warbling  beauty  near* 


Vol.    IV 


Etrick   Banks. 
i. 

ON  E trick  banks,  in  a  fu miner's  night, 
At  glowming  when  the  iheep  drave  name., 
I  met  my  lafly  braw  and  tight, 
Came  wading,  barefoot,  a'  her  lane  : 
My  heart  grew  light,  I  ran,  I  flang 

My  arms  about  her  lilly  neck, 
And  kifs'd  and  clap'd  her  there  fou  langj 
My  words  th^y  were  na  mony  feck. 

II. 

I  {aid,  My  lafly,  will  ye  go 

To  the  highland  hills,  the  Earfe  to  learn  ; 
I'll  baith  gi'e  thee  a  cow  and  ew, 

When  ye  come  to  the  brigg  of  Earn. 
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At  telth  auld  meal  comes  in,  ne'er  fafli, 

And  herrings  at  the  B roomy  La--w, 
Cheer  up  your  heart,  my  bony  lafs, 

There's  geer  to  win  we  never  faw. 

III. 

All  day  when  we  have  wrought  enough, 

When  winter,  froils  and  fnaw  begin, 
Soon  as  the  fun  gaes  well  the  loch, 

At  night  when  you  lit  down  to  fpin, 
J'il  fcrew  my  pipes  and  play  a  fpring  : 

And  thus  the  weary  night  will  end, 
Till  the  tender  kid  and  lamb-time  bring 

Our  pleafant  fummer  back  again. , 

IV. 

Syne  when  the  trees  are  in  their  bloom, 

And  gowans  glent  o'er  ilka  field, 
I'll  meet  my  lafs  amang  the  broom, 

And  lead  you  to  my  fummer  fhield. 
Then  far  fra  a'  their  fcornfu'  din, 

That  make  the  kindly  hearts  their  fport, 
We'll  laugh  and  kifs,  and  dance  and  ling, 

And  gar  the  langeft  day  feem  Ihort. 

The  Birks  o/Invermay, 
I. 

THE  fmiling  morn,  the  breathing  fpring, 
Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  fmg  ; 
And  while  they  warble  from  the  fpray, 
Love  melts  the  univerfal  lay. 
Let  us,  Amanda,  timely  wife, 
Like  them,  improve  the  hour  that  flies  ; 
And  in  foft  raptures  wafte  the  day 
Among  the  birks  of  In-vermay* 

If. 

For  foon  the  winter  of  the  year, 
And  age,  life's  winter,  will  appear, 
At  this  thy  living  bloom  will  fade, 
As  that  will  ftrip  the  verdant  fhade  : 

Ou 


(  P9  ) 

Our  tafte  of  pleafure  then  is  o'er, 
The  feather'd  fongflers  are  no  more  | 
And  when  they  droop,  and  we  decay, 
Adieu  the  birks  of  Invermay. 
III. 

The  lavricks  now  and  lintwhite  fmg, 
The  rocks  around  with  echoes  ring  ; 
The  mavis  and  the  black-bird  vye, 
In  tuneful  {trains  to  glad  the  day; 
The  woods  now  wear  their  fummer  fuits ; 
To  mirth  all  nature  now  invites : 
Let  us  be  blythfome  then  and  gay 
Among  the  birks  of  Invermay. 
IV. 

Behold  the  hills  and  vales  around, 
"With  lowing  herds  and  flocks  abound  ; 
The  wanton  kids  and  frifidng  lambs 
Gambol  and  dance  about  their  dams ; 
The  bufy  bees  with  humming  noife, 
And  all  the  reptile  kind  rejoice  :    . 
Let  us,  like  them,  then  fing  and  play 
About  the  birks  of  hivermay. 
V. 

Hark,  how  the  waters  as  they  fall, 
Loudly  my  love  to  gladnefs  call ; 
The  wanton  waves  fport  in  the  beams-, 
And  fifties  play  throughout  theflreams; 
The  circling  fun  does  now  advance, 
And  all  the  planets  round  him  dance  : 
Let  us  as  jovial  be  as  they 
Among  the  birks  of  Invermay. 

Hero   and   Leander. 
An  old  Ballad. 

LEANDER  on  the  bay 
Of  Hellefpont  all  naked  Hood, 
Impatient  of  delay, 

He  leapt  info  the  fatal  flood  : 

P  4  The 
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The  raging  Teas, 
_  Whom  none  can  pleafe, 
'Gainft  him  their  malice  lhow  : 
The  heavens  lowr'd, 
The  rain  down  pour'd, 
And  loud  the  winds   did  blow. 

II. 
Then  cafting  round  his  eyes, 

Thus  of  his  fate  he  did  complain-,. 
Ye  cruel  rocks  and  fki-es  I 

Ye  ftormy  winds,  and  angry  main  f 
What  'tis  to  mifs 
The  lover's  blifs, 
Alas  !  ye  do  not  know. ; 
Make  me  your  wreck. 
As  I  come  back, 
But  fpare  me  as  I  go. 

III. 

JLo  !  yonder  ftands  the  tower 

Where  my  beloved  Hero  lyes^ 
And  this  is  the  appointed  hour 
Which  fets  to  watch  her  longing  eyej; 
To  his  fond  fuit 
The  gods  were  mute ; 
The  billows  anfwer,  No :■. 
Up  to  the  fkies 
The  furges  rife, 
But  funk  the  youth  as  low. 
IV. 
Mean  while  the  wiihing  maid, 

7  Divided  'twixt  her  care  and  love> 
"Now  does  his  ftay  upbraid  ; 

Now  dreads  he  Ihou'd  the  palTage  prove  : 
O  fate  !  faid  me, 
Nor  heaven,  nor  thee, 
Cur  vows  mall  e'er  divide. 
I'd  leap  this  wall, 
Cou'd  I  but  fall 
"By  my  Leancler\  ftde. 

At 
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v.. 

At  length  the  rifing  fun 

Did  to  her  fight  reveal,  too  late, 
That  Hero  was  undone; 

Not  by  Leanderh  fault,  but  fate. 
Said  ftie,  I'll  fhew, 
Tho'  we  are  two, 
Our  loves  were  ever  one  : 
This  proof  I'll  give, 
I  will  not  live, 
Nor  mall  he  die  alone. 

VI. 
Down  from  the  wall  fhe  leapt 
Into  the  raging  feas  to  him, 
Gourting  each  wave  fhe  met, 

To  teach  her  weary'd  arms  to  fvvimf 
The  fea-gods  wept, 
Nor  longer  kept 
Her  from  her  lover's  fide. 
When  join'd  at  laft, 
She  grafp'd  him  fall, 
Then  figh'd,  embrac'd,  and  died. 


Rare  Willy  drown' d  in  Yarrow. 
I. 

WILLTs  rare,,  and  mily's  fair, 
And  Willy's  wondrous  bony; 
And  Willy  heght  to  marry  me, 
Gin  e'er  he  married  ony. 
II. 
Yeftreen  I  made  my  bed  fu'  braid, 
This  night  I'll  make  it  narrow  ; 
For  a'  the  live-lang  winter  night 
I  ly  twin'd  of  my  marrow. 
III. 
O  came  you  by  yon  water-fide, 

Pou'd  you  the  rofe  or  liljy  ? 
Or  came  you  by  yon  meadow  green  ? 
Or  faw  you  my  fweet  Willy  ? 

P  5  She 
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IV. 

She  fought  him  eaft,  fhe  fought  him  weft. 

She  fought  him  braid  and  narrow  ; 
Syne  in  the  cleaving  of  a  craig 

She  found  him  drown'd  in  Yarrow. 


The  King  and  the  Miller. 
I. 

'OW  happy  a  ftate  does  the  miller  po/Tefs  I 
Who  wou'd  be  no  greater,  nor  fears  to  be  left; 
On  his  mill  and  himfelf  he  depends  for  fupport, 

Which  is  better  than  fervilely  cringing  at  court. 
What  tho'  he  all  dully  and  whit'ned  does  go, 

The  more  he's  bepowder'd,  the  more  like  a  beau; 
A  Clown  in  his  drejs  may  be  honefter  far, 
Than  a  Courtier  who  ftyuts  in  his  Garter  and  Star. 

II. 

Tho'his  hands  are  fo  dau^b'd,  they're  not  fit  to  be  feen* 

The  hands  of  his  Betters  are  not  very  clean  ; 
A  palm  more  polite  may  as  dirtily  deal, 

Gold  in  handling  will  ilick  to  the  fingers  like  meal. 
What  if,  when  a  pudding  for  dinner  he  lacks, 

He  cribs  without  fcruple  from  other  mens  facks  ; 
In  this  of  right  noble  example  he  brags, 

Who  borrow  as  freely  from  other  mens  bags. 

III. 

Or  ihoa'd  he  endeavour  to  heap  an  eftate, 

In  this  too  he  mimicks  the  Tools  of  the  ftate, 
Whole  aim  is  alone  their  coffers  to  fill, 

And  all  his  concern's  to  bring  grift  to  his  mill; 
He  eats  when  he's  hungry,  and  drink?  when  he's  dry; 

And  down  when  he's  weary  contented  dees  ly, 
Then  rifes  up  chearful  to  work  and  to  fiing  : 

If  fo  happy  a  Miflir,  then  who'd  be  a  King? 


Tp.s:s 
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Tamo  Tanto. 
I. 

SO  much  I  love  thee,  O  my  treafure  ! 
That  my  flame  no  bound  does  knows 
Oh !  look  upon  your  fwain  with  pleafure, 
For  his  pain  fome  pity  fhow. 
II. 
Oh  !  my  charmer,  tho*  I  leave  you, 
Yet  my  heart  with  you  remains  ; 
Let  not  then  my  abfence  grieve  you, 
Since  with  pride  I  wear  your  chains. 

The  beautiful  Singer. 
I. 

SINGING  charms  the  bleft  above, 
Angels  fing,  and  faints  approve  ; 
All  we  below 
Of  heaven  can  mow, 
Is  that  they  both  lino;  and  love. 

.  P.- 

Anna  with  an  angel's  air, 
Sweet  her  notes,  her  face  as  fair  : 
VaiTals  and  kings 
Feel,  when  fhe  fings, 
Charms  of  warbling  beauty  near, 
III. 
Savage  nature  conquer'd  lyes, 
All  is  wonder  and  furprize  ; 
Souls  expiring, 
Hearts  a-firing, 
By  her  charming  notes  and  eyes, 
IV. 
Let  the  violin  and  harp 
Hang  and  moulder  till  they  warp  £ 
Let  flute  an,d  lyre 
In  dufc  expire, 
Shatter'd  by  a  vowljkarp. 

P  6  &mi 
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Sweet  William';  Gboft* 
I. 

THERE  came  a  ghoft  to  Marg'retfs  doo% 
With  many  a  grievous  groan;, 
And  ay  he  tirled  at  the  pin,, 
But  anfvver  made  ihe  none. 
II. 
Is  that  my  father  Philip, 

Or  is't  my  brother  John? 
Or  is't  my  true  love  Willy 

From  Scotland  new  come  home  ? 
III. 
'Tis  not  thy  father  Philip, 

Nor  yet  thy  brother  John  >, 
But  'tis  thy  true  love  Willy 

From  Scotland  new  come  home,. 
IV. 
O  fweet  Margaret  !  O  dear  Margaret  t 

I  pray  thee  fpeak  to  me, 
Give  me  my  faith  and  troth,  Marg'rety 
As  I  gave  it  to  thee. 

V. 
Thy  faith  and  troth  thou's  never  get,. 

Nor  yet  will  I  thee  lend, 
Till  that  thou  come  within  my  bower, 
And  kils  my  cheek  and  chin. 
VI. 
If  I  fhou'd  come  within  thy  bower, 

I  am  no  earthly  man  ; 
.And  ihou'd  I  kifs  thy  rofy  lips, 
Thy  days  will  not  be  lang. 
VII. 
O  fweet  Margaret !  &c.  as  \th  Stanza, 

VIII. 
Thy  faith  and  troth  thou's  never  get, 

Nor  yet  will  I  thee  lend, 
Till  you  take  me  to  yon  kirk-yard, 
And  wed  me  with  a  riner. 


IX. 
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IX. 

My  bones  are  buried  in  yon  kirk-yard., 

Afar  beyond  the  fea  ; 
And:  it  is  but  my  fpirit,  Marg'ret, 

That's  now  fpeaking  to  thee. 
X. 
She  ftretch'd  out  her  lilly-white  hand, 

And  for  to  do  her  beft, 
Hae  there's  your  faith  and  troth,  Willy  $ 

God  fend  your  foul  good  reft. 
XI. 
Now  me  has  kilted  her  robes  of  green*. 

A  piece  below  her  knee, 
And  a'  the  live-lang  winter  night 

The  dead  corp  followed  fhe... 
XII. 
Is  there  any  room  at  your  head,  Willy  P 

Or  any  room  at  your  feet  ? 
Or  any  room  at  your  fider  Willy, 

Wherein  that  I  may  creep  ? 
XIII. 
There's  no  room  at  my  head,  Mzrg-'m  •; 

There's  no  room  at  my  feet  ; 
There's  no  room  at  my  fide  Margret> 

My  coffin's  made  io  meet, 
XIV, 
Then  up  and  crew  the  red  ;e d  cock, 

And  up  then  crew  the  gray, 
*Tis  time,  'tis  time,  my  dear  Marg'ret, 

That  you  were  going  away. 
,,        XV. 
No  more  the  ghoft  to  Margret  faid, 

But  with  a  grievous  groan, 
Evanim'd  in  a  cloud  of  milt, 

And  left  hsr  all  alone. 

XVI. 
O  ftay,  my  only  true  love,  Hay, 

The  conftant  Margret  cry'd  ; 
Wan  grew  her  cheeks,  me  clos'd  her  een, 

Stietch'd  her  foft  limbs  and  dy'd. 

Great 
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Great  Lamentation  for  theLofs  offweet 

Senisino. 

i. 

AS  mufmg^  I  rang'd  in  the  meads  all  alone, 
A  beautiful  creature  was  making  her  moan  ; 
Oh !  the  tears  they  did  trickle  full  fait  from  her  eyes : 
She  pierc'd  both  the  air  and  my  heart  with  her  cries, 
Ob  /  the  tears,  &c. 

II. 
I  gently  requeited  the  caufe  of  her  moan, 
She  told  me  her  fvveet  Senijino  was  flown  ; 
And  in  that  fad  poiture  fhe'd  ever  remain, 
-Unlefs  the  dear  charmer  wou'd  come  back  again. 
And  in,   &C. 

III. 
Why,  who  is  this  mortal  fo  cruel,  faid  I, 
That  draws  fuch  a  ftream  from  fo  lovely  an  eye  \ 
To  beauty  {o  blooming  what  man  can  be  blind  1 
To  paffion  lb  tender  what  monfter  unkind  ! 
To  beauty,   &C 

IV. 
'Tis  neither  for  man,  nor  for  woman,  faid  ihe? 
That  thus  in  lamenting,  I  water  the  lee, 
My  warbler  celeirial,  fvveet  darling  of  fame, 
Is  a  fhadow  of  fomething,  a  fex  without  name. 
My  warbler  celejlial,   &c. 
V. 
Perhaps,  'tis  fome  linnet,  fome  black-bird,  faid  I? 
PerhaDs  'tis  your  lark  that  has  foar'd  to  the  iky  j 
Come^lry  up  your  tears,  and  abandon  your  grief, 
I'll  bring  you  another  to  give  you  relief. 
Come  dry,   &C. 

VI. 
No  linnet,  no-black-bird,  no  fey-lark,  faid  me, 
But  one  much  more  tuneful  by  far  than  all  three  °, 
My  fweet  Senijino,  for  whom  I  now  cry, 
Is  fweeter  than  all  the  wi^g'd  fongfters  that  fly. 
Mvfiveet*  &c. 

A  die  a- 
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vir. 

Adieu  Fartnelli,  Cuzzoni  likewiie, 
Whom  ftars  and  whom  garters  extol  to  the  fkiei 
Adieu  to  the  opera,  adieu  to  the  ball, 
My  darling  is  gone,  and  a  fig  for  them  all. 

Adieu ,  &c. 


The  Virgins  Prayer. 
I. 

CUPID,  cafe  a  love-fick  maid, 
Bring  thy  quiver  to  her  aid  ; 
With  equal  ardour  wound  the  fwain : 
Beauty  ihould  never  figh  in  vain. 

II. 

Let  him  feel  the  pleafmg  fmart," 
Drive  thy  arrows  through  his  heart ; 
When  one  you  wound,  you  then  deftroy 
When  both  you  kill,  you  kill  with  joy. 


Ungrateful  Nanny. 
i. 

DID  ever  fwain  a  nymph  adore, 
As  I  ungrateful  Nanny  do? 
Was  ever  fnepherd's  heart  fo  fore, 

Or  ever  broken  heart  fo  true  ? 
My  cheeks  are  f.velPd  with  tears,  but  me 
Has  never  wet  a  cheek  for  me. 

II. 

If  Nanny  call'd,  did  e'er  I  ftay, 

Or  linger  when  fhe  bid  me  run  ? 
She  only  had  the  word  to  fay, 

And  all  me  wifn'd  was  quickly  done* 
I  always  think  of  her,   but  Ihe 
Does  ne'er  bedew  a  thought  on  me. 

To 
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To  let  her  cows  my  clover  tafte, 
Have  I  not  rofe  by  break  of  day  ? 

Did  ever  Nanny* s  heifers  fait, 
If  Robin  in  his  barn  had  hay. 

Tho'  to  my  fields  they  welcome  were, 

J  ne'er  was  welcome  yet  to  her. 

IV. 

If  ever  Nanny  loft  a  fiieep, 

I  chearfully  did  give  her  two ; 

And  I  her  lambs  did  fafely  keep 
Within  my  folds  in  froil  and  fnow  ; 

Have  they  not  there  from  cold  been  free  ?• 

Bat  Nanny  it-ill  is  cold  to  me, 

V. 

When  Nanny  to  the  well  did  come, 
'•     'Twas  I  that  did  her  pitchers  fill  $ 
Full  as  they  were,  I  brought  them  home:. 

Her  corn  I  carried  to  the  mill  ; 
My  back  did  bear  the  fack,  but  fhe 

Will  never  bear  a  fight  of  me. 

VI.. 

To  Nanny* s  poultry  oats  I  gave, 
I  am  fure  they  always  had  the  beft? 

Within  this  week  her  pidgecns  have 
Eat  up  a  peck  of  peafe  at  leaft. 

Her  little  pidgeoas  kifs,  but  ihe 

Will  never  take  a  kifs  from  me. 

VI|. 

Muft  Robin  always  Nanny  woo, 
And  Nanny  Hill  on  Robin  frown, 

Alas !  poor  wretch  !   what  fhall  I  do, 
If  Nanny  does  not  love  me  foon  ! 

If  no  relief  to  me  fhe/U  bring, 

I'll  hang  me  in  her  apron-firing. 


The 
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The  Scullion's  Complamt. 

BY  the  fide  of  a  great  kitchen  fire*. 
A  fcullion  fo  hungry  was  laid, 
A  pudding  was  all  his  defire  ; 

A  kettle  fupported  his  head. 
The  hogs  that  were  fed  by  the  houfe,. 

To  his  fighs  with  a  grunt  did  reply ; 
And  the  gutter  that  car'd  not  a  loufe.,. 

Ran  mournfully  muddily  by. 
II. 
Rut  when  it  was  fet  in  a  dim, 

Thus  fadly  complaining  he  cry'd>, 
My  mouth  it  does  water,  and  wifh, 

I  think  it  had  better  been  fry'd. 
The  butter  around  it  was  fpread, 

*Twas  as  great  as  a  prince  in  his  chair  : 
Oh  !  might  I  but  eat  it>  he  faid^ 

The  proof  of  the  pudding  lies  there. 

III. 
How  fooliih  was  I  to  believe 

It  was  made  for  fo  homely  a  clown 9 
Or  that  it  would  have  a  reprieve 

From  the  dainty  fine  folks  of  the  towu. 
Could  I  think  that  a  pudding  fo  fine 

Would  ever  uneaten  remove  : 
We  labour  that  others  may  dine,. 

And  live  in  a  kitchen  on  love. 

IV. 
What  tho*  at  the  fire  I  have  wrought 

Where  puddings  we  boil  and  we  frys 
Tho'  part  of  it  hither  be  brought, 

And  none  of  it  ever  fet  by. 
Ah  Colin  I  thou  muil  not  be  fir  fly 

Thy  knife  and  thy  trencher  reiign ; 
There's  Margret  will  eat  till  lhe  burft, 

And  her  turn  is  iboner  than  mine, 

And 
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V. 
And  you  my  companions  fo  dear, 

Who  forrow  to  fee  me  fo  pale, 
Whatever  I  fufFer,  forbear, 

Forbear  at  a  pudding  to  rail, 
Tho'  I  lhou'd  through  all  the  rooms  rove, 

'Tis  in  vain  from  my  fortune  to  go ; 
*Tis  its  fate  to  be  often  above, 

'Tis  mine  ftill  to  want  it  below. 

VI. 

If  while  my  hard  fate  I  fuitain, 

In  your  breafts  any  pity  be  found, 
Ye  fervants  that  earlier?:  dine, 

Come  fee  how  I  ly  on  the  ground  : 
Then  hang  up  a  pan  and  a  pot, 

And  forrow  to  fee  how  I  dwell ; 
And  fay,  when  you  grieve  at  my  lot, 

Poor  Colin  lov'd  pudding  too  well. 

VIL 

Then  back  to  your  meat  you  may  go, 

Which  you  fet  in  your  dimes  fo  prim, 
Where  fauce  in  the  middle  does  flow, 

And  flowers  are  ftrew'd  round  the  brim  : 
Whilft  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone,  idl  i 

By  the  hedges  fhall  difmally  rove, 
Unlefs  when  he  fees  the  round  moon, 

He  thinks  on  a  pudding  above.  * 


The  Hunter  s  Son?. 


o 


WHen  betimes  on  the  morn  to  thefields  werepair, 
We  range  where  the  chafe  may  be  feated  ; 
At  the  found  of  the  horn  all  disturbance  and  care 
Flies  away  from  the  din  as  defeated. 

Then 


*  See  the  excellent  Original,   Vol.  Ill,   p.  242,  of  which 
t-his  is  the  Burlefque, 
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II. 

Then  Jouler  did  roar,  hearing  Tolier  before, 
Brave  mufick  makes  Sweet-lips  and  Matty, 
At  the  found  of  the  noife  the  hunters  rejoice; 
And  the  fquat  makes  the  ratches  to  rally. 
III. 
Then  calling  about,  we  find  her  anew, 
And  we  raife  then  a  haloo  to  chear  them  ; 
The  echoes  around  from  the  mountains  refound, 
Rejoicing  all  hearts  that  do  hear  them. 
IV. 
And  when  fhe  turns  weak,?.nd  her  life's  at  the  flake, 
We  take  care  to  make  her  a  feizure  ; 
And  foon  as  we  kill,  we  recover  at  our  will, 
And  home  we  return  at  our  leifure. 
V. 
And  when  we  come  home,  our  kind  loving  dames 
With  the  beft  of  good  chear  can  provide  us  ; 
Good  liquors  abound,  and  healths  go  round, 
Till  nothing  that's  bad  can  betide  us. 
VI. 
Then  we  rife  in  a  ring,  we  dance  and  we  fing, 
Having  enough  of  our  own,  none  to  borrow  :, 
Can  the  court  of  a  king  yield  a  pleafanter  thing  ? 
We're  the  fame  jufl  to-day  as  to-morrow. 

T/ie  jolly  Bender. 

I. 

BACCHUS  mull  now  his  power  reiign, 
I  am  the  only  god  of  wine  ; 
It  is  not  fit  that  wretch  mould  be 
In  competition  fet  with  me, 
WTho  can  drink  ten  times  more  than  he. 
II. 
Make  a  new  world,  ye  powers  divine, 
Stock  it  with  nothing  elfe  but  wine  : 
Let  wine  the  only  product  be, 
Let  wine  be  earth,  be  air  and  fea, 
And  let  that  wine  be  all  for  me. 

Let 
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Let  wretched  mortals  vainly  wear 
A.  tedious  life  in  anxious  care, 

Let  the  ambitious  toil  (and  think, 
Let  ftates  and  empires  fwim  or  fink, 
My  foul's  ambition  is  to  drink. 


The  Hay- maker  s  Song. 

COME,  Neighbour's,  now  we've  made  our  hay, 
The  fun  in  hafte 
Drives  to  the  weir, 
With  fports,  with  fports  conclude  the  day, 
Let  tv'ry  man  chufe  out  his  lafs, 
And  then  falute  her  on  the  grafs.f 
And  when  you.  rind 
She's  coming  kind, 
Let  not  that  moment  pafs  ^ 
Then  we'll  tofs  off  our  bowls, 

To  true  love  and  honour, 
To  all  kind  loving  girls, 
And  the  lord  of  the  manor. 

II. 

At  night  when  round  the  hall  we  fit, 
With  good  brown  bowls 
To  chear  our  fouls, 
And  raife,  and  raife  a  merry  chat : 
When  blood  grows  warm,  and  love  fans  hlgh} 
And  jokes  around  the  table  fiyt 
Then  we  retreat, 
And  that  repeat 
Which  all  wculd  gladly  try  jr 
Then  we'll  tofs  of  our  bowls, 

To  twie  love  and  honour, 
To  all  kind  loving  girls, 
And  the.  lord  of  the  manor. 

Let 
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III. 

'Let  lazy  great  ones  of  the  town 
Drink  night  away, 
And  fleep  all  day, 
Till  gouty,  gouty  they  are  grown*; 
Our  daily  works  fuch  vigour  give, 
That  nightly  fports  we  oft  revive, 
And  kifs  our  dames 

With  ftronger  flames 
Than  any  prince  alive : 
Then  we'll  tofs  off  our  bowls, 

To  true  love  and  honour, 
To  all  kind  loving  girls, 
And  the  lord  of  the  manor. 


Watty  and  Madge, 

In  Imitation  of  William  and  Margaret* 

I. 

■)>■  |  """WAS  at  the  fhining  mid-day  hour 

i        'When  all  began  to  gaunt, 
That  hunger  rugg'd  at  Watty's  breaft, 

And  the  poor  lad  grew  faint. 
II. 
His  face  was  like  a  bacon  ham 

That  lang  in  reek  had  hung, 
And  horn-hard  was  his  tawny  hand 

That  held  his  hazel-rung. 

in. 

So  wad  the  fafceft  face  appear 

Of  the  maift  drerfy  fpark, 
And  fuch  the  hands  that  lords  wadhaej, 

Were  they  kept  clofe  at  wark. 
IV. 
His  head  was  like  a  heathery  bufli 

Beneath  his  bonnet  blew, 
•On  his  braid  cheeks,  frae  lug  to  lug, 

His  bairdy  briftles  grew. 

2  But 


(  334  ) 

V. 

But  hunger,  like  a  gnawing  worm, 
Gade  rumbling  through  his  kyte, 

And  nothing  now  but  folid  gear 
Cou'd  give  his  heart  delyte. 

VI. 

He  to  the  kitchen  ran  with  fpeed, 
To  his  lov'd  Madge  he  ran, 

Sunk  down  into  the  chimney-nook 
With  vifage  fowr  and  wan. 

VII. 
Get  up,  he  cryes,  my  crilhy  love, 

Support  my  finking  faul 
With  fbmething  that  is  fit  to  chew, 

Be't  either  het  or  caul. 

VIII. 

This  is  the  how  and  hungry  hour, 
When  the  bed  cures  for  grief 

Are  Cogue-fous  of  the  lythy  kail, 
And  a  good  junt  of  beef. 

IX. 

Oh  Watty,   Watty  y  Madge  replyes, 

I  but  o'er  juftly  trovv'd 
Your  love  was  thowlefs,  and  that  ye 

For  cake  and  pudding  woo'd. 

X. 
Bethink  thee,  Watty,  on  that  night, 

When  all  were  fall  afleep, 
How  ye  kifs'd  me  frae  cheek  to  cheek, 

Now  leave  thefe  cheeks  to  dreep. 

XL 
How  cou'd  ye  ca'  my  hurdies  fat, 

And  comfort  of  your  fight  ? 
How  cou'd  ye  roofe  my  dimpled  hand, 

Now  all  my  dimples  flight  ? 


Why 
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XII. 

Why  did  you  promife  me  a  fnood, 

To  bind  my  locks  fae  brown  ? 
Why  did  you  me  fine  garters  heght, 
Yet  let  my  hofe  fa'  down  ? 
XIII. 
O  faithlefs   Watty,  think  how  aft 

I  ment  your  farks  and  hofe  ! 
For  you  how  mony  bannocks  flown, 
How  many  cogues  of  brofe. 
XIV. 
But  hark  !—  the  kail-bell  rings,  and  I 

Maun  gae  link  afF  the  pot ; 
Come  fee,  ye  haih,  how  fair  I  fweat? 
To  ftegh  your  guts,  ye  fot. 
XV. 
The  grace  was  faid,  the  mafcer  ferv'd, 

Fat  Madge  return'd  again, 
Blythe  Watty  raife  and   rax'd  himfel, 
And  fidg'd  he  was  fae  fain. 
XVI. 
He  hy'd  him  to  the  favoury  bench. 

Where  a  warm  haggies  flood, 
And  gart  his  gooly  through  the  bag, 
Let  out  its  fat  heart's  blood. 
XVI, 
And  thrice  he  cry'd,  Come  eat,  dear  Madge, 

.  Of  this  delicious  fare  ; 
Syne  claw'd  it  affuioft  cleverly, 
-  Till  he  could  eat  nae  mair. 


C  e  l  i  a  in  a  J e (famine  Bower,     ' 
I. 

WHEN  the  bright  God  of  day 
Drove  we  ft  ward  his  ray, 
And  the  evening  was  charming  and  clear, 
The  fwallows  amain 
Nimbly  fkim  o'er  the  plain, 
And  our  fhadows  like  giants  appear,  In 
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*ln  a  jefTamine  bovver, 

When  the  bean  was  in  flower, 
And  Zephyrs  breath'd  odours  around, 

Lov'd  Celia  (he  fat 

With  her  fong  and  fpinnet, 
And  Ihe  charm'd  all  the  grove  with  her  found, 

IIL 

Rofy  bowers  Ihe  fung, 

Whilft  the  harmony  rung, 
And  the  birds  they  all  flutt'ring  arrive, 

The  induftrious  bees, 

From  the  flowers  and  trees, 
<Jently  hum  with  their  fweets  to  their  hive, 

IV. 

The  gay  god  of  love, 

As  he  flew  o'er  the  grove, 
By  Zephyrs  conduced  along  ; 

As  (he  touch'd  on  the  firings* 

He  beat  time  with  his  wing*, 
And  echoe  repeated  the  fong. 

V. 

O  ye  mortals  !  beware 

How  ye  venture  too  near, 
Love  doubly  is  armed  to  wound  ; 

Your  fate  you  can't  fhun. 

For  you're  furely  undone, 
If  you  rafhly  approach  near  the  found. 


Were  not  my  Heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
I. 

THERE  was  anes  a  May,  and  Ihe  Ioo'd  na  men, 
She  biggit  her  bonny  bower  down  in  yon  glen, 
But  now  ihe  crys  dool  !  and  well-a-day  ! 
Come  down  the  green  gate,  and  come  here  away. 
But  ntywjhe  crys  dool !  &c. 

When 
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When  bonny  young  Jobny  came  o'er  the  fea, 
He  faid  he  law  naithing  fae  lovely  as  me  ; 
He  heght  me  baith  rings  and  mony  bravv  things  j 
And  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
He  heght,  &c. 

III. 

He  had  a  wee  titty  that  loo'd  na  me, 
Becaufe  I  was  twice  as  bonny  as  me ; 
She  rais'dfuch  a  pother  "twixt  him  and  his  mother, 
That  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
She  rais'd,  &c. 

IV. 

The  day  it  was  fet,  and  the  bridal  to  be, 
The  wife  took  a  dwam,  and  lay  down  to  die  ; 
She  main'd  and  me  grain'd  out  of  dolour  and  pain5 
Till  he  vow'd  he  never  wad  fee  me  again. 
She  maind,   &C. 

V. 

His  kin  was  for  ane  of  a  higher  degree, 
Said,  what  had  he  to  do  with  the  like  of  me  ? 
Albeit  I  was  bonny  I  was  na  for  Johny, 
And  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
■Albeit,  I  was,  &C. 

.     VI. 
They  faid,  I  had  neither  cow  nor  caff. 
Nor  dribles  of  drink  rins  throw  the  draff, 
Nor  pickles  of  meal  runs  throw  the  mill-eyes 
And  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
X\/or  pickles  of,   &c. 

VIL 

His  titty  fhe  was  baith  wylie  and  flee,    - 
She  fpy'd  me  as  I  came  o'er  the  lee  ; 
And  then  me  ran  in  and  made  a  loud  din  % 
Believe  your  ain  een,  an  ye  trow  name. 
And  then  foe,   &c. 

VUL 
His  bonnet  flood  ay  fou  round  on  his  brow, 
His  auld  ane  looks  ay  as  well  as  feme's  new  : 

Q.  Bfct 


(  338  ) 

But  now  he  lets't  wear  ony  gate  it  will  hing, 
And  carl  himfell  dowie  upon  the  corn-bing. 
But  now  he,  &C. 

IX. 

And  now  he  gaes  drooping  about  the  dykes, 
And  a'  he  dow  do  is  to  hund  the  tykes  :  ' 
The  live-lang  night  he  ne'er  fteeks  his  eye, 
And  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
The  li-ve-lang,   &c. 

X. 

"Were  I  young  for  thee,  as  I  hae  been, 
We  fhou'd  hae  been  galloping  down  on  yon  green, 
And  linking  it  on  the  iilly-white  lee  ; 
And  wew  gin  I  were  but  young  for  thee. 
And  Unkings   &c. 


Kind  Robin  Ides  me. 

Robin. 

WHILST  I  alone  your  foul  poffeft 
And  none  more  lov'd  your  bofom  preft, 
Ye  gods,  what  king  like  me  was  bleft, 
When  kind  Jeany  lo'ed  me  ! 
Hey  ho  Jeany,  quoth  he, 
Ydiid.  Robin  Ice's  thee. 

Jeany, 
Whilft  you  ador'd  no  other  fair, 
Nor  Kate  with  me  your  heart  did  fhare, 
What  queen  with   Jeany  cou'd  compare, 
When  kind  Robin  lo'ed  me ! 
■Hey  ho  Robin,  &c. 

Robin. 

Katy  *iow  commands  my  heart, 
Kate  who  fings  with  fo  much  art, 
Whofe  life  to  fave  with  mine  I'd  part; 
For  kind  Katy  loves  me. 
Hey  ho  Jeany,  &c. 

Jeany 
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J   E    A    N   Y. 

Paty  now  delights  mine  eyes* 
He  with  equal  ardour  dies, 
Whofe  life  to  fave  I'd  perifli  twice ; 
For  kind  Paty  lo'es  me. 
Hey  ho  Robin,  &c* 

Robin. 
What  if  I  Kate  for  thee  difdain, 
And  former  love  return  again, 
To  link  us  in  the  ftrcngeil  chain  ; 
For  kind  Robin  lo'es  the. 
Hey  ho  Jeany,  &c. 

Jean  y. 
Tho'  paty\  "kind,  as  kind  can  be, 
And  thou  more  llormy  than  the  fea, 
I'd  chufe  to  live   and  die  with  thee. 
If  kind  Robin  lo'es  me. 
Hey  ho  Robin,   l£c.  - 

m  ■  -   - 

O  my  heavy  Heart. 

Tune  of,  The  Broom  of  Cowdenk.no ws, 

I. 

OMy  heart,  my  heavy,  heavy  heart, 
Swells  as  'twou'd  burfi  in   twain  I 
No  tongue  can  e'er  defcribe  its  fmart ; 
Nor  I  conceal  its  pain. 
II. 
Blow  on  ye  winds,  defcend,  foft  rainss 

To  footh  my  tender  grief : 
Your  folemn  mufick  lulls  my  pain, 

And  yields  me  Ihort  relief. 
O  my  heart-,   &c. 

III. 
In  fome  lone  corner  would  I  fit, 

Retired  from  human  kind  ; 
Since  mirth,  nor  ihow,  nor  fparkling  wit, 

Can  eafe  my  anxious  mind. 
O  ?ny  heart  t  &c. 
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IV. 

The  fun  which  makes  all  nature  gay, 

Torments  my  weary  eyes, 
.And  in  dark  (hades  I  pafs  the  day, 

Where  echoe  fleeping  lyes. 
£>  my  heart,   &c. 

V. 
Thefparkling  fiars  which  gayly  fhine, 

And  glittering  deck  the  night, 
.Are  all  inch  cruel  foes  of  mine, 

I  ficken  at  their  fight. 
O  my  heart,   Sec, 

VI. 
The  gods  themfeives  their  creatures  love, 

Who  do  their  aid  implore  ; 
O  learn  of  them,  and  blefs  the  nymph 

Who  only  you  adore. 
O  my  heart,  Sec. 

VJI. 
The  flrongefl  pafTion  of  the  mind, 

The  greateft  blifs  we  know, 
Arifes  from  fuccefsful  love, 

If  not  the  greateft  woe. 
O  my  heart,  &c. 

Bella/pelting. 
I. 

ALL  you  that  would  refine  your  bloody 
As  pure  as  fam'd  Levelling, 
By  water  clear,  come  every  year 

And  drink  at  Bella/petting. 
Tho'  pox  or  itch  your  ikin  enrich 
.  With  rubies  pari  the  telling, 
'Twill  clear  your  (kin,  e'er  you  have  been 
A  month  at  Bellafpelling. 

II. 

Tho'  ladies  cheeks  be  green  as  leeks,. 

When  they  come  from  their  dwelling, 
The  kindling  rofe  within  them  blows 
While's  flie's  at  Bdlafpclling*  The 
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The  futty  brown  juil  come  from  town* 

Grows  here  as  frefh  as  Helen  ; 
Then  back  fhe  goes  to  kill  the  beaus, 

By  dint  of  Bsllafpelling. 

in. 

Our  ladies  are  as  frefh  and  fair 

As  Rofs  or  bright  Dunkelling, 
And  Mars  might  make   a  fair  miftake. 

Were  he  at  Bsllafpelling. 
We  rauft  fubmit  as  they  think  fit, 

And  there  is  no  rebelling  ; 
The  reafon's  plain,  the  ladies  reign 

Our  queens  at  Bellafpcilinv. 
W. 
"By  matchlefs  charms  and  conquering  arms* 

They  have  the  way  of  quelling 
Such  defperate  foes,  as  dare  oppofe 

Their  power  at  Bella/Celling. 
Cold  water  turns  to  fire  and  burns, 

I  know't  becaufe  I  fell  in 
The  happy  ftream  where  a  fair  dame 

Did  bathe  at  Bellafpelling. 

Fine  beaus  advance,  equipt  for  dance, 

And  bring  their  Anne  and  Ndl  in 
With  fo  much  grace,  I'm  fure  no  place 

Can  vie  with  Bellafpelling,, 
No  politicks,  or  fubtile  tricks, 

No  man  his  country  felling  ; 
We  eat  and  drink,  and  never  think, 

Like  rogues  at  Bsllafpelling. 
VI. 
The  pain'din  mind,  the  pufr  'd  with  wind* 

They  all  come  here  pell-mell  in, 
And  they  are  fure  to  rind  a  cure 

By  drinking  Bella/pelling. 
Tho'  dropfy  fill  you  to  the  gill, 

From  chin  to  toe  high  fwelling, 
gour  in,  pour  out,  you  need  not  doubt 

A  cure,  at  Bellafpelling. 

0^3  Death 
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Death  throws  no  darts  in  thefe  good  parts, 

No  fextons  here  are  knelling  : 
Come  judge  and  try,  you'll  never  die 

While  you  are  at  Bellajpelling  ; 
Except  you  feel  darts  tip'd  with  iteel, 

Which  here  are  very  belle  in, 
When  from  their  eyes  fweet  ruin  flys, 

You  die  at  Bdlafpelliiig 

VIII. 
Good  cheer,  good  air,  much  joy,  no  care, 

Your  fight,  your  tafte  and  fmelling, 
Your  ears,  your  touch,  tranfported  much, 

Each  day  at  Bellajpelling, 
Within  this  bound  we  all  fleep  found, 

No  noisy  dogs  are  yelling, 
Except  you  wake  for  Cello's  fake 

All  night  at  Bellafp  tiling. 
IX. 
Here  all  you  fee,  both  he  and  me, 

No  lady  keeps  her  cell  in, 
But  all  partake  the  mirth  we  make. 

Who  live  at  Bellajpelling. 
My  rhyme  is  gone,  I  think  I've  done, 

Unlefs  I  ihou'd  bring  hell  in  ; 
But  Tmce  we're  here  to  heaven  fo  near, 

1  can' c  at  Bellajpelling. 

The  wandering  Beauty. 
I. 

THE  graces  and  the  wandering  loves 
Are  fled  to  diftant  plains, 
To  chace  the  fawns,  or  in  the  groves 

To  wound  admiring  fwains  : 
With  their  bright Mijjrefs  there  they  ftray, 

Who  turns  their  carelefs  eyes 
From  daily  victories;  yet  each  day 

Beholds  new  triumphs  in  her  way, 

And  conquers  as  fiie  flies, 

■And  conquers y  &c.  But 
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But  fee  1  implor'd  by  moving  prayer 

To  change  the  lover's  pain  ; 
Venus  her  harnefs'd  doves  prepares, 

And  brings  the  Fair  again. 
Proud  mortals  who  this  Maid  purfue, 

Think  you  ihe'll  e'er  refign  ? 
Ceafe  fools  your  wifhes  to  renew, 
'Till  me  grows  flefh  and  blood  like  you., 

Or  you  like  her  divine, 

Or  you,   Sec. 


The  fweet  Temptation.. 
I. 

SAW  ye  the  nymph  whom  I  adore  ? 
Saw  ye  the  goddefs  of  my  heart  ? 
And  can  you  bid  me  love  no  more  ? 
And  can  you  think  I  fe^l  no  fmart  ? 
If. 
So  many  charms  around  her  mine, 

Who  can  the  fweet  temptation  fly  ? 
JSpite  of  her  fcorn,  fhe's  fo  divine, 
That  I  mull  love  her,  tho'  I  die. 


Bonny    Barbara   Allan.. 
i. 

IT  was  in  and  about  the  Martinmas  time, 
When  the  green  leaves  were  a  falling, 
That  Sir  John  Grame  in  the  well  country 
Fell  in  love  with  Barbara  Allan. 
II. 
He  fent  his  men  down  through  the  town* 
To  the  place  where  me  was  dwelling, 
O  hade  and  come  to  my  mailer  dear, 
Gin  ye  be  Barbara  Allan. 

Q_4  _    Ohooly,. 
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O  hooly,  hooly  rofe  fhe  up? 

To  the  place  where  he  was  lying? 
And  when  fhe  drew  the  curtain  by, 

Young  man,  I  think  you're  dying. 

IV. 

O  its  I'm  fick,  and  very  very  Tick, 

And  'tis  a'  for  Barbara  Allan. 
O  the  better  for  me  ye's  never  be, 

Tho'  your  heart's  blood  were  a  fpilling. 

V. 
O  dinna  ye  mind  young  man,  faid  (he, 

When  ye  was  in  the  tavern  a  drinking, 
That  ye  made  the  healths  gae  round  and  round* 

And  flighted  Barbara  Allan. 

VI. 

Ke  tnrn'd  his  face  unto  the  wall, 
And  death  was  with  him  dealing  j 

Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  alt, 
And  be  kind  to  Barbara  Allan. 

VII. 

And  flowly,  flowly  raife  fhe  up, 

And  flowly,  flowly  left  him ; 
And  fighing,  laid,  fhe  coa'd  not  flay? 

Since  death  of  life  had  reft  him. 

VIII. 

She  had  not  gane  a  mile  but  twa, 

When  fhe  heard  the  dead- bell  ringings 

And  every  jow  that  the  dead-bell  geid, 
It  cry'd,  Woe  to  Barbara  Allan* 

IX. 

O  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed, 

O  make  it  faft  and  narrow, 
Since  my  love  died  for  me  to-day, 

I'll  die  for  him  to-morrow. 


V* 
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The  Toper  s  Petition, 
I. 

O  Grant  me,  kind  Bacchus* 
The  god  of  the  vine, 
Not  a  pipe  nor  a  ton,    - 
But  an  ocean  of  wine, 
With  a  fhip  that's  well  manM 

With  fuch  rare  hearted  fellows. 
Who  ne'er  left  the  tavern 
For  aporterly  ale-houfe. 

II; 

(et  the  fhip  fpring  a  leak, 

To  let  in  the  tipple, 
Without  pump  or  long-boat,  - 

To  fave  fhip  or  people  : 
So  that  each  jolly  lad 

May  always  be  bound, 
Or  to  drink,  or  to  drink, 

Or  to  drink,  or  be  drown'd, 
III. 
When  death  does  prevail, 

It  is  my  defign 
To  be  nobly  intom'd 

In  a  wave  of  good  wine  :■ 
So  that  living  or  dead, 

Both  body  and  fpirit, 
May  float  round  the  world 

In  an  ocean  of  claret. 


The  Relief  by  the  Bowl. 

INCE  drinking  has  power  to  bring  us  relief, 
p    Come  fill  up  the  bowl,  and  the  pox  on  all  grief: 


s: 


If  we  find  that  won't  dof  we'll  have  fuch  another, 
And  fo  we'll  proceed  from  one  bowl  to  another ; 
Till,  like  fons  of  Apollo,  we'll  make  our  wit  foar,. 
Or  in  homage  to  Bacchus  fall  down  on  the  floor. 

CL5  '4f*Jh 


(  346  ) 
II. 

Apollo  and  Bacchus,  were  both  merry  fouls, 
Each"  of  them  delighted  to  tofs  off  their  bowls ; 
Then  let  us  to  mew  ourfelves  mortals  of  merit, 
Be  toafting  thefe  gods  in  a  bowl  of  good  claret, 
And  then  we  (hall  each  be  deferving  of  praife  : 
But  the  manthatdrinks  moft  ihall  go  oftwith  the  bays* 

On  Mafonry. 
I. 

Y  Majenh  art,  the  afpiring  doom 
In  various  columns  ihall  arife  ; 
All  climates  are  their  native  home, . 
Their  godli ke  aclion s  reach  the  fkies . 
Heroes  and  Kings  revere  their  name,. 
And  Poets  fing  their  deathlefs  Lme. 

II. 

Great,  gen'rous,  noble,  wife  and  brave, 

Are  titles  they  mod  juftly  claim  ; 
Their  deeds  Ihall  live  beyond  the  grave, 

Which  babes  unborn  Ihall  loud  proclaim; 
Time  (hall  their  glorious  acts  inroll, 
Whilft  love  and  friendship  charm  the  foul. 


The  Coquet. 
I. 

'ROM  White's  and  TViWs 
To  purling  rills, 
The  love-ikk  Strephon  flies  ; 
/There  full  of  woe, 
His  numbers  flow, 
And  all  in  rhime  he  die5» 

II* 

The  fair  coquet, 
With  feign'd  regret, 
Invites  him  back  to  town  ; 


3ut 
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But  when  in  tears 
The  lad  appears, 
She  meets  him  with  a  frown* 

III. 

Full  oft  the  maid 
This  prank  had  play'd, 

*Ti!l  angry  Strephon  fwore, 
And  what  is  ftrange, 
Tho'  loth  to  change, 

Would  never  fee  her  more. 


Gently  touchy  6cc. 


I. 

GENTLY  touch  the  warbling  lyre, 
Cbloer  feems  inclin'd  to  reft, 
Fill  her  foul  with  fond  deiire, 

Softeft  notes  will  footh  her  bread. 
Pleafing  dreams  affift  in  love, 
Let  them  all  propitious  prove,. 

IX. 
On  the  moffy  bank  fhe  lyes, 

(Nature's  verdant  velvet-bed) 
Beauteous  flowers  meet  her  eyes,. 

Forming  pillows  for  her  head, 
Zephyrs  waft  their  odours  round,, 
And  indulging  whifpers  found,. 


IMITATE  D. 
i. 

^ENTLY  ftir  and  blow  the  fire, 
Lay  the  mutton  down  to  roail ; 
Get  me,  quick,  'tis  my  deiire, 
la  the  dreeping-pan  a  toaft, 
That  my  hunger  may  remove  ; 
Mutton  is  th?  meat  I  love. 

(O  On- 
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H. 

On  the  dreffer  fee  it  lies  : 

O  the  charming  white  and  red  f 

Finer  meat  ne'er  met  my  eyes, 
On  the  fweeteft  grafs  it  fed  : 

Swiftly  make  the  jack  go  round, 

Let  me  have  it  nicely  brown'd. 

III. 

On  the  table  fpread  the  cloth, 

Let  the  knives  be  (harp  and  clean  j 

Pickles  get  cf  every  fort, 

And  a  fallad  crifp  and  green  : 

Then  with  fmall  beer  and  fparkling  wine, 
O  ye  gods !  how  I  mall  dine. 


The  happy  Beggars.. 

Queen  of  the  Beggars. 

HO  W  bleft  are  beggar- laiTes, 
Who  never  toil  for  treafure  ! 
Who  know  no  care,  but  how  to  mare 

Each  day  fucceiTive  pleafure. 
Drink  away,  let's  be  gay, 

Beggar's  ft.il]  with  blifs  abound, 
Mirth  and  joy  ne'er  can  cloy, 

Whilfr,  the  fparkling  glafs  goes  round, 

Firji  Woman. 
A  fig  for  gaudy  fafhions,  •    « 

No  want  of  cloaths  oppreffes  ; 
We  live  at  eafe  with  rags  and  fleas, 

We  value  not  our  dreifes. 
'Drink  a-voay,   &c. 

Second  Woman* 
We  fcorn  all  ladies  waihes, 

With  which  they  fpoil  each  feature? 
No  patch  or  paint  or  beauties  want, 

We  live  in  funple  nature. 
Drink  azvajs  &.Q« 
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Third  Woman* 
No  cholick,  fpleen,  or  vapours. 

At  morn  or  evening  teafe  us  ; 
We  drink  not  tea,  or  ratafia  ; 

When  nek,  a  dram  can  eafe  us. 
Drink  away,   &C. 

Fourth  Woman. 
That  ladies  act  in  private, 

By  nature's  foft  compliance  ; 
We  think  no  crime,  when  in  our  primea 

To  kifs  without  a  licence. 
Drink  away,  Sec. 

Fifth  Woman. 
We  know  no  fhame  or  fcandal, 

The  beggars  law  befriends  us  i .  ■ 
We  all  agree  in  liberty, 

And  poverty  defends  us. 

Drink  away,  &C 

Sixth  Woman. 
Like  jolly  beggar  wenches, 

Thus,  thus  we  drown  all  forrowi 
We  live  to-day,  and  ne'er  delay 

Our  pleafure  till  to-morrow. 
Drink  away,   &c. 


Lucy  and  Colin. 
I. 

OF  Leinfter,  fam'd  for  maidens  fair, 
Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace ; 
Nor  e'er  did  Lijfy's  limped  liream 

Reflect  fo  fweet  a  face  : 
?Tili  lucklefs  love  and  pining  care 

Impair'd  her  rofy  hue, 
Her  coral  lips  and  damafk  cheeks., 
And  eyes  of  gloffy  blue, 


mi 
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II. 

Oh  !  have  you  feen  a  lilly  pale, 

When  beating  rains  defcend  ? 
Sodroop'd  theflow-confuminp-  maid, 

Her  life  was  near  an  end. 
By  Lucy  warn'd,  of  fiatt'ring  fwains 

Take  heed,  ye  eafy  fair, 
Of  vengeance  due   to  broken  vows, 

Ye  perjur'd  fwains,  beware. 

Ill- 
Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring  ;  - 
And  fhreeking  at  her  window  thrice, 

The  raven  flap'd  his  wing  : 
Too  well  the  love-lorn  maiden  knew 

The  folemn  boding  found, 
And  thus  in  dying  words  befpoke, 

The  virgins  weeping  round  : 

IV. 
"  I  hear  a  voice  you  cannot  hear, 

"  Which  fays  I  mull  not  flay  ; 
/<  I  fee  a  hand  you  cannot  fee, 

«<  Which  beckons  me  away. 
«  By  a  falfe  heart  and  broken  vows, 

"  In  early  youth  I  die  ; 
«'  Was  I  to  blame,   becaufe  his  bride 

"  Was  thrice  as  rich  as  I  ? 

V. 

"  Ah  Colin  !  give  not  her  thy  vows, 

il  Vows  due  to  me  alone; 
**  Nor  thou,  fond  maid,  receive  his  kifs, 

<{  Nor  think  him  all  thy  own. 
«<  To-morrow  in  the  church  to  wed, 

*(  Impatient  both  prepare  : 
4i  Eut  know,  fond  maid,  and  know,  hKc  man, 

"  That  Lucy  will  be  there, 

«  Then 
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VI. 

«  Then  bear  my  coarfe,  my  comrades,  bear, 

"  This  bridegroom  blyth  to  meet; 
"  He  in  his  wedding-trim  fo  gay, 

"  I  in  my  winding-meet." 
She  fpoke,  me  dy'd  :  her  coarfe  was  born, 

The  bridegroom  blyth  to  meet  : 
He  in  his  wedding-trim  fo  gay, 

She  in  her  winding-meet. 

vir. 

Then  what  were  perjur'd  Colitis  thoughts  ! 

How  were  thefe  nuptials  kept  ! 
The  bride's  men  flock'd  round  Lucy  dead, 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
Confufion,  ihame,  remorfe,  defpair, 

At  once  his  bofom  fwell  ; 
The  damps  of  death  bedew'd  his  brow, 

He  fhook,  he  groan'd,  he  fell. 

VIII. 

From  the  vain  bride  (ah  bride  no  more  0 

The  varying  crimfon  fled, 
When  itretch'd  before  her  rival's  coarfe, 

She  faw  her  hufoand  dead. 
Then  to  his  Lucy's  new  made  grave, 

Convey'd  by  trembling  fwains, 
One  mold  with  her,  beneath  one  fod, 

For  ever  now  remains. 

IX. 

Oft  at  his  grave,  the  conflant  hind, 

And  plighted  maids  are  feen, 
With  garlands  gay  and  true  love  knots 

They  deck  the  facred  green. 
But  fwain  forfworn,  whoe'er  thou  art, 

This  hallow'd  fpot  forbear  ; 
Remember  Colin*  s  dreadful  fate, 

And  fear  to  meet  him  here..  - 


De&met',; 
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D  e  R  m  e  t's  Cronnoclu 

I. 

ONE  Sunday  after  mafs,. 
Dermet  and  his  lafs, 
To  the  Greenwood  did  pafs, 
All  alone,  all  alone, 
All  alone,  ^all  alone,  all  alone. 

n. 

He  ask'd  for  a  pogue, 
And  file  call'd  him  a  rogue, 
And  ftruck.  him  with  her  brogue... 
Ahon  !  ahon  !  ahon  ! 

III. 

Said  he,  my  dear  fhoy, 

Why  will  you  prove  coy  ? 

Let  us  play,  let  us  toy, 

All  alone,  all  alone, 

All  alone,  all  alone,  all  alone* 

IV. 
If  I  Were  fo  mild, 
You  are  fo  very  wild, 
You  would  get  me  a  fhild. 
Ahon !  ahon  !  ahon  ! 

V. 

Ke  brib'd  her  with  fruits, 
And  he  brib'd  her  with  nuts, ! 
'Till  a  thorn  prick'd  her  foots. 

Haloo  !  haloo!  haloo  !  haloo  I 

VI. 

Shall  I  pull  it  out  ! 
You  will  hurt  me,  I  doubt, 
And  make  me  to  ikout. 

Haloo!  haloo!  haloo! 


A  Review  ■ 
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A  Review  of  St.  P  a  u  l's  Church, 

Covent    Garden. 

i. 

HAVING  fpent  all  my  time 
Upon  women  and  wine, 
I  went  to  the  church  'out  of  fpite  ; 
But  what  the  prieft  faid 
Is  quite  out  of  my  head, 
I  refolv'd  not  to  edify  by't. 

II. 

•  All  the  women  I  view'd, 

Both  religious  and  lewd, 
From  the  fable  top-knot  to  the  fcarlets  j 

An  even  wager  I'd  lay, 

That  at  a  foul  play, 
The  houfe  ne'er  fwarm'd  fo  with  harlots, 

III. 

Madam  lovely  I  faw 

With  her  daughters-in-law, 
Who  ihe  offers  to  fale  ev'ry  Sunday  $ 

In  the  midft  of  her  prayers 

She  negociates  affairs. 
And  figns  affignation  for  Monday, 
IV. 

Next  a  baron  knight's  daughter, 

Whofe  own  mother  taught  her, 
By  precept  and  practical  notions, 

To  wear  gaudy  clothes, 

And  ogle  the  beaux, 
Was  at  church,  to  fhew  figns  of  devotion. 

V. 

Next,  a  lady  of  fame, 

Who  we  ihall  not  name, 
She'll  give  you  no  trouble  in  teaching  ; 

She  has  a  very  fine  book, 

But  ne'er  on  it  does  look, 
And  regards  neither  praying  nor  preaching. 

Madam 
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\  VI. 

Madam  fair  there  fhe  fits, 

Almolt  out  of  her  wits, 
Betwixt  vice  and  devotion  debating  ; 

She's  as  vicious  as  fair, 

And  has  no  huiinefs  there, 
To  hear  matter  Tickle  text-prating. 
VII. 

From  the  corner  of  the  fquare 

-  Comes  a  hopeful  young  pair,. 

As  religious  as  they  fee  occafion  ; 

But  if  patches  or  paint 
-  Be  true  iigns  of  a  faint, 
We've  no  reafon  to  fear  their  damnation. 

VIII. 

When  thus  he  had  done, 

He  bleft  every  one, 
With  his  benediction  the  people  ; 

So  I  run  to  the  Crown, 

Left  the  church  fnou'd  fall  down, 
And  beat  out  my  brains  with  the  fleeple. 


Susans  Complaint  and  Remedy. 
I. 

AS  down  in  the  meadows  I  chanced  to  pafs, 
Oh  !  there  I  beheld  a  young  beautiful  lafs, 
Her  age,  I  am  fure,  it  was  fcarcely  fifteen, 

And  ilie  on  her  head  wore  a  garland  of  green  : 
Her  lips  were  like  rubies  ;  and  as  for  her  eyes 

They  fparkled  like  diamonds,  or  fears  inthefkies, 
And  as  for  her  voice  it  was  charming  and  clear, 
And  ihe  fung  a  fong  for  the  lofs  of  her  dear. 

ir. 

Why  does  my  love  Witty  prove  falfe  and  unkind  ? 
Ah  !  why  does  he  change  like  the  wavering  wind, 
From  one  that  is  loyal  in  ev'ry  degree  ? 
Ah  !  why  does  he  change  to  another  from  me  ?. 

Or 
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Or  does  he  take  pleafure  to  torture  me  To  ? 
Or  does  he  delight  in  my  fad  overthrow-  ? 
Sufannah  will  always  prove  true  to  her  truft,. 
'Tis  pity  lov'd  Willy  ihou'd  prove  fo  unjuft. 
III. 
In  the  meadows  as  we  were  a  making  of  hay, 
There  did  we  pafs  the  foft  minutes  away  ; 
Then  was  I  kifs'd,  and  fet  down  on  his  knee, 
No  man  in  the  world  was  {o  loving  as  he. 
And  as  he  went  forth  to  harrow  and  plow, 
I  milk'd  him  fvveet  fillabubs  under  my  cow  : 
O  then  I  was  kifs'd  as  I  fat  on  his  knee ! 
No  man  in  the  world  was  fo  loving  as  he. 

IV. 

But  now  he  has  left  me,  and  Fanny  the  fair, 
Employs  all  his  wifhes,  his  thoughts  and  his  care: 
He  kiffes  her  lip  as  fhe  fits  on  his  knee, 
And  fays  all  the  fweet  things  he  once  faid  to  me: 
But  if  fhe  believe  him,  the  falfe-hearted  fwain 
Will  leave  her,  and  then  fhe  with  me  may  complain. 
For  naught  is  more  certain,  believe  filly  Sue, 
Who  once  has  been  faithlefs  can  never  be  true, 
V. 

She  finifh'd  her  fong,  and  'rofe  up  to  be  gone, 
When  over  the  meadow  came  jolly  young  John, 
Who  told  her  that  fhe  was  the  joy  of  his  life, 
And  if  fhe'd  confent  he  wou'd  make  her  his  wife  : 
She  cou'd  not  refufe  him,  fo  to  church  they  went  ; 
Young  Wiiy's  forgot,  and  young  Sufan's  content. 
Moil  men  are  like  Willy,  moil  women  like  Sue  ; 
If  men  will  be  falfe,  why  fhou'd  women  be  true  ? 


The  Co  bier. 

ACobler  there  was,  and  he  liv'd  in  a  flail, 
Which  ferv'd  him  for  parlour,  for  kitchen&hall ; 
No  coin  in  his  pocket,  no  care  in  hispate, 
No  ambition  had  he,  nor  no  duns  at  his  gate, 
Derry  down,  down,  down,  deny  down, 

Contented 
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II. 

Con  tented  he  wcrk'd,and  he  thought  himfelf  happy 
If  at  night  he  cou'd  purchafe  a  cup  of  brown  nappy  ;- 
He'd  laugh  then  and  whittle,  and  fing  too  moil  fweet, 
Saying,  juft  to  a  hair  I've  made  both  ends  to  meet. 
Derry  down,   &C. 

III. 
But  love  the  difturber  of  high  and  of  low, 
That  moots  at  the  peafant  as  well  as  the  beau, 
He  mot  the  poor  cobler  quite  thro'  the  heart, 
I  yvilh  it  had  hit  fome  more  ignoble  part. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

IV. 
It  was  from  a  cellar  this  archer  did  play, 
Where  a  buxom  young  damfel  continually  lay; 
Her  eyes  fnone  lb  bright  when  (lie  rofe  every  day,. 
That  iheihot  the  poor  cobler  ftraight  over  the  way. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

V. 
He  fung  her  love-fongs  as  he  fat  at  his  work, 
But  fhe  was  as  hard  as  a  jew  or  a  Turk: 
When  ever  he  fpoke,fhe  wou'd  flounce,  &  wou'd  tear, 
Which  put  the  poor  cobler  quite  into  defpair. 
Derry  down,  &C 

VI. 
He  took  up  his  awl,  that  he  had  in  the  world., 
And  to  make  away  with  himfelf  was  refolv'd, 
He  piere'd  thro'  his  body  initead  of  the  fole  : 
So  the  cobler  he  dy'd,  and  the  bell  it  did  toll. 
Derry  down,  &c. 


The  bonny  Earl  of  Murray. 
I. 

E  Highlands  and  ye  Lawlands, 
Oh  !   where  have  you  been  ? 
They  have  flain  the  Earl  of  Murray. 

And  they  lay'd  him  on  the  green  ! 
They  have,  &C, 

Now, 
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ii.     i 

Now  wae  be  to  thee,  Huntlf, 
And  wherefore  did  you  fae  ? 

I  bad  you  bring  him  wi'  you, 
But  forbade  you  him  to  flay. 

I  bade,  Sec. 

III. 

He  was  a  bravv  gallant, 

And  he  rid  at  the  ring; 
And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray, 

Ohl  he  might  have  been  a  king. 
And  the,  &c. 

IV. 

H-  was  a  braw  gallant,-. 
And  he  play'd  at  the  ba' ; 

And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray 
Was  the  flower  among  them  a*. 

And  the,  &c. 

V. 

He  was  a  braw  gallant, 

And  he  play'd  at  the  glove  ; 

And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray 
Oh  !  he  was  the  Queen's  love; 

And  the,  &c. 

VI. 

Oh  !  lang  will  his  lady 

Look  o'er  the  caftle  Down, 

E'er  fhe  fee  the  Earl  of  Murray 
Come  founding  thro'  the  town. 

Eerjhe,  &c. 


If  eer  Ida  well,  'tis  a  Wonder. 
I. 

'HEN  I  was  a  young  lad, 
My  fortune  was  bad  ; 
If  e'er  I  do  well,  'tis  a  wonder  ; 

I  fpent 
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I  fpent  all  ray  means 

On  whores,  bawds  and  queans  : 
Then  I  got  a  commiffion  to  plunder, 
-Jail  all  derail,   &c. 

II. 

The  hat  I  have  on 

So  greafy  is  grown, 
Remarkable  'tis  for  its  mining, 

JTis  ftitch'd  all  about, 

Without  button  or  loop, 
And  never  a  bit  of  a  lining. 

Fall  all  de  rally   &c. 

III. 

The  coat  I  have  on, 

So  thread-bare  is  grown, 
So  out  at  the  armpits  and  elbows 

That  I  look  as  abfurd 

As  a  failor  on  board, 
That  has  ly'n  fifteen  months  in  the  bilbos. 
Fall  all  derail,  &c. 

IV. 

My  fhirt  it  is  tore 

Both  behind  and  before, 
The  colour  is  much  like  a  cinder; 

'Tis  fo  thin  and  fo  fine, 

That  it  is  my  defign 
To  prefent  it  to  the  mufes  for  tinder. 
Fall  all  de  rail,  &c. 

V. 

My  blue  fuflain  breeches 

Is  wore  to -the  flitches, 
My  legs  you  may  fee  what's  between  them  ; 

My  pockets  all  four, 

I'm  the  fan  of  a  whore, 
If  there's  ever  one  farthing  within  them. 
Fall  all  de  rail,  &c. 

VI. 

I've  ftockings,  'tis  true, 

But  the  devil  a  fhoe, 
I'm  oblig'd  to  wear  boots  in  all  weather; 

Be 
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Be  damn'd  the  boot-fole, 
Curfe  on  the  fpur-roll, 
Confounded  be  the  upper-leather. 
Fall  all  de  rail,  &c, 

VII. 

Had  ye  then  but  feen 

The  fad  plight  I  was  in, 
Ye'd  not  feen  fuch  a  poet  amongfl  twenty  $ 

I  have  nothing  that's  full, 

But  my  fhlrt  and  my  fcull, 
For  my  pockets  and  belly  were  empty. 

Fall  all  de  rail,   Sec. 


The  Fumblers  Rant, 


COME  carles  a'  of  fumblers  ha', 
And  1  will  tell  you  of  our  fate, 
Since  we  have  married  wives  that's  braw, 
And  canna  pleafe  them  when  'tis  late: 
A  pint  we'll  take,  our  hearts  to  chear  ; 

What  fauts  we  have,  our  wives  can  tell : 
Gar  bring  us  in  baith  ale  and  beer, 
The  auideft  bairn  we  hae's  our  fell. 

II. 

Chiifl'ning  of  weans  we  are  redd  ofF, 

The  parifh  prieft  'tis  he  can  tell, 
We  aw  him  nought  but  a  gray  groat, 

The  off 'ring  for  the  houfe  we  dwell. 
Our  bairn's  tocher  is  a*  paid, 

We're  mafters  of  the  gear  our  fell  ; 
Let  either  well  or  wae  betide, 

Here's  a  health  to  a'  the  wives  that's  ydl. 
III. 
Our  nibour's  auld  fon  and  the  lafs, 

Into  the  barn  amang  the  flrae, 
He  grips  her  in  the  dark  beguefs, 

And  after  that  comes  meikle  wac, 

Kepentantt 
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Repentance  ay  comes  afterhin', 

It  coil  the  carl  baith  corn  and  hay  • 
We're  quat  of  that  with  little  din* 

Sic  croffes  haunt  ne'er  you  nor  I. 
*    ■  IV. 

Now  merry,  merry  may  we  be, 

When  we  think  on  our  nibour  Rsbie, 
The  way  the  carle  does,  we  fee, 

Wi'  his  auld  fon  and  his  daughter  Maggy  ; 
Boots  he  maun  hae,  piftols,  why  not ; 

The  huffy  maun  hae  corkit  fnoon  : 
We  are  no  fae  ;  gar  fill  the  pot, 

We'll  drink  to  a'  the  hours  at  e'en, 
V. 
Here's  a  health  to  John  Mackay  we'll  drink, 

To  Hughie,  Andrew,  Rob  and  Tarn ; 
We'll  fit  and  drink,  we'll  nod  and  wink, 

It  is  o'er  foon  for  us  to  gang. 
•Foul  fa  the  cock,  he'as  fpilt  the  play, 

And  I  do  trow  he's  but  a  fool, 
We'll  fit  a  while,  'tis  land  to  day, 

For  a'  the  cocks  they  rave  at  Tool. 

VI. 
-Since  we  have  met,  we'll  merry  be, 

The  foremall  hame  mall  bear  the  mells 
I'll  fet  me  down,  left  I  be  fee, 

For  fear  that  I  fnou'd  bear't  my  fell. 
And  I,  quoth  Rob,  and  down  fat  he, 

The  gear  ihall  never  me  out-ride, 
But  we'll  take  a  fowp  of  the  barley-bree, 

And  drink  to  our  yell  fire-fide. 

"The  Matron's  Wifh. 
I. 

WHEN  my  locks  are  grown  hoary, 
And  my  vifage  loofe  pale  j 
When  my  forehead  has  wrinkles, 
And  my  eye-fight  does  fail ; 

6  Let 
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Let  my  words  and  my  anions 

Be  free  from  all  harm, 
And  may  I  have  my  old  huiband 

To  keep  my  back  warm. 

Chorus/ 

The  pkafures  of  youth 

Are  flowers  but  of  May  ; 
Our  lifers  but  a  'vapour, 

Our  body's  but  clay  : 
O  let  me  live  <well, 

1  bo?  I  live  but  a  day. 

II. 

With  a  fermon  on  Sunday, 

And  a  bible  of  good  print  ; 
With  a  pot  on  the  fire, 

And  good  viands  in't; 
With  ale,  beer  and  brandy, 

Both  winter  and  fummer, 
To  drink  to  my  goffip, 

And  be  pledg'd  by  my  cummer,. 
The  pleafures  of,  &c. 

III. 

With  pigs  and  with  poultry, 

And  fome  money  in  itore, 
To  purchase  the  needful, 

And  to  give  to  the  poor  : 
With  a  bottle  of  Canary 

To  fip  without  fin, 
And  to  comfort  my  daughter 

Whene'er  me  lies  in.  . 

The  pkafures,  Sec. 

IV. 

With  a  bed  foft  and  eafy 

To  reft  on  at  night, 
With  a  maid  in  the  morning 

To  rife  with  the  light. 

R  To 
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To  do  her  work  neatly, 
And-obey  my  defire, 
To  make  the  houfe  clean, 
And  blow  up  the  fire. 

The  pleafures  cf  Siz. 
V. 
With  health  and  content, 
And  a  good  eafy  chair  ; 
With  a  thick  hood  and  mantle, 

When  I  ride  on  my  mare. 
Let  me  dwell  near  my  cup-board, 

And  far  from  my  foes, 
With  a  pair  of  glafs  eyes 
To  clap  on  my  nofe. 

The  pleafures  of,  Sic. 
VI. 
And  when  lam  dead, 

With  a  figh  let  them  fay, 
Our  honeft  ofd  cummer's 
Now  laid  in  the  clay  : 
When  young,  me  was  chearful, 

No  fcold5  nor  no  whore  ; 
She  affifted  her  neighbours, 
And  gave  to  the  poor. 

Tho*  the  flower  of  her  youth 

In  her  age  did  decay, 
Tho  her  life  like  a  'vapour 

'  TL<va?iijh' 'd  away, 
She  li-v^d  well  and  happy 
Unto  her  laft  day. 


The  Free  Mafo?is  Song. 
I. 

""N  O  M  E  let  us  prepare 
„_>      We  Brothers  that  are 
Afi'embled,  on  merry  occasion  : 
Let's  drink,  laugh  and  fing, 
Our  wine  has  a  fpring  ; 
Here's  a  health  to  an  accepted  mafon. 
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II. 

The  world  is  in  pain 

Our  fecret  to.  gain, 
And  flill  1st  them  wonder  and  gaze  en  ; 

They  ne'er  can  divine 

The  woid,  or  the  fign, 
Of  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 
III.' 

sTis  this  and  'tis  that, 

They  cannot  tell  what, 
Why  {q  many  great  men  of  the  nation 

Should  aprons  put  on, 

To  make  themfelves  one, 
With  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 
IV. 

Great  kings,  dukes,  and  lords, 

Have  laid  by  their  fwords, 
Our  myfi'ry  to  put  a  good  grace  on, 

And  ne'er  been  afham'd 

To  hear  themfelves  nam'd 
With  a  fret  and  an  accepted  mafon, 
-  V. 

Still  firm  to  our  truft, 

In  friendfhip  we're  juft, 
Our  aclions  we  guide  by  our  reafon  : 
•    By  obferving  this  rule, 
<  The  pafiions  move  cool 
Of  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

vr. 

All  idle  debate 

About  church  or  the  flate, 
The  fprings  of  impiety  and  treafon  : 

Thefe  raifers  of  ftrife 

Ne'er  ruffle  the  life 
Of  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 
VLL 

Antiquity's  pride 

We  have  on  our  fide, 
Which  adds  high  renown  to  our  Hation: 

R  2  There's 
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There's  nought  but  what's  good 
To  be  underflood 
By  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

VIII. 

The  clergy  embrace, 

And  all  Aaron"1*  race, 
Our  fquare  adions  their  knowledge  fo  place  on ; 

And  in  each  degree 

They'll  honoured  be 
With  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

IX. 

^  We're  true  and  fincere 

In  our  love  to  the  fair, 
Who  will  trull  us  on  every  occafion  : 

No  mortal  can  more 

The  ladies  adore 
Than  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

X. 

Then  join  hand  in  hand, 

T'  each  other  firm  ftand, 
Let's  be  merry,  and  put  a  good  face  on  : 

What  mortal  can  boait 

So  noble  a  toafl 
As  a  free  and  an  accepted  mafon  ? 


The  Sailor  s  Rant. 
I. 

T  OW  pleafant  a  tailor's  life  pafles, 

"][    Who  roams  o'er  the  wat'ry  main  ! 
No  freafure  he  ever  arnafTes, 

But  chearfuily  fpends  all  his  gain. 
We're  Grangers  to  party  and  fa&ion, 

To  honour  and  honefty  true  ; 
And  would  not  commit  a  bad  aclion, 

For  power  or  profit  in  view." 

C  H  0  R  U 
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Chorus. 
Then  nuhy/hould  <we  quarrel  for  riches, 

Or  any  fucb  glittering  tcy  ? 
A  light  heart  and  a  thin  pair  of  breeches 

Goes  thoro-cv  the  world,   bra<ve  hoy. 
II. 
The  world  is  a  beautiful  garden, 

Enrich  d  with  the  bleffings  of  life, 
The  toiler  with  plenty  rewarding, 

Which  plenty  too  often  breeds  ftrife; 
When  terrible  tempefts  aiTail  us, 

And  mountainous  billows  affright ; 
No  grandeur  or  wealth  can  avail  us, 

But  fkilful  indulbry  iteers  right 
Then  tvhypould,  &C. 

III. 
The  courtier's  more  fubject  to  dangers, 

Who  rules  at  the  helm  of  the  ft  ate, 
Than  we,  that  to  politicks  are  ftrangers 

Efcape  the  fnares  laid  for  the  great. 
The  various  bleflings  of  nature, 

In  various  nations  we  try: 
No  mortal  than  us  can  be  greater, 

Who  merrily  live  till  we  die. 
Then  'why  Jhoidd,  Sec, 


A  Love  Song  in  the  Modern  Tq/?e> 
By  Dr.  S  w  i  ft, 

i. 

FLUTT'RING  fpread  thy  purple  pinions, 
Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart ; 
I  a  (lave  in  thy  dominions, 
Nature  mufl  give  way  to  art. 
II. 
Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks, 
See  my  weary  days  confuming 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

R  3  Thi 
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III. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping, 

Mourn'd  Adonis,   darling  youth, 
Him  the  boar,  in  filence  creeping, 

Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 
IV. 
Cynthia  tune  harmonious  numbers, 

Fair  Difcretion  ftring  the  lyre, 
Sooth  my  ever  waking  numbers, 

Bright  Apollo  lend  thy  choir. 
V. 
Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 

Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains, 
Lead  me  to  the  chryftal  mirrors 

Wat'ring  {ohElyuan  plains. 
VI. 
Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willow, 

Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brow?, 
Morpheus  hov'ring  o'er  my-pillowp, 

Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 
VIL 
Melancholy,  fmooth  meander 

Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 
On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flow 'rychaplets  crown'd. 
VIII. 
Thus  when  Philomela  drooping, 

Softly  feeks  her  filent  mate  ; 
See  the  birds  of  Juno  fiooping  : 

Melody  reflgns  to  fate. 


Silvia  and  the  F/aJk* 

Thank  thee,  my  friend, 
That  at  length  yoirdeclare* 
Why  Silvia's  fo  coy 
As  to  mun  me  with  care, 


I  mus'd 
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Imus'd  every  night, 

And  rack'd  my  poor  foul> 
To  find  out  the  caufe, 
Of  a  faiihood  fo  foul. 

IT.      . 
But  jfhe  tells  me  me  cannot 

With  claret  agree, 
That  me  thinks  of  a  hogmead 

Whene'er  (he  fees  me  : 
That  I  fmell  like  a  beaft, 

And  therefore  that  I 
Muft  refolve  to  forfake  her 
Or  claret,  good  claret  deny. 
III. 
Ye  gods  !  was  e'er  it  known 

'That  beafts  fmell'd  of  wine  ? 
They  brutiihly  abhor 
A  liquor  fo  divine  : 
*Tis  when  we  are  moll  beads, 

When  like  them  in  common, 
We  eagerly  go  a  hunting 
For  the  next  lewd  woman. 
I\r. 
Muft  I  leave  my  dear  bottle, 

That  has  been  ever  my  friend,, 

Which  prolongs  all  my  joys, 

To  my  grief  puts  an  end  ? 

Which  infphes  me  with  wit, 

And  makes  me  fo  fublime, 

That  there's  none  are  like  us 

That  drink  the  beft  wine. 

V. 

But  Silvia,  whom  nature 

So  perfect  has  made, 
Has  no  room  left  for  wimes, 

New  beauties  to  add. 
Mud  I  leave  her,  I'm  forry, 

It  is  too  hard  a  talk ; 
Yet  Ihe  may  go  to  the  devil* 
Bring  me  the  other  flalk. 

.  R  4  Lovt9 


(  3^8  ) 

!  Love,  Drink  and  Debt. 
i. 

I  Have  been  in  love,  and  in  debt,  and  in  drink, 
Thefe  many  and  many  a  year; 
And  thefe  are  plagues  enough  I  fhou'd  think 

For  any  poor  mortal  to  bear. 
5Twas  love  made  me  fall  into  drink, 

And  drink  made  me  fall  into  debt  ; 
And  tho'  I  have  ftruggled  and  flrove, 
I  cannot  get  out  of  them  yet. 
II. 
There's  nothing  but  money  can  cure  me3 
And  rid  me  of  all  my  pain  : 
'Twill  pay  all  my  debts, 
And  remove  all  my  lets ; 
And  my  miftrefs,  that  cannot  endure  me, 

Will  love  me,  and  love  me  again  :  (again. 

Then,  then  I  fnall  fall  to  my  loving  and  drinking 


The  Farmer's  Son. 
I. 

SWEET  Nelly,  my  heart's  delight, 
Be  loving,  and  do  not  flight 
The  proffer  I  make,  for  modefty's  fake? 

I  honour  your  beauty  bright ; 
For  love  I  profefs,  I  can  do  no  lefs, 

Thou  haft  my  favour  won  : 
And  fmce  I  fee  your  modefty, 
I  pray  agree  and  fancy  me, 
Tho'  I'm  but  a  farmer's  fon, 

II. 
No  :  I  am  a  lady  gay, 
'Tis  very  well  known  I  may 
Have    men  of  renown  in  country  and  town, 

Sir    Roger  without  delay. 
Court    Bridget,  or  Sue,  Kate,  Nanvj,  or  Prue, 
The   ir  loves  will  foon  be  won  : 

But 
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But  don't  ye  dare  to  fpeak  me  fair, 
As  tho'  I  were  at  my  lr.ft  pray'r, 
To  marry  a  farmer's  fon. 

HI. 

My  father  has  riches  in  ftore, 

Two  hundred  a  year  and  more, 
Befides  fheep  and  cows,  carts,  harrows  and  plows., 

His  age  is  above  threefcore  : 
And  when  he  gives  way,  then  merrily  I 

Shall  have  what  he  has  won  ; 
Both  land  and  kine,  and  all  mail  be  thine, 
If  thou'lt  incjine,  and  wilt  be  mine, 

And  marry  a  farmer's  fon. 

IV. 

A  fig  for  your  cattle  and  corn, 

Your  profTer'd  love  I  fcorn, 
'Tis  known  very  well,  my  name  is  Neil, 

And  you're  but  a  bumpkin  born. 
Well,  iinceit  is  fo,  away  I  will  go, 

And  I  hope  no  harm  is  done  ; 
Farewel,  adieu,  I  hope  to  woo 

As  good  as  you,  and  win  her  too, 

Tho'  I'm  but  a  farmer's  fon. 
V. 

Be  not  in  fuch  hafte,    quoth  me, 

Perhaps  we  may  ftill  agree  : 
For,  man,  I  protefl,  I  was  but  in  jeft, 

Come  prithee  fit  down  by  me  j 
For  thou  art  the  man  that  verily  can 

Perform  what  mull  be  done? 
Both  ftrait  and  tail,  genteel  withal ; 
Therefore  I  fhall  be  at  ycnr  call 

To  marry  a  farmer's  fon. 
VI. 

Dear  Nelly,  believe  me  now, 

I  folemnly  fwear  and  vow,    - 
No  lords  in  their  lives  take  pleafure  in  their  wives 

Like  fellows  that  drive  the  plow. 

*  5  For 
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For  whaler  they  gain  with  labour  and  pain 

They  don't  to  harlots  run 
As  courtiers  do  ;  I  never  knew 
A  London  beau  that  cou'd  outdo 

A  country  farmer's  fon. 


^he  Angel  Woman, 
I. 

HEN  thy  beauty  appears. 
With  its  graces  and  aiss,. 
All  bright  as  an  Angel 

New  dropt  from  the  Iky  y 
At  diflance  I  gaze, 

And  am  aw'd  by  my  fears  ! 
So  ftrangely  you  dazzle  mine  eve  !' 
IL 
But  when  without  art 
Your  thoughts  you  impart, 
When  your  love  runs  in  biulhes 
Through  every  vein, 
When  it  darts  from  your  eyes, 
When  it  pants  from  your  heart, 
Then  I  know  you  are  a  Woman  agaitf, 
III. 
There's  pailion  and  pride 
In  our  fex,  me  reply  M  ; 
And  thus  (might  i  gratify  both) 

I  would  do, 
Still  an  Angel  appear 

To  each  lover  befide^ 
But  {till  be  a  Woman  to  you. 


Roger'^  Courtjhip. 

"^TOUNG  Roger  came  Japping 

£        At  Dolly* &  window, 
Tumpaty,    Tumpaly,  Tump. 

He 
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He  begg'd  for  admittance, 
She  anfwer'd  him,  no  ; 

Glumpaty  Glumpaty,   Glump. 
My  Dolly,  my  dear, 
Your  true  love  is  here, 

Dumpaty,   Dumpaty,  Dump. 
No,  no,  Roger,   no, 

As  you  came  you  may  go, 
Slumpaty,    Slumpaty,  Slump. 

II. 

Oh  what  is  the  reafon, 
Dear  Dolly  ?  he  cry'd  : 
Humpaty,    &C. 
That  thus  I  am  call  off, 
"  And  unkindly  deny'd  : 

Trump atyt   &c. 
Some  rival  more  dear 
'    I  guefs  has  been  here  : 

Crump  city,  &c. 
Suppofe  there's  been  two,  Sir, 
Pray  what's  that  to  you,  Sir  ? 
Numpaty,    &c. 

III. 

Oh !  then  with  a  fad  look 
His  farewel  he  took  : 
Humpaty,    Sec. 
And  all  in  defpair 

He  leap'd  into  the  brook  : 
Plumpaty-  Sec. 
His  courage  he  cool'd, 
He  found  himfelf  fool'd ; 
Mumpaty,   Sec. 
He  fvvam  to  the  ihore, 
And  faw  Dolly  no  more  : 
Mumpaty,  Sec. 

IV. 

Oh  !  then  fhe  recall'd, 
And  recalPd  him  again : 
Humpaty,  &c» 

■R'6  Whilfl 
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Whilfl  he  like  a  madman 
Ran  over  the  plain  : 
Slumpaty,   &C. 
DeterminM  to  find 
A  damfel  more  kind  : 
Plumpaty,    &C. 
While  Dolly  afraid 

She  rauft  die  an  old  maid  : 
Mumpaty,  Sec. 


Jump  at  a  Cruft, 
I. 

AS  I  am  a  friend, 
Be  willing  to  lend 
An  ear  to  thefe  lines, 

Which  in  pity  I  penn'd* 
"Tis  cordial  advice, 
Girls  be  not  too  nice,. 
Young  lovers  are  now 
At  another  gate  price 

Than  they  have  been. 

IL 

I  pray  you  refrain 

Your  fcorn  and  difdaln,. 
If  young  men  you  flight, 

They'll  flight  you  again, 
They'll  make  you  run  mad. 

Sigh  heavy  and  fad, 
Tliere  are  not  fo  many 

Young  men  to  be  had 
As  there  have  been.. 

III. 

Perhaps  you  fuppofe 
Fine  furbelow'd  clothes 
Will  fsrve  for  a  portion  : 
But  under  the  rofe3 
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If  truth  may  be  fpoke, 
Tis  but  a  mere  joke, 
For  love  without  money 
Will  vanifh  like  fmoke, 
Let  me  tell  ye, 

IV. 
The  country  clown, 
"When  he  comes  to  town. 

He  values  not  mifs 

With  her  butterfly  gown: 

I  tell  you  it  wont  do, 

There  mufl  be  few 

Bright  glittering  guineas, 

A  thoufand  or  two, 

Or  he'll  leave  ye. 

V. 

Young  men  are  grown, wife, 

A  portion  they  prize, 
They  are  done  with  the  charms 

Of  your  conquering  eyes. 
A  portion  !  they  cry, 
If  love  you  would  buy  ; 
In  order  to  purchafe, 
You  then  mud  bid  high,. 

Or  live  fingle. 

VL 
Once  batchelors,    they 
Did  figh,  whine  and  pray  ; 

But  Mill  were  put  off 
With  a  fcornful  delay. 

Down  with  your  durl, 

A  portion  there  mull ; 

Poor  girls  wou'd  be  glad 

To  jump  at  a  cruft, 

Cou'd  ye  get  it. 
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Merry  Beggars. 

Firfi   Beggar. 

I  Once  was  a  poet  at  London, 
I  kept  my  heart  ftill  full  of  glee  ; 
There's  no  man  can  fay  that  I'm  undone, 

For  begging's  no  new  trade  to  me. 
Toll  derail,  Sec. 

Second  Beggar. 
I  once  was  an  attorney  at  law, 

And  after  a  knight  of  the  poll  ; 
Give  me  a  brifk  wench  and  clean  ft  raw, 

And  I  value  not  who  rules  the  roaft. 
Toll  derail,   &c. 

Third  Beggar. 
Make  room  for  a  foldier  in  burr, 

Who  valiantly  ilrutted  about, 
'Till  he  fancy'd  the  peace  breaking  off, 

And  then  he  moft  wifely  fold  out. 
Toll  deroll,    &c. 

'Fourth  Beggar. 
Here  comes  a  courtier  polite,   Sir, 

Who  flatter 'd  my  lord  to  his  face  ; 
Now  railing  is  ail  his  delight,  Sir, 

Becaufe  he  mifs'd  getting  a  place. 
Toll  derail,  &c. 

,  .  Fifth  Beggar. 

I  Kill  am  a  merry  gurfcraper, 

My  heart  never  yet  felt  a  qualm  ; 
Tho'  poor,   I  can  frolick  and  vapour, 

And  fing  any  tune  but  a  pfalm. 
Toll de roll,   &c. 

Sixth  Beggar. 
I  was  a  fanatical  preacher, 

I  turn'd  up  my  eyes  when  J  pray'd  ; 
But  my  hearers  half  ftarv'd  their  teacher, 

For  they  believ'd  not  one  word  that  1  faid. 
Soil  derail,  &c. 

m 
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Firjt  Beggar. 
Whoe'er  would  be  merry  and  free, 

Let  him  lift,  and  from  us  he  may  learn.; 
Jn  palaces  who  (hall  you  fee 

Half  fo  happy  as  we  in  a  barn  I 
Toll  derail,  &c. 

C  h  o  r  u  s  of  all. 
Whoever  tvoud  be  merry,  &c. 


To  Signer  a  Cuzzon  i, 

I. 

LITTLE  Syren  of  the  ftage, 
Charmer  of  an  Milage, 
Empty  warbler,  breathing  lyre. 
Wanton  gale  of  fond  defne. 
II. 
Bane  of  every  manly  art, 
Sweet  enfeebler  of  the  heart  i 
Oh  too  pleafing  is  thy  (train  ? 
Hence  to  fouthern  climes  again. 
III. 
Tuneful  mifchief,  vocal  fpell, 
To  this  ifland  bid  farewell  : 
Leave  us  as  we  ought  to  be, 
Leave  the  Britons  rough  and  free.. 


H  A  P  P  I  N  E  S  S. 

Tune,  To  all  you  Ladies  7ionv  at  Land.- 

I. 

■y  dearer!  maid,  fince  you  dedre 
To  know  what  I  wou'd  wifh, 
What  ftore  of  wealth  I  would  require, 

To  gain  true  happinefs ; 
This  faithful  inventary  take 
Of  all  that  life  can  eafy  make. 


Here 


(  3/6  ) 
IF. 
Here  happy  only  are  the  few 

Who  wifh  to  live  at  home, 
Who  n^ver  do  extend  their  view 
„    Beyond  their  fmafl  income. 
An  income  which  mould  ever  be 
The  fruit  of  honefl  induftry. 

III.. 
A  foul  ferene  and  free  from  fears, 

With  no  contentions  vex'd, 
Nor  yet  with  vain  and  anxious  cares 

To  be  at  all  perplex'd. 
A  body  that's  with  health  endow'd, 
An  open  temper,  yet  not  rude. 

IV. 
A  heart  that's  always  circumfpect, 

Unknowing  to  deceive, 
Yet  ever  wifely  can  re  fleet, 

Not  eafy  to  believe. 
As  to  my  drefs,  let  it  be  plain, 
Yet  always  neat  without  a  ftain. 

V. 
A  cleanly  hearth  and  chearful  fire 

To  drive  away  the  cold* 
A  moderate  glafs  one  would  require 

When  merry  tales  are  told  : 
The  company  of  an  eafy  friend, 
My  like  in  fortune  and  in  mind. 

VI, 
Some  fhelfs  of  books  of  the  right  kind, 

For  knowledge  and  delight, 
Not  intricate,  nor  interiin'd 

WTith  narrow  party  fpite  : 
A  garden  fair,   to  paint  me  clear 
Nature's  gradations  through  the  year, 

VII. 
To  give  true  relifli  to  delight, 

A  chafte  and  chearful  wife, 
With  fweeteft  humour  to  unite 

Our  hearts  as  long  as  life  : 


Sound 


(  377  ) 
Sound  fleep,  whofe  kind  delufive  turn3 
Shall  join  the  evening  to  the  morn. 

VIII. 
So  would  we  live  agreeably, 

And  ever  be  content, 
To  Providence  ay  thankful  be 

For  all  thofe  bleffings  lent. 
O  fovereign  power  !  but  grant  me  this, 
No  more  I'll  afk,  no  more  I'll  wifh. 


Smirky   Nan. 

Tune,  Nannio. 

I. 

A   H  !  woes  me,  poor  Willy  cry'd, 
JT\.     See  how  I'm  wafted  to  a  fpan  ? 
My  hear:  I  loft,  when  fir  ft  I  fpy'd 

The  charming  lovely  milk-maid  Nan. 
I'm  grown  fo  weak,  a  gentle  breeze, 

Of  d  alky  Roger's  winnowing  fan 
Would  blow  me  o'er  yon  beachy  trees, 

And  all  for  thee,  my  fmirky  Nan. 
II. 
The  ale-wife  mifTes  me  of  late, 

I  us'd  to  take  a  hearty  can  ; 
But  I  can  neither  drink  nor  eat, 

Unlefs  'tis  brevv'd  and  bak'd  by  Nan. 
The  baker  makes  the  beft  of  bread, 

The  flower  he  takes,  and  leaves  the  bran ; 
The  bran  is  every  other  maid, 

Compar'd  with  thee,  my  fmirky  Nan. 
III. 
But  Dick  of  th' green,  that  naftylown, 

La  ft  Sunday  to  my  miftrefs  ran, 
He  fnatch'da  kifs  :  I  knock'd  him  down, 

Which  hugely  pleas'd  my  fmirky  Nan. 
But  hark  !  the  roaring  foger  comes, 

And  rattles   Tantara  Tarran, 
She  leaves  her  cows  for  noify  drums, 

Woes  me,  I've  loft  my  fmirky  Nan/  Tarty 


(  378  ) 
'Tarry   Woo, 

I. 

TARRY  woo,  tarry  woo, 
Tarry  woo  is  III  to  fpin, 
Card  it  well,  card  it  well, 
Card  it  well  e'er  ye  begin. 
When  'tis  carded,  row'd  andfptm, 
Then  the  work  is  harlens  clone ; 
But  when  woven,  dreit  and  clean, 
It  may  be  cleading  for  a  queen. 
II. 
Sing  my  bonny  harmless  fheep, 
That  feed  upon  the  mountains  iteep, 
Bleeting  fweetly  as  ye  go 
Through  the  winter's  froil  and  fnow. 
Hart  and  hynd,  and  fallow  deer, 
No  be  hafFfo  ufeful  are  ; 
Frae  kings  to  him  that  hads  the  plow. 
Are  all  oblig'd  to  tarry  woo. 
III. 
Up  ye  mepherds,  dance  and  fkip, 
O'er  the  hills  and  valleys  trip, 
Sing  up  the  praife  of  tarry  woo, 
Sing  the  flocks  thar  bear  it  too  ; 
Harmlefs  creatures  without  blame, 
That  dead  the  back,   and  cram  the  wame, 
Keep  us  warm  and  hearty  fou  ; 
Leefe  me  on  the  tarry  woo. 

IV. 
•  How  happy  is  a  fhepherd's  life, 
Far  frae  courts,  and  free  of  fhife, 
While  the  gimmers  bleet  and  bae, 
And  the  lambkins  anfwer  mae  : 
No  fuch  mufick  to  his  ear, 
Of  thief  or  fox  he  has  no  fear ; 
Sturdy  kent,  and  colly  too, 
Well  defend  the  tarry  woo. 


He 


(  379  ) 
V. 

He  lives  content  and  envies  none, 
Not  even  a  monarch  on  his  throne, 
Tho'  he  the  royal  fcepter  fways, 
Has  not  Tweeter  holy-days. 
Who'd  be  a  king,  can  ony  tell, 
When  a  fhepherd  fings  fae  well  ; 
Sings  fae  well,  and  pays  his  due, 
With  honeft  heart  and  tarry  woo. 


On  Henrietta'^  Recovery, 

Tune,  My  deary,  if  thou  die. 

I. 

F  heaven,  its  bleffings  to  augments 
Call  Jrlenny  to  the  ikies, 
Hence  from  the  earth  flies  all  content^ 

The  moment  that  me  dies  : 
For  in  this  earth  there  is  no  fair 

Can  give  fuch  joy  to  me  ; 
How  great  muft  then  be  my  defpair, 

My  Benny,  ann  thou  die  ? 
II. 
But  now  pale  ficknefs  leaves  her  face, 

And  now  my  charmer  fmiles ; 
New  beauty  heightens  ev'ry  grace, 

And  all  my  fear  beguiles; 
The  bounteous  powers  have  heard  the  prayers 

I  daily  made  for  thee, 
Like  them  be  kind,  and  eafe  my  cares, 

Elfe  1  myfelf  mull  die. 


Hodge  of  the  Mill  and  buxom  Nel  l  . 

"T  /  OUNG  Roger  of  the  millr 
\        One  morning  very  foon, . 
Put  on  his  bell  apparel, 

New  hofe  and  clouted  moon  ; 

And 


(  38°  ) 

And  he  a  wooing  came 

To  bonny  buxom  Nell, 
Dearlafs,  cries  he,  cou'dft  fancy  me, 

I  like  thee  wond'rous  well. 
II. 
My  horfes  I  have  dreit, 

And  gi'en  them  corn  and  hay, 
Put  on  my  befr,  apparel  : 

And  having  come  this  way, 
Let's  fit  and  chat  a  while 

With  thee,  my  bonny  Nell. 
Dear  lafs,  cries  he,  coud'rl:  fancy  me,  . 

1'fe  like  thy  perfon  well. 
III. 
Young  Roger,  you're  miflaken, 

The  damfel  then  reply'd, 
I  am  not  in  fuch  a  hafle 

To  be  a  plowman's  bride  ; 
Know  I  then  live  in  hopes 

To  marry  a  farmer's  fon  : 
If  it  be  fo,  fays  Hodge,  I'll  go  ; 

Sweet  miftrefs,  I  have  done. 
IV. 
Your  horfes  you  have  dreft, 

Good  Hodge  I  heard  you  fay, 
Put  on  your  beft  apparel ; 

And  being  come  this  way, 
Come  fit  and  chat  a  while. 

0  no  indeed,  not  I, 

Til  neither  wait,  nor  Jtt,    nor  prat, 

I've  other  fifo  to  fry . 

V. 
Go  take  your  farmer's  fon, 

With  all  my  honeft  heart : 
What  tho'my  name  be  Roger, 

That  goes  at  plow  and  cart? 

1  need  not  tarry  long, 

I  foon  may  gain  a  wife  ; 
There's  buxome  Joan,  it  is- well  known 
She  loves  me  as  her  life. 

Pra 


(  38i   ); 

VI. 

Pray  what  of  buxom  Joan  ? 

Can't  I  pleafe  you  as  well  ? 
For  me  has  ne'er  a  penny, 

And  I  am  buxom  Nell ; 
And  I  have  fifty  millings. 

the  money  made  him  f mile: 
Oh  then,  my  dear,  I'll  draw  a  chair, 

And  chat  with  thee  a  while. 

vn. 

Within  the  fpace  of  half  an  hour 

This  couple  a  bargain  (truck, 
Hoping  that  with  their  money 

They  both  wou'd  have  good  luck. 
To  your  fifty  I've  forty, 

With  which  a  cow  we'll  buy  ; 
We'll  join  our  hands  in  wedlock  bands, 

Then  who  but  you  and  I  ? 


Buttery    May. 
i. 

IN  yonder  town  there  wons  a  May, 
Snack  and  perfyte  as  can  be  ony, 
She  is  fae  jimp,  fae  gamp,  fae  gay, 
Sae  capernoytie,  and  fae  bonny  : 
She  has  been  woo'd  and  loo'd  bymOny, 

But  me  was  very  ill  to  win ; 
She  wadna  hae  him  except  he  were  bonny, 
Tho'he  were  ne'er  fae  noble  a  kin. 
II. 
Her  bonnynefs  has  been  forefeen 

In  ilka  town  baith  far  and  near, 
And  when  fhe  kirns  her  minny's  kirn, 

She  rubs  her  face  till  it  grows  clear ; 
But  when  her  minny  (he  did  perceive 
Sic  great  inlack  amang  the  butter, 
Shame  fa'  that  filthy  face  of  thine, 
'Tis  crifh  that  gars  your  grunzie  glitter  : 

There's 


■    (  3»2  ) 

There's  Dunkyfon,  Davyfon,  Robie  Carniel, 
The  Lafs  ivith  the  petticoat  dances  right  <weil, 
Sing  Stidrum,  Stouthrum,  Suthrom,  Stony, 
Ann  ye  dance  any  mair,  <we'fe  tell  mefs  Johny. 
Sing,  C5V. 


cIhe  wife  Penitent. 

Sung   ly  Mr.   Gay. 

I. 

APHNIS  flood  penfive  in  the  made  ; 
With  arms  acrofs,  and  head  reclin'd  ; 
Pale  looks  accus'd  the  cruel  maid, 

And  fighs  reliev'd  his  love-fick  mind  : 
His  tuneful  pipe  all  broken  lay, 
Looks,  fighs,  and  actions  ieem'd  to  fay, 
My  Chloe  is  unkind. 
II. 
Why  ring  the  woods  with  warbling  throats  ? 

Ye  larks,  ye  linnets,  ceafe  your  flrains; 
I  faintly  hear  in  your  foft  notes 

My  ChJce's  voice,  that  wakes  my  pains, 
But  why  mould  you  your  fongs  forbear  ? 
Your  mates  delight  your  fongs  to  hear, 
But  Chloe  mine  difdains. 
III. 
As  thus  he  melancholy  flood 

Dejected,  as   the  lonely  dove, 
Sweet  found  broke  gently  thro'  the  wood. 
I  feel  a  found  my  heart-firings  move  : 
*Twas  not  the  Nightingale  that  fung  ; 
No,  'tis  Chloe's  fweeter  tongue  : 

Hark!  hark!  what  fays  my  love? 
IV, 
How  fimple  is  the  nymph,  ihe  cries, 
Who  trifles  with  her  lover's  pain? 
Nature  flill  fpeaks  in  womens  eyes, 
Our  artful  lips  are  made"  to  feign. 


Oh 


( 383; 

Oh !  Daphnis  !  Daphnis  !  'twas  my  prides 
'Twas  not  my  heart  thy  love  deny'd  : 

Come  back,  dear  youth,  again. 
V. 
As  t'  other  day  my  hand  he  feiz'd, 

My  blood  with  trickling  motion  flew, 
Sudden  I  put  on  looks  difpleas'd, 

And  hafty  from  his  hold  withdrew  : 
5Twas  fear  alone,  thou  fimple  fwain  ; 
Then  had  ft  thou  prefs'd  my  hand  again, 
My  heart  had  yielded  too. 
VI. 
'Tis  true,  thy  tuneful  reed  I  blam'd, 

That  fwell'd  thy  lip  and  rofy  cheek  j 
Think  not  thy  fkill  in  fong  defam'd, 

Thy  lip  mould  other  pleafures  feek ; 
Much  much  thy  rnufick  1  approve, 
Yet  break  thy  pipe,  for  more  I  love 

Much  more  to  hear  thee  fpeak. 
V1L 
My  heart  forbodes  that  I'm  betray'd ; 

Daphnis,  I  fear,  is  ever  gone  : 
Lall  night  with  Delia  &  dog  he  play'd  ; 
Love  by  fuch  trifles  firft  comes  on. 
Now,  now,  dear  ihepherd,  come  away, 
My  tongue  would  now  my  heart  betray. 
Ah  Cbloe!  thou  art  won. 
VIII. 
The  youth  flept  forth  with  hafty  pace, 
And  found  where  wifliing  Cbloe  lay  ; 
Shame  fudden  lightned  in  her  face, 

Confus'd,  (he  knew  not  what  to  fay  ; 
At  lad,  in  broken  words,  me  cry'd, 
To-morrow  you  in  vain  had  try'd, 
But  lam  loft  to-day. 


Old 


(384) 
Old  Darby. 

An  Advice  to    C  h  l  o  e. 

I. 

EAR  Chfee,  while  thus  beyond  meafure. 
You  treat  me  with  doubts  and  difdain, 
You  rob  all  your  youth  of  its  pleafure, 

And  hoard  up  an  old  age  of  pain  ; 
Your  maxim,  that  love  is  ftill  founded 
On  charms  that  will  quickly  decay, 
You'll  find  to  be  very  ill  grounded, 
When  once  you  its  dictates  obey. 

II. 

The  love  that  from  beauty  is  drawn, 
By  kindnefs,  you  ought  to  improve 

Soft  looks  and  gay  fmiles  are  the  dawn, 
Fruition  the  fun-mine  of  love. 

And  tho'  the  bright  beams  of  your  eyes 


•  i-cu 


id  be  clouded  that  now  are  fo 


gay> 


And  darkneff  obfcure  all  the  fkies, 
You  ne'er  can  forget  it  was  day. 

III. 

Old  Darby,   with  Joan  by  his  fide, 

You  have  often  regarded  with  wonder, 
He's  dropfical,  fhe  is  dimey'd, 

Yet  they're  ever  uneafy  afunder  ; 
Together  they  totter  about, 

Or  fit  in  the  fun  at  the  door  ; 
And  at  night  when  old  Darby's  pot's  out, 

His  Joan  will  not  fmo.ke  a  whiff  more. 

IV. 

No  beauty  nor  wit  they  pofTefs, 

Their  fcveral  failings  to  cover  : 
Then  what  are  the  charms  can  you  guefs, 

That  make  them  fo  fond  of  each  other  ? 
'Tis  the  pleafmg  remembrance  of  youth, 

The  endearments  that  youth  did  bellow, 
The  thoughts  of  pa  ft  pl.afure  and  truth, 

The  belt  of  our  bleilings  below. 


Thofe 


(  3*5  ) 
V. 

Thofe  traces  for  ever  will  laft, 

No  ficknefs  or  time  can  remove  : 
For  when  youth  and  beauty  are  pait, 

And  age  brings  the  winter  of  love, 
A  friendfhip  infenfibly  grows, 

By  reviews  of  fuch  raptures  as  thefe ; 
The  current  of  fondnefs  ftill  flows, 

Which  decrepit  old  age  cannot  freeze, 


The  modern  Marriage  Queftion. 

I. 

HA  P  P  Y  the  world  in  that  bleft  age, 
When  beauty  was  not  bought  and  fold3 
When  the  fair  mind  was  uninflam'd 
With  the  mean  thirft  of  baneful  gold. 
With  the  mean  thirft,    Sec, 

ir. 

Then  the  kind  fhepherd  when  he  figh'd, 

The  fwain,  whofe  dog  was  all  his  wealth, 
Was  not  by  cruel  parents  fore'd 

To  breathe  the  am'rous  vow  by  Health, 

To  breathe,  Sec. 

III. 
Now  the  firft  queftion  fathers  afk, 

When  for  their  girls  fond  lovers  fue, 
Is,—  What's  the  fettlement you'll  make  ? 

You're  poor ! — he  flings  the  door  at  you. 

You're  pGor  !   &c 


The  Country  Wake. 

I'LL  ling  you  a  ditty,  and  warrant  it  true, 
Give  but  attention  unto  me  a  while, 
Of  tranfa&ions  in  court,   and  in  country  too, 
Toil/bnie  plcafure,   and  pleafing  roil ; 

§  Accept, 


(  386) 
Accept  it,  I  pray,  as  your  help-mates  you  take. 
To  fome  'twill  give  joy, 
And  fome  others  annoy  ; 
AH*s  fair  at  a  country  wake. 
All's  fair,  &c. 

IT. 
Many  ladies  at  court  are  ftil'd  unpolite, 

Becaufe  truly  virtuous,  and  prone  to  no  ill  ; 
Whilft  others  who  fparkle  in  diamonds  bright, 

Are  ftript  of  their  pride  at  ballet  or  quadrille, 
Till  their  lofles  at  play  do  their  lords  credit  make  : 
Then  their  toys  to  recover, 
They'll  grant  the  laft  favour ; 
Strange  news  at  a  country  wake. 
Strange  news,   Sec. 

in. 

Here  moft  of  our  gentlemen  patriots  are, 

To  very  bad  ftatefmen,  I  freely  confefs, 
They  delign  harm  to  none,  but  a  fox  or  a  hare, 

And  are  always  found  loyal  in  war  and  in  peace. 
The  farmer's  induftry  does  earth  fertile  make; 
The  hufbandman's  plowing, 
His  planting  and  fowing, 
Gets  health  and  good  chear  at  a  country  wake. 
Gets  health,  &c. 

IV. 

Our  maids  blooming  fair,  without  waihes  and  paints, 

From  neighbouring  villages  hither  refort, 
They  kifs  fweet  as  rofes,  yet  virtuous  as  faints; 

(Who  can  fay  more  for  the  ladies  at  court  ?) 
No  worldly  cares  vex  them  afleep  or  awake, 
But  their  time  they  improve 
In  peace  and  true  love, 
And  innocent  mirth  at  a  country  wake.     - 
And  innocent.  &c. 

V. 

The  fchemes  of  a  courtier  are  full  of  intrigues  ; 

Here  all's  fair  and  open,  dark  deeds  we  defpife, 
Set  rural  contentment  'gainft  courtly  fatigue, 

Whochufes  the  former  is  happy  and  wife  : 

Now 


(  3®7  ) 

Now  let^s  pray  for  the  king,  and,  for  Britain  $  fake, 
From  all  factions  free, 
May  his  fubjecls  agree, 
As  well  at  the  court  as  the  country  wake. 
As  well,  &c. 


Oaths  in  fajhion. 

CUSTOM  prevailing  fo  long  'mongft  the  great,, 
Make  oaths  eafy  potions  to  fleep  on  ; 
Which  many  (on  gaining  good  places)  repeat, 

Without  e'er  deiigning  to  keep  one. 
For  an  oath's  feldom  kept,   as  a  virgin's  fair  fame, 
A  lover's  fond  vows,  or  a  prelate's  good  name  ; 
A  lawyer  to  truth,  or  a  ftatefman  from  blame, 
Or  a  patriot's  heart  in  a  courtier. 


^he  terrible  Law. 

I. 

TH  E  terrible  law  when  it  fallens  its  paw 
On  a  poor  man,  it  grips  till  he's  undone 
And  what  I  am  doing  may  prove  to  my  ruin, 
Tho'  rich  as  the  lord  mayor  of  London. 

II. 

Therefore  I'll  be  wary  what  meiTage  I  carry, 
Unlefs  we  firft  make  a  zure  bargain  ; 

I  will  be  'dempnified,  thorowly  fatisfied, 
That  ch'an  flian't  zufFer  a  varding. 


The  Play  of  Love. 

Firfi  A3. 

TH E  play  of  love  is  now  Jbegun, 
And  thus  the  aclions  do  go  on  5 
Strep bon,  enamour'd,  courts  the  fair, 
She  hears  him  with  a  careiefs  air, 

And  fmiles  to  find  him  in  love's  fnare. 

S  z  Second 


(  388) 

Second  Aft. 

The  aft  tune  play'd,  they  meet  again* 
Here  pity  moves  her  for  his  pain, 
"Which  fhe  evades  with  Tome  pretence, 
And  thinks  me  may  with  love  difpenfe; 

But  pants  to  hear  a  man  of  fenfe. 

Third  A3. 

The  third  approach  her  lover  makes, 
She  colours  up  whene'er  ihe  fpeaks ; 
Bnt  with  feign'd  flights  fhe  puts  him  by, 
And  faintly  cries,   ihe  can't  comply, 

Altho'  fhe  gives  her  heart  the  ly. 

Fourth  Aft. 

Now  the  plot  rifes,  he  feems  fhy, 
As  if  fome  other  fair  he'd  try  ; 
At  which  fhe  fwells  with  fpleen  and  fear, 
Left  fome  more  wife  his  love  fhou'd  fhare, 

Which  yet  no  woman  e'er  can  bear. 

Fifth  Aa. 

The  lafl  act  now  is  wrought  fo  high, 
That  thus  it  crowns  the  lover's  joy ; 
She  does  no  more  his  paflion  fhun, 
He  ftrait  into  her  arms  does  run : 

The  curtain  falls,  the  play  is  done. 


Fanny  fair. 

I. 

TO  Fanny  fair  could  I  impart 
The  caufe  of  all  my  woe  ! 
That  beauty  which  has  won  my  heart, 

She  fcarcely  feems  to  know : 
UnlkillMin  the  art  of  womankind, 

Without  defign  Ihe  charms  ; 
How  can  thofe  fparkling  eyes  beblind^ 
Which  every  bofom  warms  ? 


She 
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II. 

She  knows  her  power  is  all  deceit, 

The  confcious  blufhes  fhows, 
Thofe  blufhes  to  the  eye  more  fweet 

Than  th'  op'ning  budding  rofe : 
Vet  the  delicious  fragrant  rofe, 

That  charms  the  fenfe  fo  much* 
Upon  a  thorny  briar  grows, 

And  wounds  with  ev'ry  touch. 

III. 

At  firfl  when  I  beheld  the  fair, 

With  raptures  I  was  blefl ; 
But  as  I  would  approach  more  near, 

At  once  I  loft  my  reft ; 
Th'  inchanting  fight,  the  fweet  furprife, 

Prepare  me  for  my  doom  ; 
One  cruel  look  from  thofe  bright  eyes 

Will  Jay  me  in  my  tomb. 


The  Bottk  preferred* 

I. 

PROUD  woman,  I  fcorn   yow> 
Brifk  wine's  my  delight, 
I'll  drink  all  the  day, 
And  I'll  revel  all  night. 
II* 
As  great  as  a  monarch 

The  moments  I  pafs, 
The  bottle's  my  globe, 

And  my  fcepter's  the  glafs, 

in. 

The  table's  my  throne, 

And  the  tavern's  my  court, 
The  drawer's  my  fubjecl, 

And  drinking's  my  fport, 

&  3  Here's 


(  39°  ) 
IV. 

Here's  the  chief  of  all  joy, 
Here's  a  miftrefs  ne'er  coy  % 

Dear  cure  of  all  forrows, 
And  life  of  all  blifs: 

I'm  a  king  when  I  hug  you, 
Bat  more  when  I  kifs. 


Tippling  John. 

AS.  tippling  John  was  jogging  on,, 
Upon  a  riot  night, 
With  tottering  pace,  and  fiery  face, 

Sufpicious  of  high  flight; 
The  guards,  who  took  him  by  his  look 

For  fome  chief  fiery-brand, 
Afk'd,  whence  he  came  ?  what  was  his  name  I 
Who  are  you  ?  Stand,  friendj  fland. 

II. 

Tm  going  home,  from  meeting  come. 

Ay,  fays  one,  that's  the  cafe  ; 
Some  meeting  he  has  burnt,  you  fee 

The  flame's  flillin  his  face. 
John  thought  it  time  to  purge  his  crime,  . 

And  faid,  My  chief  intent 
Was  to  affwage  my  thirfly  rage, 

I'  th' meeting  that  I  meant, 

III. 

Come,  friend,  be  plain,  you  trifle  in  vain,. 

Says  one,  pray  let  us  know, 
That  we  may  find  how  you're  inclin'd  ; 

Are  you  high  church  or  low  ? 
John  faid  to  that,   I'll  tell  you  what, 

To  end  debates  and  flrife, 
All  I  can  fay,  this  is  the  way 

I  fleer  my  courfe  of  life, 

I  ne'e* 
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I  ne'er  to  Bow,  nor  Burge/s  go, 

To  fleeple-houfe  nor  hall, 
The  brifk  bar-bell  beft  fuits  my  zeal 

With  gentlemen  d'  ye  call ; 
Guefs  then,  am  I  low  church  or  high, 

From  that  tow'r,  or  no  fteeple, 
Whofe  merry  toll  exalts  the  foul, 

And  mud  make  high-flown  people  ? 

The  guards  came  on,  and  look'd  at  John 

With  countenance  moft  pleafant, 
By  whifper  round  they  all  foon  found 

He  was  no  damag'd  peafant. 
Thus  while  John  flood  the  bell  he  cou'dy 

Expecting  their  decifion ; 
Damn  him,  fays  one,  let  him  be  gone* 

He's  of  our  own  religion. 


Belinda. 
I. 

WOULD  fate  to  me  Belinda  give, 
With  her  alone  I'd  chufe  to  livey 
Variety  I'd  ne'er  require, 
Nor  a  greater,  nor  a  greater, 
Nor  a  greater  blifs  defire. 
II. 
My  charming  nymph,  if  you  can  find 
Amongft  the  race  of  human  kind, 
A  man  that  loves  you  more  than  I, 
Til  refign  you,  I'll  refign  you, 
I'll  refign  you,  tho'  I  die. 
III. 
Let  my  Belinda  fill  my  arms, 
With  all  her  beauty,  all  her  charms  ; 
With  fcorn  and  pity  I'd  look  down 
On  the  glories,  on  the  glories, 
On  the  glories  of  a  crown. 

S  4,  Bsauty 
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Beauty  and  Rigour. 
I. 

THE  nymph  that  undoes  me  is  fair  and  unkind, 
No  lefs  than  a  wonder  by  nature  defign'd  ; 
She's  the  grief  of  my  heart,  and  the  joy  of  my  eye, 
And  the  caufe  of  a  flame  that  never  can  die. 
And  the  caufe y  &C 

XL 
Her  mouth,  from  whence  wit  full  obligingly  flows, 
Has  the  beautiful  blufh,  and  the  fmell  of  the  rofe  i 
Love  and  deftiny  both  attend  on  her  will, 
She  wounds  with  a  look,  with  a  frown  me  can  kill'. 
She  ivounds,   &c. 

III. 
The  defperate  lover  can  hope  no  redrefs, 
Where  Beauty  and  Rigour  are  both  in  excefs  ; 
Jn  Silvia  they  meet,  fo  unhappy  am  I, 
Who  Cccs  her  mull  love,  who  loves  her  mull  die. 


ne  Rival. 

I, 

OF  all  the  torment,  all  the  care* 
By  which  our  lives  are  curfl, 
Of  all  the  forrows  that  we  bear, 

A  Rival  is  the  word. 
By  partners  in  another  kind 

Afflictions  eafier  grow, 
In  love  alone  we  hate  to  find 

Companions  in  our  woe. 
II. 
Silvia,   for  all  the  griefs  you  fee 

Ariiing  in  my  breaft, 
I  beg  not  that  you'd  pity  me, 

Would  you  but  flight  the  reft. 
Howe'erfevere  your  rigours  are,. 

Alone  with  them  I'd  cope, 
I  can  endure  my  own  defpair, 

But  not  another's  hope.  Hunttx& 
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Hunting  Song  going  out, 

I. 

HARK  f  away,  'tis  the  merry  ton'd  horn 
Calls  the' hunters  all  up  with  the  morn  ;: 
To  the  hills  and  the  woodlands  they  fteer, 
To  unharbour  the  out-lying  deer. 

Chorus  of  Huntfmen. 
All  the  day  long, 
This,  this  is  our  Jong, 
Still  hallooing. 
And  following  f 
So  frolic k  and  free, 

Our  joys  know  no  hounds, 
While  ive're  after  the  hounds, 
No  mortal  on  earth  are  fo  jolly  as  <we* 
II. 
Round  the  woods  when  we  beat,  how  we  glow? 
While  the  hills  they  all  echo  hillo  ; 
With  a  bounce  from  his  cover  when  he  flies, 
Then  our  (hoots  they  refound  to  the  ikies. 
All  the  day,  &c. 
III. 
Whenwefweep  o'er  the  valleys,  or  climb 
Up  the  heath-breathing  mountain  fublime, 
What  a  joy  from  our  labour  we  feel ! 
Which  alone  they  who  talle  can  reveal- 
All  the  day,  &c. 


The  Return  from  the  Chace, 

THE  fweet  rofy  morn  peeps  over  the  hills, 
With  bluihes  adorning  the  meadows   and 
fields ;  [away, 

The  merry,  merry,  merry  horn  calls,  Come,  come 
Awake  from  your  flumbers,  and  hail  the  new  day. 
%  he  merry,    &c 

S  5:  Tie- 
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II. 

The  flag  rows' d  before  us,  away  feems  to  fly,. 
And  pants  to  the  chorus  of  hounds  in  full  cry, 
Then  follow,  follow,  follow,  the  mufical  chace, 
Where  pleafure.  and  vigorous  health  y,ou  embrace. 
Then  follow,.  &C. 

III. 
The  day's  fport  when  over  makes  blood  circle 
right, 
And  gives  the  brifk  lover  frefh  charms  for  the  night ; 
Then  let  us,  let  us  now  enjoy  all  we  can  while  we 

may, 
Let  love  crown  the  night,  as  our  fports  crown  the 
Thenlet  us,  Sec.  [day. 


The  Girl  thafs  Myth  and  gay. 

Tune,   Black  Joke, 

OF  all  the  girls  in  our  town, 
Or  black,  or  yellow,  or  fair  or  brown, 

With  their  foft  eyes,  and  faces  fo  bright  ; 
Give  me  a  girl  that's  blyth  and  gay, 
As  warm  as  June,  and  as  fweet  as  May, 

With  her  heart  free,,  and  faithful, as  light, 
What  lovely  couple  then  cou'd  be 

So  happy  and  fo  bleil  as  we ! 
On  whom  the  fweeteii  joys  wou'd  fmile, 

And  all  the  cares  of  life  beguile* 

Entranc'd  in  blifs  each  rapt'rous  night. 


C  y  n  t  h  i  a'j  Perplexity. 

CY  N  J  HI  A  frowns  whene'er  I  woo  herj 
Yet  {he's  vex'd  if  I  give  over, 
Much  fhe  fears  I  fhould  undo  her, 

But  much  more  to  lofe  her  lover  : 
Thus  in  doubting  fhe  refufes, 
And  not  winning  thus  fhe  lofes. 

*     Prithee* 
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ir. 

Prithee,  Cynthia,  look  behind  you, 
Age  and  wrinkles  will  o'ertake  you; 

Then,  too  late,  defire  will  find  you 
When  the  power  mull  forfake  you. 

Think  upon  the  fad  condition 

To  be  paft,   yet  wifh  fruition. 


Nought  hut  Love. 
I. 

TH  E  fun  was  funk  beneath  the  hill, 
The  weftern  clouds  were  lin'd  with  goldr 
The  Iky  was  clear,  the  winds  were  ftill, 

The  flocks  were  pent  within  the  fold  ; 
When,   from  the  iilence  of  the  grove, 
Poor  Damon  thus  defpair'd  of  love  ! 

II. 
Who  feeks  to  pluck  the  fragrant  rofe 

From  the  bare  rock,   or  oozy  beach  ; 
Who  from  each  barren  weed  that  grows 

Expects  the  grape,  or  bluihing  peach  5 
With  equal  faith  may  hope  to  find 
The  truth  of  love  in  womankind. 

III. 
I  have  no  herds,  no  fleecy  care, 

No  fields  that  wave  with  golden  grainr 
No  paltures  green,  nor  gardens  fair, 

A  maiden's  venal  heart  to  gain  : 
Then  all  in  vain  my  fighs  mull  prove, 
For  I,  alas  !  have  nought  but  love. 

IV. 
How  wretched  is  the  faithful  youth, 

Since  womens  hearts  are  bought  and  fold  ?; 
They  afk  not  vows  of  facred  truth, 

Whene'er  they  figh,  they  figh  for  gold. 
Gold  can  the  frowns  of  fcorn  remove, 
But  I,  alas !  have  nought  but  love. 

S  6  To 
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V. 
To  buy  the  gems  of  JW*Vs  coaft, 

What  wealth,  what  treafure  can  fufEce -I 
Not  all  their  fhine  can  ever  boaft 

The  living  luftre  of  her  eyes  : 
For  thefe  the  world  toocheap  would  prove;. 

But  I,  alas  !  have  nought  but  love. 
VI. 
O  Silvia  1  fince  nor  gems,  nor  ore, 

Can  with  your  brighter  gems  compare, 
Confider  that  I  offer  more, 

More  feldom  found,  a  foul  fincere  : 
Let  riches  meaner  beauties  move, 

Who  pays  thy  worth,  muft  pay  in  love. 


Tell  me,   my  Heart, 


WHEN  Delia  on  the  plain  appears^ 
Aw'd  by  a  thoufand  tender  fears, 
I  would  approach,  but  dare  not  move  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

II. 

Whene'er  me  fpeaks,  my  ravifh'd  ear- 
No  other  voice  but  her's  can  bear, 
No  other  wit  but  her's  approve  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  l~: 

nr. 

If  ihe  fome  other  fwain  commend, 
Tho'I  was  once  his  fondeft  friend, 
That  inftant  enemy  I  prove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love .?. 

IV. 

When  fhe  is  abfent,  I  no  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pleas 'd  before, 
The  cleareft  fpring,  or  fhady  grove  t 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  t 


Whea 
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V. 
When  arm'd  with  infolent  difdain,. 
She  feem'd  to  triumph  in  my  pain  j 
I  flrove  to  hate,  but  vainly  ftrove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 


Cupld   mi/taken. 

I. 

AS  after  noon,  one  fummer's  day, 
Venus  Mood  bathing  in  ariver,, 
Qapid  a  mooting  went  that  way,  > 

New  ftrung  his  bow,  and  fill'd  his  quiver 
With  fkill  he  chofe  his  fharpeft  dart, 

With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew, 
Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart, 
The  too  well  guided  arrow  flew. 

II. 

I  faint !  I  die  !  the  goddefs  cry'd  r 

O  cruel !  cou'dll  thou  find  none  other 
To  wreck  thy  fpleen  on  ?  parricide, 

Like  Nero,  thou  haft  flain  thy  mother ! 
Poor  Cupid,  fobbing,  fcarce  could  fpeak  ;. 

Indeed,  mamma,  I  did  not  know  you  :. 
Alas  !  how  eafy  the  miftake, 

I  took  you  for  your  likenefs  Chloe. 


Silvia  to   Alexis. 

ALEXIS,  how  artlefs  a  lover  ! 
How  bafhful  and  filly  you  grow ! 
In  my  eyes  can  you  never  difcover 
I  mean  yes  when  I  often  fay  no  l 

1  mean t  &c. 

Whm 
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II. 

When  you  pine  and  you  whine  out  your  pamon, 

And  only  intreat  for  a  kifs  ; 
To  be  coy  and  deny  is  the  fafhion,. 

Alexis  ihould  ravifh  the  blifs. 

Alexis  Jhould,  &c. 

III. 
In  love,  as  in  war,  'tis  but  reafon 

To  make  fome  defence  for  the  town  : 
To  furrender  without  it  were  treafon, 

Before  that  the  outworks  were  won. 

Before  that,   &c. 

IV. 
If  I  frown,  'tis  my  blufhes  to  cover, 

3Tis  for  honour  and  modefty's  fake  y. 
He  is  but  a  pitiful  lover, 

Who  is  foil'd  by  afingle  attack. 

Who  is,    &C 

V. 
But  when  we  by  force  are  o'erpower'd,. 

The  bell  and  the  braveft  mull  yield  j 
I  am  not  to  be  won  by  a  coward, 

Who  hardly  dares  enter  the  field. 

Who  hardly,   &c. 


%*he  ferious  Lover, 


BELIEVE  my  fighs,  my  tears,  my  dearS; 
Believe  the  heart  you  have  won, 
Believe  my  vows  to  you  fincere, 

Or,  Jenny,  Phi  undone. 
You  fay,  I'm  fickle,  and  apt  to  change 

At  every  face  that's  new  : 
Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  faw, 
I  ne'er  lov'd  one  but  you. 

My 
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ir. 

My  heart  was  like  a  lump  of  ice. 

Till  warm'd  by  your  bright  eye  y 
And  then  it  kindled  in  a  trice^ 

A  flame  that  ne'er  can  die. 
Then  take  and  try  me,  you  mall  find 

That  I've  a  heart  that's  true  : 
Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  faw, 

I  ne'er  lov'd  one  like  you. 


The  grateful  Admirer. 

FALSE  tho'  me  be  to  me  and  lcve3 
I'll  ne'er  purfue  revenge  : 
For  1U11  the  charmer  I  approve, 

Tho1 1  deplore  her  change. 
In  hours  of  blifs  we  oft  have  met, 

They  could  not  always  laft  ; 
But  tho'  the  prefent  I  regret, 
I'm  grateful  forthepaii. 
Fm  grateful,    Sec. 


C  e  l  i  a   and   S  A  B  I  N  A. 

I. 

THIRS  IS,  a  young  and  am'rous  fwain,. 
Saw  two,  the  beauties  of  the  plain, 
Who  both  his  heart  fubdue  : 
Gay  Ce/ia's  eyes  were  dazling  fair; 
Sabine? s  eafy  ihape  and  air, 
With  fofter  mufick  drew. 

n. 

He  haunts  the  ftream,  he  haunts  the  grove, 
Lives  in  a  fond  romance  of  love, 

And  feems  for  each  to  die  ; 
Till  each  a  little  fpiteful  grown, 
Sabina  Celiacs  fhape  ran  down, 

And  me  Sabina^  eye.. 

Their 
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III. 

Their  envy  made  the  fhepherd  find 
Thofe  eyes  that  love  could  only  blind; 

So  fet  the'lover  free. 
No  more  he  haunts  the  grove  or  ftream, 
Or,  with  a  true  love-knot  or  name, 
Engraves  a  wounded  tree. 
IV. 
Ah  Celia  !  fly  Sabina  cry'd, 
Tho'  neither  love,   we're  both  deny'd, 

Let  either  fix  the  dart. 
Poor  girl  !  fays  Celia,  fay  no  more  ; 
Thatfpite  which  broke  his  chains  before, 
Would  break  the  other's  heart. 


The  fair   Warning. 

OUNG  Virgins  love  pleafure,. 
As  Mifers  do  treafure  ; 
And  both  alike  ftudy 

To  heighten  the  meafure  ; 
Their  hearts  they  will  rifle 
For  every  new  trifle, 

And  when  in  their  teens- 
Fall  in  love  for  a  fong; 
Batfoon  as  they  marry, 
And  find  things  mifcarry  ; 

Oh  !  how  they  figh 
That  they  were  not  more  wary,. 
Inftead  of  foft  wooing 
They  run  to  their  ruin, 

And  all  their  lives  after    i 
Drag  forrow  along. 


Pifliceat 
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Petticoat   wooing* 

I. 

EAR  Colin  prevent  my  warm  blumes* 
How  can  I  fpeak  without  pain  ? 
My  eyes  have  oft  told  you  their  wifhes  : 
Why  can't  you  the  meaning  explain  I 
11. 
My  paffion  wou'd  lofe  by  expreffion, 
And  you  too  might  cruelly  blame ; 
Then  pray  don't  expeft  a  confeflion 
Of  what  is  too  tender  to  name. 
III. 
Since  yours  is  the  province  of  fpeaking, 

How  can  you  expecl  it  from  me  ? 
Our  wifhes  fhou'd  be  in  our  keeping, 
Till  you  tell  us  what  they  fhou'd  be. 
IV. 
Then  quickly  why  don't  you  difcover? 

Did  your  heart  feel  fuch  tortures  a3  mine, 
I  need  not  tell  over  and  over 
What  I  in  my  bofom  confine. 

Colin  U  Reply* 
I. 

GOOD  madam,  when  ladies  are  willing, 
A  man  mull  needs  look  like  a  fool  % 
For  me  I  wou'd  not  give  a  fhilling 
For  one  that  does  love  without  rule. 
II. 
At  leaft  you  fhou'd  wait  for  our  offers, 

Not  fnatch  like  old  maids  in  defpair; 
Had  you  liv'd  to  thefe  years  without  proffers,- 
Your  fighs  were  all  fpent  in  the  air. 
III. 
You  fhou'd  leave  us  to  guefs  by  your  bluihing. 

And  not  tell  the  mattter  fo  plain ; 
JTis  ours  to  be  writing  and  pufhing, 
And  yours  to  affett  a  difdain. 

Bui 
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IV. 

But  you're  in  a  terrible  taking, 
By  all  the  fond  oglings  I  fee  ; 

The  fruit  that  can  fall  without  making 
Indeed  is  too  mellow  for  me. 


The  Country  Lafs's  Ambition, 
I. 

WHAT  tho'  they  call  me  country  lafs  I 
J  read  it  plainly  in  my  glafs, 
That  for  a  duchefs  I  might  pafs : 

Oh !  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 
Wou'd  fortune  but  attend  my  call, 
At  park,  at  play,  at  ring,  and  ball, 
I'd  brave  the  prouder!  of  them  all, 
With  a  ftand  by,  clear  the  way i 
JI. 
Surrounded  by  a  croud  of  beaus, 
With  fmart  toupees,  and  powder'd  clothes, 
At  rivals  I'll  turn  up  my  nofe ; 

Oh  !  could  I  fee  the  day  I 
I'll  dart  fuch  glances  from  thefe  eyes,. 
Shall  make  fome  duke,  or  lord,  my  prize,. 
And  then,   oh  !  how  I'll  tyrannize, 
With  a  ftand -by,  clear  the  way. 

nr. 

Oh  !  then  for  every  new  delight, 
For  equipage,  and  diamonds  bright, 
Quadrille,  and  balls,  and  plays,  ail  nighu 

.    Oh  !  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 
Of  love  and  joy  I'd  take  my  fill, 
The  tedious  hours  of  life  to  kill, 
In  every  thing  I'd  have  my  will, 

With  a  ftand-  by,  clear  the  way., 
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tfjbe  following  Song  is  /aid  to  he  made  in 
Honour  of  our  Sovereign  Lady  Mary 
Queen  of  Scots. 

I. 

YOU  meaner  beauties  of  the  night, 
Who  poorly  fatisfy  our  eyes, 
More  by  your  number  than  your  light, 
Ye  are  but  officers  of  the  ikies ; 
What  are  ye  when  the  moon  doth  rife  ? 
II. 
You  violets  that  firft  appear, 

By  your  fine  purple  colour  known, 
Taking  pofleffion  of  the  year, 

As  if  the  fpring  were  all  your  own  ; 
What  are  ye  when  the  rofe  is  blown  ? 
III. 
You  charming  birds  that  in  the  woods 

Do  warble  forth  your  lively  lays, 
Making  your  paflion  underftood 

In  fofteft  notes  ;  what  is  your  praife 
When  Philomel  her  voice  does  raife  f 
IV. 
You  glancing  jewels  of  the  eaft, 
Whofe  eftimation  fancies  raife, 
Pearls,  rubies,  fapphires,  and  the  reft 
Of  glittering  gems ;  what  is  your  praife, 
When  the  bright  diamond  fhews  his  rays  I 
V. 
But,  ah  !  poor  light,  gem,  voice  and  fmell, 

What  are  ye. if  my  Mary  mine  ? 
Moon,  diamond,  flowers,  and  Philomel, 
Light,  luftre,  fcent,  and  mufick  tine> 
And  yield  to  merit  more  divine. 
VI. 
Thus  when  my  miftrefs  you  have  {ten. 

in  beauties  of  her  face  and  mind, 
Firft,  by  defcent,  me  is  a  Queen  ; 
Judge  then  if  fhe  be  not  divine, 
And  glory  of  all  womankind. 

The 
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The  rofe  and  lilly,  the  hale  fpring, 

Unto  her  breath  for  fweetnefs  fpeed  j 
The  diamond  darkens  in  the  ring  : 

When  fhe  appears,  the  moon  looks  dead, 
As  when  Sol  lifts  his  radiant  head. 


There  Cowans  are  gay. 
I. 

THERE  gowans  are  gay,  my  joy, 
There  govvans,  are  gay, 
They  gar  me  wake  when  I  fhou'd  fleep, 
The  flrft  morning  of  May. 
II. 
About  the  fields  as  I  did  pafs, 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
I  chanc'd  to  meet  a  proper  lafs,. 
The  firft  morning  of  May. 
III. 
Right  bufy  was  that  bonny  maid* 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
I  halft  her,  fyne  to  her  1  faid, 
The  firft  morning  of  May : 
IV. 

0  lady  fair,  what  do  you  here  F 
There  gowans  are  gay, 

Gathering  the  dew,  what  need  yefpeir  J 
The  firit  morning  of  May. 
V. 
The  dew,  quoth  I,  what  can  that  mean  I 

There  gowans  are  gay  ; 
Q^oth  me,  to  warn  my  miftrefs  clean, 
The  firfl  morning  of  May. 
VI. 

1  alked  farder  at  her  fyne, 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
Gif  to  my  will  ihe  wad  incline  f 
The  firft  morning  of  May. 
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VII. 
She  faid,  her  errand  was  not  there, 

Where  gowans  are  gay, 
Her  maidenhood  on  me  to  ware, 
The  firft  morning  of  May. 
VIII. 
Then  like  an  arrow  frae  a  bow, 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
She  fkift  away  out  o'er  the  know, 
The  firft  morning  of  May  ; 
IX. 
And  left  me  in  the  garth  my  lane, 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
And  in  my  heart  a  twang  of  pain, 
The  firft  morning  of  May. 
X. 
The  little  birds  they  fang  full  fvveet, 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
Unto  my  comfort  was  right  meet, 
The  firft  morning  of  May. 
XI. 
And  thereabout  I  paft  my  time, 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
Until  it  was  the  hour  of  prime, 
The  firft  morning  of  May. 
XII. 
And  then  returned  hame  bedeen, 

There  gowans  are  gay, 
Panfand  what  maiden  that  had  been, 
The  firft  morning  of  May. 


Slighted  Love  fair  to  bide. 

I  Had  a  heart,  but  now  I  heartlefs  gae  ; 
I  had  a  mind,  but  daily  was  oppreit  ; 
I  had  a  friend  that's  now  become  my  fae ; 
I  had  a  will  that  now  has  freedom  loft  : 


What 
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What  have  I  now  ? 
Naithing  I  trow, 
But  grief  where  I  had  joy  : 
What  am  I  than  ? 
A  heartlefs  man  : 
Could  love  me  thus  deftroy  ! 
I  love,  I  ferve  ane  whom  I  much  regard, 
Yet  for  my  love  difdain  is  my  reward. 

II. 

Where  mall  I  gang  to  hide  my  weary  face  ? 

Where  mail  I  find  a  place  for  my  defence  ? 
Where  my  true  love  remains  the  fitted  place, 
Of  all  the  earth  that  is  my  confidence. 
She  is  mv  heart : 
'Till  I  depart : 
Let  her  do  what  ihe  lift, 
I  cannot  mend, 
But  Hill  depend, 
And  daily  to  infill, 
To  purchafe  love,  if  love  my  love  deferve ; 
If  not  for  love,  let  love  my  body  ftarve. 

III. 

O  lady  fair !  whom  I  do  honour  moft, 

Your  name  and  fame  within  my  breaft  I  have  ; 
Let  not  my  love  and  labour  thus  be  loft, 
But  ftill  in  mind  I  pray  thee  to  engrave, 
That  I  am  true, 
And  fall  not  rue 
Ane  word  that  I  have  faid  : 
I  am  your  man, 
Do  what  you  can, 
When  all  thefe  plays  are  plaid. 
Then  fave  your  fhip  unbroken  on  the  fand, 
Since  man  and  goods  are  all  at  your  command. 


rt$ 
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The  Invitation. 

I. 

COME,  love,  let's  walk  by  yonder  fpring, 
Where  we  may  hear  the  black-bird  fmg, 
The  robin-red-breaft  and  the  thrum, 
And  nightingale  in  thorny  bum, 
The  mavis  fweetly  carroling  ; 
This  to  mry  love,  this  to  my  love, 
Content  will  bring. 

II. 

See  where  tke  nymph,  with  all  her  train, 
Comes  {kipping  through  the  park  amain, 
And  in  this  grove  me  means  to  ftay, 
At  barley-breaks  to  fport  and  play ; 
Where  we  may  lit  us  down,  and  fee 
Fair  beauty  mixt,  fair  beauty  mixt 
With  chaftity. 

III. 

In  yonder  dale  are  fineft  flowers, 
With  mony  pleafant  fhady  bowers, 
A  purling  brook,  whofe  filver  ftreams 
Are  beautified  with  Pbcehus*  beams ; 
Which  fteal  out  thro'  the  trees  for  fear, 

Becaufe  Dianay  becaufe  Diana 
Bathes  her  there. 

IV. 

All  her  delight  is,  as  ye  fee, 
Thus  way  to  fport,  and  here  to  be 
Delyting  in  this  calour  fpring, 
Only  to  bathe  herfelf  therein, 
Until  Affeon  her  efpy'd  ; 
Then  to  the  thicket,  then  to  the  thicket 
Did  fhe  glyde. 

V. 

And  there  by  magick  art  Ihe  wrought, 
And  in  her  heart  Ihe  thus  bethought 
With  fecret  fpeed  away  to  flee, 
And  he  a  hart  was  turn'd  to  be; 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe  he  follow'd  Diana's  train, 
His  life  he  loft,  his  life  he  loft, 
Her  love  to  gain. 


Caft  away  Care, 

I. 

GARE  away  gae  thou  frae  me, 
For  I  am  no  fit  match  for  thee, 
Thou  bereaves  me  of  my  wits, 
Wherefore  I  hate  thy  frantick  fits : 
Therefore  I  will  care  no  moir, 
Since  that  in  care  comes  no  refloir ; 
But  I  will  fing  hey  down  a  dee, 
And  cafl  doilt  care  away  frae  me. 
•       II. 

If  I  want,  I  care  to  get, 
The  moir  I  have,  the  moir  I  fret ; 
Love  I  much,  I  care  for  moir, 
The  moir  I  have  I  think  I'm  poor  : 
Thus  grief  and  care  my  mindopprefs, 
Nor  wealth  or  wae  gives  no  redrefs  ; 
Therefore  I'll  care  no  moir  in  vain, 
Since  care  has  coft  me  meikle  pain. 
III. 

Is  not  this  warld  a  fliddry  ball  ? 
And  thinks  men  ftrange  to  catch  a  fall  > 
Does  not  the  fea  baith  ebb  and  flow? 
And  fortune's  but  a  painted  mow. 
Why  fhou'd  men  take  care  or  grief, 
Since  that  by  thefe  comes  no  relief  ? 
Some  careful  faw  what  carelefs  reap, 
And  wallers  ware  whatniggartsfcrape. 
IV. 

Well  then,  ay  learn  to  knavv  thy  {elff 
And  care  not  for  this  warldly  pelf: 
Whether  thy  ftate  be  great  or  fmall, 
Give  thanks  to  God  whate'er  befall, 
Sae  fall  thou  than  ay  live  at  eafe, 
No  fudden  grief  mall  thee  difpleafe  ; 
Then  mayit  thou  fing  hey  down  a  dee, 
When  thou  hall  call  all  care  fare  thee  Tk 
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The  fair  eft  of  her  Dayu 
i. 

WHOE'ER  beholds  my  Helen's  face, 
And  fays  not  that  good  hap  has  fhe  ; 
Who  hears  her  fpeak,  and  tents  her  grace, 
Sail  think  nane  ever  fpake  but  me. 

The  jhort  way  to  refound  her  praife, 
She  is  the  fair  ejl  of  her  days. 

II. 
Who  knows  her  wit,   and  not  admires, 

He  maun  be  deem'd  devoid  of  fkill ; 
Her  virtues  kindle  ftrong  defires 

In  them  that  think  upon  her  ili'lh 
The  jhort  ivay,  &e. 

in. 

Her  red  is  like  unto  the  rofe 

Whafe  huis  are  opening  to  the  fun, 
Her  comely  colours  to  difclofe 

The  firfi  degree  of  ripenjgfs  won. 
1' he  jhort  way,  &C. 

IV. 
And  with  the  red  is  mixt  the  whyte, 

Like  to  the  fun  or  fair  moon  mine 
That  does  upon  clear  waters  light, 

And  makes  the  colour  feem  divine. 
The  Jhort  ivay  to  refound  her  praife, 
-She  is  the  fair  ejl  of  her  days. 

*V.  B.  The  fix  foregoing  Songs  I  took  out  of  a  very 
old  MSS.  Collection,  wrote  by  a  Gentleman  in 

Aberdeen, 


Lord  Henry  -and  Katharine. 

tN  ancient  times,  in  Britain's  ifle, 
Lord  Henry  well  was  known, 
Nor  knight  in  all  the  land  more  fam'dy 
Or  more  deferv'd  renown  ; 

T  His 
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His  thoughts  on  honour  always  run, 

He  ne'er  cou'd  bow  to  love, 
No  nymph  in  all  the  land  had  chants 
His  frozen  heart  to  move. 
II. 
Amongft  the  nymphs  where  Katharine  came, 

The  faireft  face  fhe  fhows, 
She  was  as  bright  as  morning  fun, 

And  fweeter  than  a  rofe  : 
Although  me  was  of  mean  degree, 

She  daily  conqueffs  gains ; 
For  ne'er  a  youth  who  her  beheld, 
Efcap'd  her  powerful  chains. 
III. 
But  foon  her  eyes  their  luftre  loft, 

Her  cheek  grew  pale  and  wan, 
A  pining  feiz'd  her  lovely  form, 

And  cures  were  all  in  vain : 
The  ficknefs  was  to  all  unknown 

That  did  the  fair  one  waile, 
Her  time  in  fighs  and  floods  of  tears, 
And  broken  ilumbers  pall. 
IV. 
Once  in  a  dream  fhe  cry'd  aloud, 

Oh  Henry,  I'm  undone  ! 
Oh  cruel  fate  !  oh  wretched  maid  ! 
Thy  love  muft  ne'er  be  known  1 
Such  is  the  fate  of  womankind, 
They  muft  the  truth  conceal, 
I'll  die  ten  thoufand  thoufand  deaths, 
Ere  I  my  love  reveal. 
V. 
A  tender  friend  that  watch'd  the  fair 

To  Hetiry  hey'd  away. 
My  lord,  fays  (he,  we've  found  the  caufo 

Of  Katharine's  quick  decay, 
She  in  a  dream  the  fecret  told, 

Till  now  no  mortal  knew : 
Alas !  Ihe  now  expiring  lies, 

And  dies  for  love  of  you  ! 

1  The 
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The  gen'rous  Henry's  foul  was  touch'd, 

His  heart  began  to  flame, 
Ah,  poor  unhappy  maid  !  he  cry'd, 

Yet  I  am  not  to  blame. 
AhKath'rine!  too  too  modefl  maid, 

Thy  love  I  never  knew ; 
2*11  eaie  your  pain  :   and  fvvift  as  wind 

To  her  bed- fide  he  flew. 
VII. 
Awake  !  awake  !  he  fondly  cry'd, 

Awake  !  awake  !  my  dear  ; 
If  I  had  only  guefs'd  your  love, 

You  ne'er  had  ihed  a  tear  : 
9Tis  Henry  calls,   complain  no  more, 

Renew  thy  wonted  charms ; 
I  come  to  fave  thee  from  defpair, 

And  take  thee  to  my  arms. 
VIII. 
Thefe  words  reviv'd  the  dying  fair, 

She  rais'd  her  drooping  head, 
And  gazing  on  the  long-lov'd  youth., 

She  ftarted  from  the  bed, 
Around  his  neck  her  arms  fhe  flung, 

In  extafy,  and  cried, 
Will  you  be  kind  ?  Will  you  indeed  .? 

My  love  !— and  fo  ihe  died. 


The  Milking- Pail. 
I. 

E  nymphs  and  Silvan  gods, 
That  love  green  fields  and  woods, 
When  fpring  newly  born  herfelf  does  adorn 
With  flowers  and  blooming  buds  : 
Come  iing  in  the  praife,  while  flocks  do  graze 

On  yonder  pleafant  vale, 
Of  thofe  that  chofe  to  milk  their  ews, 
And  in  cold  dews  with  clouted  Ihoes, 
To  carry  the  millfing-pail. 

T  2*  You 
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You  goddefs  of  the  morn, 

With  bluflies  you  adorn, 
And  take  the  freih  air,  whilft  linnets  prepare 

A  confort  on  each  green  thorn  : 
The  black-bird  and  thrufh,  on  every  bufh, 

And  the  charming  nightingale, 
In  merry  vein,  their  throats  do  flrain, 
To  entertain  the  jolly  train 

Of  thofe  of  the  milking  pail. 

hi.        iV 

When  cold  bleak  winds  do  rore, 

And  flowers  will  fpring  no  more, 
The  fields  that  were  feen  fo  pleafant  and  green, 

With  winter's  all  candied  o'er. 
See  how  the  town  lafs  looks  with  her  white  face, 

And  her  lips  fo  deadly  pale  ? 
But  it  is  not  fo  with  thofe  that  go 
Thro'  froft  and  fnow,  with  cheeks  that  glow, 

And  carry  the  milking-pail. 

The  mifs  of  courtly  mould, 

Adorn'd  with  p?arl  and  gold, 
With  wafhes  and  paint  her  fkin  does  fo  taint, 

She's  wither'd  before  {he's  old  : 
While  fhe  of  commode  puts  on  a  cart-load, 

And  with^cufhions  plumps  her  tail. 
What  joys  are  found  in  rufhy  ground, 
Young  plump  and  round,  nay  fweet  and  found, 

Of  thofe  of  the  milking-pail^ 
V. 

You  girls  of  Venus  game, 

That  venture  health  and  fame, 
In  practifing  feats,  with  cold  and  heats, 

.Make  lovers  grow  blind  and  lame  : 
If  men  were  fo  wife  to  value  the  prize 

Of  the  wares  moll  lit  for  fale, 
What  ft  ore  of  beaux  would  daub  their  clothe?, 
To  fave  a  nofe,  by  following  of  thofe 

Who  carry  the  milking-pail  ? 

The 
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VI. 

The  country  lad  is  free 

From  fears  and  jealoufie, 
Whilft  upon  the  green  he  is  often  ken 

With  his  lafs  upon  his  knee  : 
With  Juries  moil  fweet  he  doth  her  fo  treat, 

And  fwears  (he'll  never  grow  ftale : 
But  the  London  lafs,  in  every  place, 
With  brazen  face,  defpifes  the  grace 

Of  thofe  of  the  milking  paiL 


Phillis   defpife  not* 

I. 

PHILLIS  defpife  not  your  fathful  lover, 
Play  not  the  tyrant,  becaufe  your  are  fair  § 
Beauty  will  fade,  my  charming  maid, 
Juft  as  the  lilly.     My  beautiful  Philly, 
Ceafe  to  prove  eoy,  fmile  on  the  boy, 
Grant  him  the  bleifing  he  longs  to  enjoy. 

m 

Crowns  are  but  trifles,  compared'  with  my  P  hilly 
Who  can  behold  her,  and  not  be  enflav'd  ? 

Angel  divine !  wert  thou  but  mine  : 
Pity  my  ftory,  I  laugh  at  all  glory, 
Here  I  p  rote  ft  on  thy  dear  breaft, 

With  thee  in  a  cottage  I'd  think  myfelf  bleft. 


Drink  while  ye  can. 

ET's  drink,  my  friends,   while  here  we  live, 
The  fleeting  moments  as  they  pafs 
This  filent  admonition  give, 

T*  improve  our  time,  and  pufh  the  p^afs, 

T  3  When 
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II. 

When  once  we've  entered  Charon's  boat, 
Farewel  to  drinking,  joys  divine, 

There's  not  a  drop  to  weet  our  throat, 
The  grave's  a  cellar  void  of  wine. 


Meddlers  out  of  Seafon, 

I 

COME,  lads,  ne'er  plague  your  heads 
With  what  is  done  in  Spain, 
But  leave  to  them 
Who  are  fupreme, 
To  fettle  peace  again  ;•• 
Debating^prating,  jumbling,  grumbling, 
Says  no  nation's  debt; 
?Tis  time  mull  clear  it,, 
full  like  claret. 
When  it  is  on  the  fret. 
II. 
Each  one  ihould  mind  his  own, 
Not  bufinrfs  of  the  Hate  : 
This  all  we  get, 
By  meddling  yet. 
More  troubles  to  create, 

Our  wrangling,  jangling,  clam 'ring,  hammering  >. 
But  diilurb  the  town  j 
Such  men  of  mettle, 
lii  a  kett!eD 
Make  two  holes  for  one. 

III. 
If  you  the  oanger.s  knew 
Of  thofe  that  wear  a  crown,  ' 
You'd  fcarce  envy 
A  ftate  fo  high, 
But  wifely  ufe  your  own  : 
Unfteady,  giddy,  bufy,  dizzy,. 
WTith  the  dazling  height  j. 

.  Yet 


-    C  4*5  } 

Yet  daily  (looping, 
Almoft  drooping 
Underneath  the  weight. 
IV. 

Low  fwains  that  range  the  plaias, 
Their  native  freedom  keep, 

Who  yet  command, 

With  crook  in  hand, 
Their  faithful  dog  and  fheep : 
Their  leifure,  pleafure,  fporting,  courting, 
None  but  time  deceive  ; 

Whilft  Amaryllis, 

Jug  and  Phillis, 
Flow'ry  garlands  weave. 


Complaint  on  Scorn, 
I. 

WHY  will  Florella,  when  I  gaze, 
My  raviuVd  eyes  reprove, 
And  chide  them  from  the  only  face 

I  can  behold  with  love  ? 
To  fhun  your  fcorn,  and  eafe  my  care; 

I  feek  a  nymph  more  kind  :- 
And  as  I  range  from  fair  to  fair, 
Still  gentler  ufage  find. 
IL 
But  O  !  how  faint  is  ev'ry  joy, 

Where  nature  has  no  part ; 
New  beauties  may  my  eyes  employ, 

But  you  engage  my  heart. 
So  refllefs  exiles,  as  they  roam, 

Meet  pity  ev'ry  where  ; 
Yet  languifh  for  their  native  home5 
Tho'  death  attends  them  there. 

T  4.  Z0W 
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Love  or  IVine. 

r. 

F  Phillis  denies  me  relief, 

If  fhe's  angry,  F1I  feek  it  in  wine  5 
Tho*  ihe  laughs  at  my  amorous  grief, 
At  my  mirth  why  ihou'd  fhe  repine  P 
At  my  mirth,  &c. 

The  fparkling  Champaign  dial]  remove 

All  the  cares  my  dull  grief  has  in  ilore; 
Myreafcn  J  loft  when  I  lov'd, 

And  by  drinking  what  can  I  domoxei 

,/iW  by  drinking,   &C. 

Wou'd  Vhillis  but  pity  my  pain, 

Or  my  am'rous  vows  wou'd  approve, 

The  juice  of  the  grape  I'd  difdain, 
And  be  drunk  with  nothing  but  love. 

And  be  drunk,  &c. 


twenty  one  favourite    Songs,    in    thi 
Beggar's  Opera, 

SONG    I. 

Tune,  An  old  Wo?nan  cloathed  in  Grey,  &c. 

THROUGH  all  the  employments  of  life, 
Each  neighbour abufes  his  brother: 
Whore  and  rogue  they  callhufband  and  wife, 

All  profeilions  be-rogue  one  another  : 
The  prieft  calls  the  lav/yer  a  cheat, 

The  lawyer  be-knaves  the  divine  ; 
And  the  ftatefmand,  becaufe  he's  fo  great. 
Thinks  his  trade  as  hone  ft  as  mine. 

SONG 
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SONG    II. 

Tune,   T he  bonny  grey- ey' 'd mom,  &c. 

I  S  woman  that  feduces  all  mankind,  (arts: 
By  her  we  hrfl  were  taught  the  wheedling 
Her  very  eyes  can  cheat,  when  mod  fhe's  kind, 
She  tricks  us  of  our  money  with  our  hearts : 
For  her,  like  wolves  by  night,   we  roam  for  prey, 

And  praftife  ev'ry  fraud  to  bribe  her  charms  ; 
For  fuits  of  love,   like  law,  are  won  by  pay, 
And  beauty  mull  be  fee'd  into  our  arms. 

SONG     III. 

Tune,  Why  is  your  faithful  J!a<ve  difdairfd?  &c. 

F  love  the  virgin's  heart  invade, 

How,  like  a  moth,   the  fimple  maid 
Still  plays  about  the flame  ! 
If  foon  me  be  not  made  a  wife, 
Her  honour's  fmg'd,   and  then  for  life 
She's  what  I  dare  not  name. 


SONG    IV. 

Tune,  Of  all  tbt  fimple  Things  ivc  do,  &c. 


A    Maid  is  like  a  golden  ore, 


J~\   Which  hath  guineas  intrinfical  in't, 
Whofe  worth  is  never  known,  before 

It  is  try'd,    and  irnpreft  in  the  mint. 
A  wife's  like  a  guinea  in  gold, 

Stampt  with  the  name  of  her  fpoufe  j 

Now  here,  now  there  ;  is  bought,  cr  is  fold  ; 

And  is  current  in  every  houfe. 


5 


SONG 
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SONG     V. 
Tane,  What  Jhall  I doiojheivbow  much  I  /o-veber,tkc. 

VIRGINS  are  like  the  fair  flower  in  its  luflre, 
Which  in  the  garden  enamels  the  ground  ; 
Near  it  the  bees  in  play  flutter  and  duller, 
And  gaudy  butterflies  frolic k  around, 
But_when  once  pl.uck'd,  'tis  no  longer  alluring, 
To  Ccvsvt  Garden  'tis  fent,  (as  yet  fvveet,) 
There  fades.and  fhrinks, and  grows  paft  all  enduring, 
Rots,  ranks,  and  dies,  and  is  trod  under  feet. 


S     O     N     G     VI. 

Tune,  Ob  London  is  a  fine  Town. 
UR   Polly  is  a  fad   flut!  nor  heeds  what  we 
taught  her, 

I  wonder  any  man  alive  will  ever  rear  a  daughter  V 
For  me  mull  have  both  hoods  and  gowns, 

And  hoops  to  fvvell  her  pride, 
With  fcarfs  and  Hays,  and  gloves  and  lace  ; 

And  (he  will  have  men  befide  ; 
And  when  me's  dreit  with  care  and  cod, 

■All  temping  Ane  and'  gay, 
As  men  mould  ferve  a  cucumber. 
She  flings  herfelf  away. 
Our.  PJ/p  is  a  fad  flut,  &cJ. 


c 


S     O    N    G    VII. 
Tune,   Grim  King  of  tbs  Ghofts,  &C 
AN  love  be  controui'd  by  advice  ? 


Will  Cupid  our  mothers  obey  ? 
Though  my  heart  were  as  frozen  as  ice, 
i     At  his  flame,  'twould  have  melted  away, 
When  he  kill  me  fo  clofely  he  prefl, 

'Twas  fo  fweet  that  I  mufl  havecomply'd  ; 
So  I  thought  it  both  fafeil  and  bell, 
To  marry  for.  fear  you  fliou'd  chide. 

SON  G 
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song   vnr. 

Tune,  A  Soldier  and  a  Sailor: 

A  Fox  may  fteal  your  Hens,  fir, 
A  whore  your  health  and  pence,  fir> 
Your  daughter  rob  your  cheft,  firy 
Your  wife  may  fteal  your  reft,  fir, 

A  thief  your  goods  and  plate. 
But  this  is  all  but  picking, 
With  reft,  pence,  cheft,  and  chicken  ; 
It  ever  was  decreed,  fir, 
If  lawyer's  hand  is  feed,  fir, 

He  fteals  your  whole  eftate. 


SONG     IX.  ^ 

Tune,   Over  the  hills  and  far  envoy, 
ERE  I  laid  on  Greenland's  coaft, 

And  in  my  arms  embrae'd  my  lafs ; 
Warm  amidft  eternal  froft, 
Too  foon  the  half  year's  nights  would  pafs„ 
Were  I  fold  on  Indian  foil, 
Soon  as  the  burning  day  was  clos'd, 
I  could  mock  the  fultry  toil, 
When  on  my  charmer's  breaft  repos'd. 
And  I  would  love  you  all  the  day. 
Every  night  would  kifs  and  play, 
If  with  me  you'd  fondly  ftray,. 
Over  the  hills  and  far  away. 


SONG    X. 

Tune,  O  the  hroom,  &c. 
HE  miferthus  a  milling  fees, 
Which  he's  oblig'd  to  pay, 
With  fighs  refigns  it  by  degrees, 

And  fears  'tis  gone  for  aye. 
The  boy,  thus,  when  his  fparrow's  flown,. 

The  bird  in  filence  eyes ; 
But  foon  as  out  of  fight  'tis  gone, 
Whines,  whimper^  fob?,  and  cries, 

T*  6  SONS 
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SONG     XL 

Tune,  Cotillon* 

"\T  OUTH  Js  the  feafon  made  for  joys, 

J[       Love  is  then  our  duty, 
She  alone  who  that  employs, 
Well  deferves  her  beauty.. 
Let's  be  gay, 
While  we  may, 
Beauty's  a  flower  defpis'd  in  decay, 

Youth's  the  feafon,  £sV_ 
Let  us  drink  and  fport  to  day, 

Ours  is  not  to  morrow, 
Love  with  youth  flies  fwift  to  day, 
Age  is  nought  but  forrow. 
Dance  and  iing, 
Time's  en  the  wing, 
h\h  never  knows  the  return  of  fpring. 
Chorus.  Let  us  drink,  &.c. 

SONG     XII. 

Tone,  When  once  I  lay  with  another  Mail's  Wife. 

#"-jf~  H  E  gameflers  and  lawyers  are  jugglers  alike, 
JL        Jf  they  meddle,  your  all  is  in  danger; 
Like  gypfies,  if  once  they  can  finger  a  foufe, 
Your  pockets  they  pick,  and  they  pilfer  your  htniftr, 
And  give  your  eiiate  to  a  flranger. 


SONG     XIII. 
Tune,  Courtiers,  Courtiers.,  think  it  no  harm,  &c 

/|"AN  may  efcape  from  rope  or-  gun, 

Nay,  fome  have  out-liv'd  the  doclor's  pill ; 
Who  takes  a  woman  mull  be  undone, 

That  bafililk  is  fure  to  kill. 
The  fly  that  frps  treacle  is  loft  in  the  fweets, 
So  he  that  taftes  woman,  woman,  woman, 
He  that  talks  woman,  ruin  meets. 

SONO 
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SONG     XIV. 

Tune,-  %b&  Sun  had  ioos'd  his  ivearj  Team*,  &c. 

THE  firft  time  at  the  looking- glafs 
The  mother  tefi  her  daughter,. 
The  image  itrikes  the  fmiling  Iafs, 

With  (elf- love  ever  after.. 
Each  time  (he  looks,  me,  fonder  growny 

Thinks  ev'ry  charm  grows  itronger: 
But  alas,  vain  maid,  ail  eyes  but  your  own, 
Can  fee  you  are  not  younger. 

SONG     XV. 
Tune,  Hoiv  happy  are  <we,  &c. 

tI7HEN  you  cenfure  the  age, 
\|  w        Be  cautious  and  fage, 
Left  the  cpurtiers  offended  mould  be  :. 

I£  you  mention  vice  or  bribe, 

'Tis  pat  to  all  the  tribe, 
Each  cries  — - that  was  levell'd  at  me. 

SONG     XVI. 

Tune,  London  Ladies. 

JF  you  at  office  follkit  your  due, 
And  would*  notrhave  matters  neglefled  ; 
You  mull  quicken  the  clerk  with  the  perquifite  too^. 

To  what  his  duty  direcled. 
Or  would  you  the  frowns  of  a  lady  prevent, 

She  too  has  this  palpable  failing, 
The  perquiiite  foftens  her  into  tonfent; 
That  reafon  with  all  is  prevailing. 

SONG     XVII. 

Tune,   PackingtonV  Pound. 

THUS  gameflers  united  in  friend fhip  are  found, 
Tho'  they  know  that  their  induftry  all  is  a  cheat, 
They  flock  to  their  prey  at  the  dice-box's  found, 
And  join  to  promote  one  another's  deceit ; 

Eut 
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But  if  by  mifhap, 

They  fail  of  a  chap, 
To  keep  in  their  hands,  they  each  other  entrap  : 
Like  pikes  lank  with  hunger,  who  mifs  of  their  ends, 
They  bite  their  companions,  and  prey  on  their 

friends. 


SONG     XVIII. 
Tune,  Lillibulkro. 

THE  modes  of  the  court  fo  common  are  grown, 
That  a  true  friend  can  hardly  be  met ; 
Friendship  for  interelt  is  but  a  loan, 

Which  they  let  out  for  what  they  can  get. 
'Tis  true  you  find, 

Some  friends  fo  kind,  [fend.. 

Who  will  give  you  good  counfel  themfelves  to  de- 
In  forrowful  ditty, 
They  promife,    they  pity, 
But  fhift  you  for  money,   from  friend  to  friend. 

SONG.   XIX 

Tune,   Down  in  the  North  Country,    &C 
HAT  gudgeons  are  we  men  ! 
Ev'ry  woman's  eafy  prey, 
Though  we  have  felt  the  hook,  agen 

We  bite  and  they  betray. 
The  bird  that  hath  been  trapt, 

When  he  hears  his  calling  mate, 
To  her  he  flies,  again  he's  elapt 
'  Within  the  wiry  grate. 


SONG     XX.  . 
Tune,  A  Co  tier  there  w,   Sec. 

OUrfelves,  like  the  great,  to  fecure  a  retreat, 
When  matters  requireit,mufi  give  npour  gang  % 
And  good  reafon  why, 
Or,  inftead  of  the  fry, 
Ev'n  Peachum  and  I 
Like  poor  petty  rafcals,  might  hang,,  Lang  r 
Like  poor  petty  rafcals,  might  hang.    "       SONG 


(  4*3  ) 

song  xxr. 

Tune,-    Green   Sleeves. 

SINCE  laws  were  made  for  ev'ry  degree, 
To  curb  vice  in  others,  as  well  as  in  me3 
I  wonder  we  han't  better  company, 
Upon  Tyburn  tree  ! 
But  gold  from  law  can  takeout  thefting, 
And  if  rich  men  like  us  were  to  fwing, 
Twould  thin  the  land,  fuch  numbers  to  firing, 
Upon  Tyburn  tree  ! 


Andro  and  his  cutty  Gun, 

I. 

BLYTH,  blyth,  blyth  was  flie 
Blyth  was  fhe  butt  and  ben  ; 
And  well  fheloo'd  a  Hawick  gill, 
And  leugh  to  fee  a  tappit  hen. 
She  took  me  in,  and  fet  me  down, 
And  heght  to  keep  me  lawing-free  ; 
But,   cunning  carling  that  fhe  was*. 
She  gart  me  birle  my  bawbie. 

II. 
Weloo'd  the  liquor  well  enough  ; 

Rutwaesmy  heart  my  cafli  was  done,. 
Before  that  i  had  quench'd  my  drowth?. 

And  laith  I  was  to  pawn  my  moon. 
When  we  had  three  times  toom'd  our  ftoup> 

And  the  nieft  chappin  new  begun, 
In  ftarted,  to  heeze  up  our  hope, 

Young  Andro  with  his  cutty  gun. 

III. 

The  carling  brought  her  kebbuck  ben, 
With  girdle  cakes  well  toafted  brown, 

Well  does  the  canny  kimmer  ken, 
They  gar  the  feuds  gae  glibber  down, 

Wr 
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We  ca'd  the  bicker  aft  about ; 

Till  dawning  we  ne'er  jee'd  our  bun3 
And  ay  the  cleaneft  drinker  out, 

Was  Andro  with' his  cutty  gun 

IV. 

He  did  like  ony  mavis  fing, 

And  as  I  in  his  oxter  fat, 
He  ca'd  me  ay  his  bonny  thing, 

And  mony  a  fappy  kifs  I  gat, 
,  I  hae  been  eaft,  1  hae  been  weft, 

I  hae  been  far  ayont  the  fun  ; 
But  the  bly theft  lad"  that  e'er  I  faw, 

Was  Andro  with  his  cutty  gun. 


Sailors   Song 

O  W  happy  are  we 
Now  the  wind  is  abaft ; 
And  the  boffon  he  pipes, 

Haw!  both  our  meets  aft. 
Steady,  fteady,  fays  the  mafter,- 

It  blows  a  frem  gale ; 
We'll  foon  reach  our  port,  boys. 

If  the  wind  does  not  fail. 
Then  drink  about,  Tom, 

Altho'  the  fhip  roll  ;• 
Then  drink  about  Tom, 

Altho'  the  imp  roll  : 
We'll  fave  our  rich  liquor, - 
JVSllfave,   Sec. 

By  flinging  our  bowl. 


A  hundred   Tears  hence. 

LET  us  drink&  bemerry,dance,  jokeandrejoice, 
With  claret,  canary,  theorboe  and  voice  j 
The  changeable  world  to  our  joys  is  unjuft, 
And  all  pkafure's  ended  when  we  areia  duft. 
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In  mirth  let  us  fpend  our  fpare  hours  and  ourpea-cer 
For  we  ihall  be  paft  it  a- hundred  years  hence. 
II. 

The  butterfly  courtier,  that  pageant  of  flate. 
That  moufe-trap  of  honour,  and  may-game  of  fate ; 
For  all  his  ambition,  his  freaks  and  his  tricks. 
He  muft  die  like  a  bumhkin,  and  fall  into  Styx : 
His  plot  againil  death's  but  a  {lender  pretence, 
Who'd  take  his  place  from  him  a  hundred-years  hence? 
HI. 

The  beautiful  bride,  who  with  garlands  is  crown'd, 
And  kills  with  each  glance  as  fhe  treads  on  the  ground1, 
Her  glittering  drefs  does  call  fuch  a  fplendor, 
As  if  none  were  fit  but  the  ftars  to  attend  her  ;, 
Altho'  me  is  pleafant,  and  fsveet  to  the  fenfe, 
Shell  be  damnably  mouldy  a1  hundred  years  hence; 
IV. 

The  right  hearted  foldiet,.  who's  a  flranger  to  fear, 
Calls  up  all  his  fpirits  when  danger  is  near  j 
.He  laboursand  fights,   great  honour  to  gain, 
And  hardily  thinks  it  will  ever  remain  : 
But  virtue  and  courage  prove  in  vain  a  pretence,. 
To  flourim  his  Handard  a  hundred  years  hence* 
V. 

The  merchant  who  ventures  his  all  on  the  main,, 
Not  doubting  to  grafp  what  the  Indies  contain, 
He  buzzes  and  bailies  like  a  bee  in  the  fprincr, 
Yet  knows  not  what  harveft  the  autumn  will  bring  ; 
Tho' fortunes  great  queen  fliould  load  him  with  pence, 
He:li  ne'er  reach  the  market  a  hundred-years  hence. 
VI. 

The  rich  bawling  lawyer,  who,  by  fools  wrang- 
ling ilrife, 
Can  fpin  out  a  fuit  to  the  end  of  a  life; 
A  fuit  which  the  client  does  wear  out  in  flavery, 
Whilit  the  pleader  makes  confciencea  cloak  for  his 

knavery  ; 
Tho'  he  boalts  of  his  cunning,  and  brags  of  his  fenfe,. 
He'll  be  non-eft  inventus?*  hundred  years  hence. 

The. 
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VII. 

The  plufli-coated  quack,  who,  his  fees  to  enlarge? 
Kills  people  by  licence,  and  at  their  own  charge  ; 
He  builds  up  fair  ilrudtures  with  ill-gotten  wealth, 
By  the  dregs  of  apifs-pot,  and  the  ruins  of  health  ; 
By  the  treafures  of  health  he  pretends  to  difpenfe, 
He'll  be  turn'd  into  mummy  a  hundred  years  hence. 

VIII. 
The  meagre  chopp'd  ufurer,    who  in  hundreds 
gets  twenty, 
Butftarves  in  his  wealth,  and  pines  in  his  plenty  ; 
Lays  up  for  a  feafon  he  never  will  fee, 
The  year  of  one  thoufand  eight  hundred  and  three  ; 
He  mull  change  all  his  houfes,  his  lands  and  his 

rents, 
For  a  worm-eaten  coffin  a  hundred  years  hence,- 

IX. 

The  learned  divine,  with  all  his  pretentions 
To  knowledge  fuperior  and  heavenly  manfions  ; 
Who  lives  by  the  tithe  of  other  folks  labour, 
Yet  expedls  that  his  bleiTing.be  receiv'd  as  a  favour, 
Tho'  he  talks  of  the  fpirit,  and  bewilders  our  fenfe, 
Knows  not  what  will  come  of  him  a  hundred  years 
hence. 

X. 

The  poet  himfelf,  who  fo  loftily  fings, 
.And  fcorns  any  fubjeft  but  heroes  or  kings, 
Mull  to  the  capricio  of  fortune  fubmit ; 
Which  will  make  a  fool  of  him  in  fpiteofhis  wit. 
Thus  health,  wealth,  and  beauty,  wit,  learning  and 

fenfe, 
Mull  all  come  to  nothing  a  hundred  years  hence. 

XI. 
Why  ihould  we  turmoil  then  in  cares  and  in  fears, 
By  converting  our  joys  into  fighs  and  to  tears  ? 
Since  pleafures  abound,  let  us  ever  be  tailing, 
And  to  drive  away  foirow  while  vigour  is  lailing, 
We'll  kifs  the  brifk  damfels,that  we  may  from  thence 
Have  brats  tofucceed  us  a  hundred  years  hence. 

The 
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XIL 

The  true-hearted  mafon,  who  ads  on  the  fquare? 
And  lives  within  com  pais  by  rules  that  are  fair  ; 
Whilft  honouf'and  confcience  approve  all  hisdeeds^ 
As  virtue  and  prudence  directs  he  proceeds, 
With  friend  (hip  and  love,  difcretion  and  fenfe,  •• 
Leaves  a  pattern  for  brothers  a  hundred  years  hence. 


Johny    F  A  A,    the  Gypfy  Laddie, 

L 

H  E  gypiies  came  to  our  good  lord's  gate, 
And  wow  but  they  fang  fweetly ; 
They  fang  (ae  fweet,  and  fae  very  compleat, 
That  down  came  the  fair  lady. 
'*      II. 
And  fhe  came  tripping  down  the  flair, 

And  a'  her  maids  before  her  ;. 
As  foon  as  they  faw  her  well-far'd  facej 
They  coolt  the  glamer  o'er  her. 
III. 
Gae  t«k  frae  me  this  gay  mantile, 

And  bring  to  me  a  plaidie, 
For  if  kith  and  kin  and  a 'had  fw-Orn* 
I'll  follow  the  gypfie  laddie. 
V. 
Yeftreen  I  lay  in  a  well-made  bed, 

And  my  good  lord  befide  me  ; 
This  night  I'll  ly  in  a  tenant's  barn,. 
Whatever  fhall  betide  me. 

vr. 

Come  to  your  bed,  fays  Johny  Faa, 
Oh  come  to  your  bed,  my  deary; 
For  I  vow  and  I  fwear  by  the  hilt  of  my  fword,. 
That  your  lord  fhall  nae  mair  come  near  ye, 
VI. 
I'll  go  to  bed  to  my  Johny  Faa, 
I'll  go  to  bed  to  my  deary  ; 
Jfor  I  vow  and  fwear  by  what  paft  yeftreen, 
That  my  lord  fhall  nae  mair  come  near  me. 

Hi 


(  4*g  J 

VII. 

Ill  mak  a  hap  to  my  Jcthny  Faa, 

And  I'll  mak  a  hap  to  my  deary, 
And  he's  get  a*  the  coatgaej.  round, 

And  my  lord  mall  r.ae  mair  come  near  me, 
VIII.. 
And  when  our  lord  came  hame  at  een, 

And  fpeir'd  for  his  fair  lady, 
The  tane  me  cry'd,  and  the  other  reply'd, 

She's  away  with  the  gyp  fie  laddie. 

IX. 

Gae  faddle  to  me  the  black  black  fleed5 

Gae  faddle  and  make  him  ready  ; 
Before  that  I  either  eat  or  deep,. 

I'll  gae  feek  my  fair  lady. 
X. 
And  we  were  fifteen  well-made  meny 

Altho'  we  were  nae  bonny; 
Arid  we  were  a'  put  down  for  ane, 

A  fair  young  wanton  lady. 


Old  Chiron, 
i. 

OL  D  Chiron  thus  preach'd  to  his  pupil  Achilles , 
I'll  tell  thee,   young  gentleman,   what  the 

fates  will  is : 
You,  my  boy.,  mull  go 
(The  gods  will  have  it  fo) 
To  the  fiege  of  Troy  ; 
Thence  never  to  return  to  Greece  again", 
But  before  thofe  walls  to  be  flain. 

U. 
Let  not  your  noble  courage  be  caft  down? 
But  all  the  while  you* ly  before  the  town, 
Drink  and  drive  care  away,  drink  and  be  merry  ; 
YouMl  ne'er  go  the  focner  to  the  Stygian ferty. 

•Bottle 
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Bottle  and  Friend, 
I. 

SU  M  up  all  the  delights 
This  world  does  produce, 
The  darling  allurements 

Now  chiefly  in  ufe, 
You'll  find,   if  compar'd, 

There's  none  can  contend 
With  the  folid  enjoyments 

Of  a  bottle  and  friend. 
IT. 
For  honour,  for  wealth, 

For  beauty  may  wa!le  ; 
Theie  joys  often  fade, 

And  rarely  do  laft  ; 
They're  fo  hard  to  attain, 

And  fo  eafily  loft, 
That  the  pleafure  ne'er  ate^Yers 

The  trouble  and  coil. 

IIL 
None  but  wine  and  true  friendship 

Are  lafting  and  fure, 
From  jealouiy  free, 

And  from  envy  fecure  ; 
Then  fill  all  the  gkffes 

Until  they  run  o'er, 
A  friend  and  good  wine 

Are  the  charms  we  adore. 


Dunt>  duntj  pitlie^  pattie. 

Tune,   Yellow-hair  d  Laddie, 

ON  Whitfunday  morning 
I  went  to  the  fair. 
My  yellow- hair'd  laddie' 
Was  felling  his  ware  ; 

He 
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He  gied  me  fie  a  blyth  blink 
With  his  bonny  black  eye, 

And  a  dear  blink,  and  a  fair  blink 
It  was  unto  me. 

IL 

I  wift  not  what  ail'd  me 

When  my  laddie  came  in, 
The  little  wee  ftarnies 

Flew  ay  frae  my  een ; 
And  the  fweat  it  dropt  down 

Frae  my  very  eye- brie, 
And  my  heart  play'd  ay 

Dunt,  dunt,  dunt,  pittie,  patde. 

III. 
I  wift  not  what  ail'd  me, 

When  I  went  to  my  bed, 
I  tofled  and  tumbled, 

And  fleep  frae  me  fled. 
Now  its  fleeping  and  waking 

He  is  ay  in  my  eye, 
And  my  heart  play'd  ay 

Dunt,  dunt,  dunt,  pittie,  pattie. 


Roger  and  Dolly. 

AS  Dolly  was  milking  of  the  cows, 
Young  Roger  came  tripping  it  over  the  plain, 
And  made  unto  her  moil  delicate  bows,   " 
And  then  he  went  tripping  it  back  again. 
My  pretty  fweet  Roger,  come  back  again, 
My  pretty  fweet  Roger,  come  back  again, 
For  it  is  your  company  that  I  do  lack, 
Or  eHe  my  poor  heart  it  will  burft  in  twain. 
I  winna  come  back,  nor  I  canna  come  back  ; 
I  wonot,   I  cannot  ;   no,  no,  not  I : 
And  if  'tis  my  company  that  you  do  lack, 
You  may  lack  it  until  the  laft  day  you  die, 

Oh! 
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Oil !  do  you  not  mind  the  curds  and  cream, 
And  many  a  bottle  of  good  March  beer? 
When  you  was  going  along  with  your  team  ? 
And  then  it  was  Dolly  my  own  fweet  dear. 
But  I  winna  come  back,  nor  I  canna  come  back,  &c» 


2he  Invocation. 

I. 

YE  powers  that  o'er  mankind  prefide, 
And  pity  human  woes, 
My  Heps  to  fome  retirement  guide, 

That  no  diflurbance  knows. 
Ye 'powers.  Sec. 

II. 
There  let  my  foul  forget  her  pain, 
Reilor'd  to  blifsful  peace  again  i 
Nor  e'er  refign  the  calm  retreat, 
To  feel  the  forrows  of  the  great, 
To  feel  the  for  rows  of  the  great. 


The  Virgin's   Choice. 

I. 

VI RG I N S,  if  e'er  at  laft  it  prove 
My  defliny  to  be  in  love, 
Pray  wifh  me  this  good  fate  : 
May  wit  and  prudence  be  my  guide, 
And  may  a  little  decent  pride 
My  actions  regulate. 

II. 
If  e'er  I  an  amour  commence. 
May  it  be  with  a  man  of  fenfe, 

And  learned  education  ; 
May  all  his  courtfhip  eafy  be, 
Neither  too  formal,  nor  too  free, 
But  wifely  mew  his  palTion. 


May 
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III. 

May  his  e^late  be  like  to  mine, 
That  nothing  look  like  a  defign 

To  bring  us  into  forrow. 
Grant  me  but  this  that  I  have  faid, 
And  willingly  I'll  live  a  maid 

No  longer  than  to-morrow. 


Still  he's  the  Man. 

I. 

WHAT  woman  cou'd  do,  Ihave  try'd  to  be  free. 
Yet  do  all  lean, 
I  find  I  love  him,  and  tho1  he  flies  me, 

Still,  ftill,  he's  the  man. 
They  tell  me  at  once,  he  to  twenty  will  fwear  : 
When  vows  are  fo  fweet,  who  the  falfhood  can  fear  ? 
So  when  you  have  faid  all  you  can, 
Still— ftill  he's  the  man. 

II. 

I  caught  him  once  making  love  to  a  maid, 

When  to  him  J  ran,  (braid 

He  furn'd,  and  he  kifs'd  me,  then  who  cou'd  up- 

So  civil  a  man  ? 
The  next  day  I  found  to  a  third  he  was  kind, 
I  rated  him  foundly,   he  fvvoTe  I  was  blind ; 
So  let  me  do  what  I  can, 

Still— ftill  he's  the  man. 

III. 

All  the  world  bids  me  beware  of  his  art: 

I  do  what  I  can  ; 
But  he  has  taken  fuch  hold  of  my  heart, 

I  doubt  he's  the  man  ! 
So  fweet  are  his  kifies,  his  looks  are  fo  kind, 
Ke  may  have  his  faults,   but  if  none  I  can  find. 
Who  can  do  more  than  they  can, 
He— ftill  is  the  man. 

An 
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An  old  Catch. 

O  W  God  be  wi'  old  Symon, 
For  he  made  cans  Co  many  a  one3 

And  a  good  old  man  was  he  ; 
And  jenkin  was  his  journeyman, 
And  he  cou'd  tipple  off  ev^ry  can ; 

And  thus  he  laid  to  me  : 
To  whom  drink  you,  Sir  knavev 
Turn  the  timber  like  the  lave  ; 
Ho  !  jolly  jenkin, 
I  ipya  knave  in  drinking; 

Come,  troll  the  bowl  to  me. 


The  Cobler's  Merits. 

Tune,  Charming  Sal  ly. 

OF  all  the  trades  from  earl  to  well, 
The  cobler's,  pad  contending, 
Is  like  in  time  to  prove  the  bell, 
Which  every  day  is  mending. 
How  great  his  praife  who  can  amend 

The  foals  of  all  his  neighbours, 
Nor  is  unmindful  of  his  end, 
But  to  his  lafl  he  labours. 


The  Cooler's  Happinefs. 

Tune,  Come  let  us  prepare. 

I. 

E  T  matters  of  Hate, 
Difquiet  the  great, 
The  cobler  has  nought  to  perplex  him  ; 
Has  nought' but  his  wife 
To  ruffle  his  life, 
And  her  he  can  ftrap,  if  me  vex  him. 

U  He's 
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II. 

He's  out  of  the  pow'r 

Of  Fortune,  that  whore, 
Since  low  as  can  be,  ihe  has  thrufl  him  ; 

From  duns  he's  fecure, 

For  being  fo  poor, 
There's  none  to  beiound  that  will  trufl:  him. 


The  honourable  Support. 

Tune,  The  Milking- pail. 

I  Hate  the  coward  tribes, 
Who,  by  mean  fneaking  bribes, 

By  tricks  and  difguife, 

By  flattery  and  lies, 
To  power  and  grandeur  rife. 

Like  heroes  of  old, 

Be  flill  greatly  bold  ; 
Let  the  fvvord  your  caufe  fupport  ; 

Never  learn  to  fawn, 

And  never  be  drawn 

Your  truth  to  pawn 

Among  the  fpawn 
Who  pradufe  the  frauds  of  courts. 

Self]  the  prime  Mover. 

Tune,  Hunt  the  Squirrel. 

HE  world  is  always  jarring, 
This  is  purfuing 
T'  other  man's  ruin  ; 
Friends  with  friends  are  warring 

In  a  falfe  cowardly  way.. 
Spurr'd  on  by  emulations, 

Tongues  are  engaging, 
Calumny  raging, 
Murthers  Reputations 

Envy  keeps  up  the  fray* 


Thus 
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Thus-,  with  burning  heat, 
Each  returning  hate 

Wounds  and  robs  his  friends 

Jn  civil  life; 

Even  man  and  wife 
Squabble  for  feliilh  ends. 


The  fpotlefi  Virgin. 

Tune,  My  deary ,  if  thou  die. 

PU  RE  as  the  new  fallen  fnow  appear; 
The  ipotlefs  virgin's  fame, 
Unfully'd  white  her  bofcm  bears 

As  fair  her  form  and  fame  ; 
But  when  fhe's  foil'd,  her  luftre  greets 

The  admiring  eye  no  more ; 
She  finks  to  mud,  denies  the  ftreets, 
And  fwells  the  common  more. 


— W 1— ft 


The  Worth  of  Wine. 

Tune,  Let's  be  jovial. 

I. 

J  *~|p  I  S  wine  that  clears  the  underflanding, 

1        Makes  men  learn'd  withoutten  books  ; 
It  fits  the  general  for  commanding, 

And  oives  fogers  fiercer  looks. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  &C 

ir. 

*Tis  wine  that  gives  a  life  to  lovers, 

Heightens  beauties  of  the  fair  ; 
Truth^from  falfhood  it  difcovers, 

Quickens  joys,  and  conquers  care. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  Sec. 

HI. 
Wine  will  fet  our  fouls  on  fire, 

Fit  us  for  air  glorious  things ; 
When  rais'd  by  Bacchus  we  aipire 

At  flights  above  the  reach  of  kings. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  &c.  _  . 
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Bring  in  bonny  magnums  plenty, 
Bs  each  glafs  a  bumper  crown'd 

None  to  flinch  till  they  be  empty, 
And  full  fifty  toafts  gone  round. 

With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  &c. 


Woman  compard  to  China. 

Tune,  Pinks  and  Lillies. 


A  Woman's  ware,  like  china, 
Now  cheap,  now  dear  is  bought ; 
When  whole,  tho'  worth  a  guinea, 
When  broke's.  not  worth  a  groat  j 
When  broke,  &C. 

II. 
A  woman  at  St.  Jamesh, 

,  With  hundreds  you  obtain; 
But  itay  till  loft  her  fame  is, 
She'll  be  cheap  in  Drurj-Lane. 
She'll  be  cheap,  &c. 


Slow  Mm  of  London. 
I. 

'HT**1  HER  E  were  three  lads  in  our  town, 

JL         Slow  men  of  London  ; 
They  courted  a  widow  was  bonny  and  brown, 

Yet  they  left  her  undone. 

n. 

They  often  tafted  the  widow's  chear, 

Slow  men  of  London  ; 
Yet  the  widow  was  never  the  near, 

For  Hill  they  left  her  undone. 
III. 
They  went  to  work  without  their  tools, 
,    Slow  men  of  London  ; 
The  widow  (he  fent  them  away  like  fools, 

Becaufe  they  left  her  undone. 

Blow 
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Blow  ye  winds,  and  come  down  rain, 

Slow  men  of  London  ; 
They  never  mail  woo  this  widow  again, 

Becaufe  they  left  her  undone. 


Follow  your  Leaders. 

To  the  foregoing  Tune. 

TH  E  manners  of  the  great  afFecl ; 
Stint  not  your  pleafure  : 
If  confcience  had  their  genius  checkt, 

How  got  they  treafure  t 
The  more  in  debt,  run  in  debt  the  more, 

Carelefs  who  is  undone ; 
Morals  and  honelty  leave  the  poor, 
As  they  do  at  London. 


The  Pimp  and  Politician  Parallels. 

Tune,  '7 'was  within  a  Furlong  of  Edinburgh  Town* 

IN  pimps  and  politicians 
The  genius  is  the  fame ; 
Both  raife  their  own  conditions 

On  others  guilt  and  fhame  : 
With  a  tongue  well  tipt  with  lies 
Each  the  want  of  parts  fupplies, 
And  with  a  heart  that's  all  difguife 

Keeps  his  fchemes  unknown. 
Seducing  as  the  devil, 

They  play  the  tempters  part, 
And  have,  when  moil  they're  civil, 

Moil  mifchief  in  their  heart. 
Each  a  fecret  commerce  drives, 
Firii  corrupts  and  then  connives, 
And  by  his  neighbour's  vices  thrives, 

For  they  are  all  his  own. 

U  3  Phil'ander 
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Philander  and  Amoret, 

A. 

WHEN  gay  Philander  fell  a  prize 
To  JrKcretat&  conquering  eyes, 
"He  took  his  pipe,  he  fought  the  plain, 
Regardlefs  of  his  growing  pain  ; 
And  refoluteiy  bent  to  wreit 
The  bearded  arrow  from  his  bread. 

II. 

Come,  gentle  gales,  the  fhepherd  cry'd, 
.Be  Cupid '.ghd  his  bow  defy'd  ; 
But,  as  the  gales  obfequious  Sew, 
With  fiow'ry  fcents  and  fpicy  dew, 
He  did  unknowingly  repeat, 
The  Breath  of  Amoret  isfvgeef'. 

III. 

His  pipe  again  the  ihepherd  try'd, 
And  warb'ling  nightingales  re-ply'd  ; 
Their  founds  in  rival  meafures  move, 
Andmeetingechoes  charm  the  grove  : 
His  thoughts  that  rov'd  again  repeat,        v 
The  "voice  of  Amoret  is  five  et. 

IV. 

Since  every  fair  and  lovely  view 
The  thoughts  of  Amoret  renew, 
Prom  flow'ry  lawn  and  fhady  green 
To  profpecl  gloomy  change  the  fcene  : 
Sad  change  for  him:  for  fighing  there^ 
He  thought  of  lovers  in  defpair. 

V. 
Convinced,  the  fad  Philander  cries, 
Now,  cruel  God,  affert  thy  prize, 
for  love  its  fatal  empire  gains  ; 
Yet  grant,'  in  pity  to  my  pains, 
Thefe  lines  the  nymph  may  oft  repeat, 
And  own  Philanders  lays  are  fweet„ 

The 


(  439  ) 
The  Wit  and  the  Bea u. 

Tune,  Bright  Aurelia, 

I. 

WITH  every  grace  young  Strephon  chofe 
His  perfon  to  adorn, 
That  by  the  beauties  of  his  face 
In  Sylvia's  love  he  might  had  place, 
And  wonder'd  at  her  fcorn. 
II. 
With  bows  and  fmiles  he  did  his  part, 

But  oh!  'twas  all  in  vain  ; 
A  youth  lefs  fine,  a  youth  of  art, 
Had  talk'd  himfelf  into  her  heart,         • 
And  would  not  out  aeain. 

in. 

With  change  of  Habits  Strephon  prefs'd, 

And  urg'd  her  to  admire; 
His  Love  alone  the  other  drefs'd, 
As  verfe  or  profe  became  it  belt, 

And  mov'd  her  foft  defire. 
IV. 
This  found,  his  courtfhip  Strephon  ends, 

Or  makes  it  to  his  glafs  : 
1  here  in  himfelf  now  feeks  amends, 
Convinc'd,  that  where  a  If  it  pretends 

A  Beau  is  but  an  Afs. 

The  Nurfe's  Song. 

Tune,  Yellow  Stockings, 

I. 

HEY!  my  kitten,  a  kitten, 
Hey  !  my  kitten,  a  deary  : 
Such  a  fweet  pett  as  this 
Is  neither  far  nor  neary  : 
Here  we  go  up,  up,  up; 
Here  we  go  down,  down,  downy; 
Here  we  go  backwards  and  forwards, 
And  here  we  go  round,  round,  roundy. 

U  4  Chicky, 
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IL 

Chicky,  cockow,  my  lilly  cock ; 
See,  fee,  fie  a  downy  ; 
Gallop  a  trot,  trot,  trot, 
.And  hey  for  Dublin  towny. 
This  pig  went  to  the  market  j 
Squeek'moufe,  moufe,  moufy  * 
Shoe,  fhoe,  ihpe  the  wild  colt, 
And  hear  thy  own  dol  dcufy. 

III. 

Where  was  a  jewel  and  petty, 
Where  was  a  fugar  and  fpicy  ; 
Hufh  a  baba  in  a  cradle, 
And  we'll  go  abroad  in  a  tricy, 
Did-a  papa  torment  it  r 
Did-e  vex  his  own  baby  ?  did-e  ? 
Hufh  a  baba  in  a  bofie  ; 
Take  ous  own  fucky  :  did-e  ? 

IV. 

Good-morrow,  a  pudding  is  broke  j 
Slavers  a  thread  o'  cryftal, 
Now  the  fweet  pofTet  comes  up  ; 
Who  faid  my  child  was  pifs'd  all  ? 
Come  water  my  chickens,  come  clock. 
Leave  off,  or  he'll  crawl  you,  he'll  crawl  you  j 
Come,  gie  me  your  hand,  and  I'll  beat  him  ; 
Wha  was  it  vexed  my  baby  ? 

V. 
Wrhere  was  a  laugh  and  a  craw  ? 
Where  was,  was,  was  a  gigling  honey  ?' 
Goody,  good  child  mail  be  fed, 
But  naughty  child  fhall  get  nony. 
Get  ye  gone  raw-head  and  bloody- bones, 
Here  is  a  child  that  won't  feaf  ye. 
Come,  pifTy,  pilfy,   my  jewel, 
And  ik,  ik  ay,  my  deary; 


m 
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The  Magpyt 


GOOD  people  draw  near, 
A  ftory  ye's  hear, 
A  flory  both  pleafant  and  true; 
Which  happened  of  late, 
And's  not  out  of  date  ; 
I  am  going  to  tell  it  to  you. 

It  was  an  old  cobler, 

Who  foal'd  ihoes  at  Duhler, 
And  lov'd  to  drink  the  juice  of  good  barley  j 

And  then  with  his  wife, 

As  dear  as  his  life, 
When  drunk  he  lov'd  for  to  parley. 
IN. 

This  cobler,  they  fay, 

Being  drunk  on  a  day, 
His  wife  me  did  murmur  and  chat  ; 

This  cobler,  they  fay, 

Did  thram  her  that  day, 
And  cry'd,  what  a  pox  wad  ye  be  at  ? 
IV. 

He  had  a  magpye 

That  was  very  ily, 
And  ufed  for  to  murmur  and  chat ; 

Who  foon  got  the  tone, 

Before  it  was  long, 
Of,  what  a  pox  \vad  ve  be  at  ? 

V. 

And  this  magpye,' 

Who  was  fo  very  fly, 
He  into  the  meeting-houfe  gat ; 

And  as  the  old  parfon 

Was  canting  his  leflbn, 
Cry'd,  what  a  pox  wad  ye  be  at  ? 

U  s  The 
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VI. 

The  npfon  farpris'd, 

Did  ftft  up  his  eyes  : 
Now  help  us,  pray,  Father,  in  need  ; 

For  Satan  I  fear 

Does  vifit  us  here  ; 
So  help  us,  pray,  Father,  with  fpeed* 
VII. 

The  parfon  again 

Began  to  explain 
To  thofe  around  him  that  fat; 

But  Magie  indeed 

Flew  over  his  heads 
And  cry'd,  what  a  pox  wad  ye  be  at  i 
VIII. 

Then  the  parfon  did  fkip, 

Five  yards  at  a  leap, 
From  his  pulpit  quite  down  to  the  floor  j 

And  left  every  faint, 

Quite  ready  to  faint, 
Leaping  out  of  the  meeting-houfe  door, 
IX. 

Then  fome  without  hats, 

And  fome  without  hoods, 
Then  out  of  the  meetlng-hoafe  gat  $ 

And  Magie  happ'd  after, 

Which  caufed  much  laughter, 
Crying,  what  a  pox  wad  ye  be  at  ? 
X. 

Then  a fancli fy'd  foul, 

Who  thought  to  controul, 
Look'd  Magie  quite  full  in  the  face^ 

Said,  Satan,  how  dare 

You  thus  to  appear 
In  this  our  fanctify'd  place  ? 
XI. 

But  Magie  he  pranc'd, 

He  foip'd  and  hedanc'd, 
And  out  of  the  meeting-houfe  gat  5 


And 
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And  all  the  way  long, 
He  kept  up  his  fong, 
Of  a,  what  a  pox  wad  ye  be  at  ? 


A  good  Excufefor  Drinking. 

UPBRAID  me  not,  capricious  fair, 
With  drinking  to  excefs ; 
I  Ihould  not  want  to  drown  defpair, 

Were  your  indifference  lefs. 
Love  me,  my  dear,  and  you  mall  find, 

When  this  excufe  is  gone, 
That  all  my  blifs,  when  Chiefs  kind, 

Is  fix'd  on  her  alone. 
The  god  of  wine  the  victory 

To  beauty  yields  with  joy  ; 
For  Bacchus  only  drinks  like  me, 

When  Ariadne's  coy. 

Ma f oris  Song. 

Tune,  Leave  off  your  f ccli ft>  prating. 

I. 

E  have  no  idle  prating, 
Of  either  Whig  or  Tory  ; 
But  each  agrees  • 
To  live  at  eafe, 
And  fing,  or  tell  a  frory. 

Chorvs. 
Fill  to  him  to  the  brim  ; 

Let  it  round  the  table  roll ; 
Ihe  divine  tells  you,  ivine 
Chears  the  body  and  the  foul. 

ir. 

We  will  be  men  of  pleafure, 
Defpffing  pride  or  party; 

Whilft  knaves  and  fools 

Prefcribe  us  rules, 
We  are  fincere  and  hearty. 
Fill  to  hiniy  &C, 

U  6  If 
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III. 

If  any  are  Co  foolifh, 

To  whine  for  courtiers  fwours 

We'll  bind  him  o'er 

To  drink  no  more 
Till  he- has  a  better  favour. 
Fill  to  him,  &c. 

IV. 
If  an  accepted  mafon 
Should  talk  of  high  or  low  church9. 

We'll  fet  him  down 

A  mallow  crown, 
And  understanding  no  church.. 
Fill  to  him,   &c.     , 

v. 

The  world  is  all  in  darknefs.  j; 
About  us  they  conjecture  ; 

But  little-think 

A  fong  in  drink 
Succeeds  the  mafon's  lecture. 
Fill  to  him,  Sec. 

VI. 
Then,  landlord,  bring  a  hogfhead*. 
And  in  the  corner  place  it ; 

Till  it  rebound 

With  hollow  found 
Each  Mafon  here  mall  face  it. 
Fill  to  him,  &C 


T/ie  frugal  Maid. 


I. 

I  Am  a  poor  maiden  forfaken, 
Yet  I  bear  a  contented  mind; 
I  am  a  poor  maiden  forfaken, 

Yet  I'll  find  another  more  kind  : 
For  altho'  I  be  forfaken, 

Yet  this  I  would  have  you  to  know,. 
I  ne'er  was  fo  ill  provided, 

But  I'd  two  or  three  brings  to  my  bow, 

I- own 
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ir. 

I  own  that  once  I  lov'd  him, 

But  his  fcorn  I  could  never  endure  ; 
Nor  yet  to  that  height  of  perfection, 

For  his  flights  to  love  him  the  more, 
I  own  he  was  very  engaging, 

Yet  this  1  would  have  you  to  know, 
I  ne'er  was  fo  ill  provided, 

But  I'd  two 'r  three  firings  to  my  bow. 
III. 
Ye  maidens  who  hear  of  my  ditty, 

And  are  unto  loving  inclin'd, 
Mens  minds  they  are  fubjecl  to  changing, 

And  wavering  like  the  wind ; 
Each  object  creates  a  new  fancy  : 

Then  this  I  would  have  you  to  do ; 
Be  eafy  and  free,  and  take  pattern  by  me, 

And  keep  two  'r  three  firings  to  your  bow. 


Damon'j  Picture  of  Celia. 
Tune,  Down  the  hum,  Davie. 

I. 

ASSIST  your  vot'ry,  friendly  nine, 
Jnfpire  becoming  lays  ; 
Caufe  Celia 's  matchlefs  beauty  mine, 

Till  heaven  and  earth  fhall  blaze. 
She's  pleafant  as  returning  light, 

Sweet   as  the  morning-  ray, 
When  Pbeeius  quells  the  fhades  of  night, 
And  brings  the  chearful  day. 
II. 
Her  graceful  forehead's  wondrous  fair, 

As  pure  ft  air  ferene  ; 
No  gloomy  pafTion  rifing  there, 

O'ercaft  the  peaceful  fcene  : 
Her  fmall  bright  eye-brows  finely  bend, 

Tranfport  darts  from  her  eyes ; 
The  fparkling  diamond  they  tranfcend, 
Or  ftars  which  gem  the  ikies. 

A  rifing 
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in. 

A  rifing  blufh  of  heavenly  dy 

O'er  her  fair  cheek  Hill  glows  ; 
Her  mining  locks  in  ringlets  ly, 

Well  map'd  and  fiz'd  her  nofe  j 
Her  fmiling  lips  are  lovely  red, 

Like  rofes  newly  blown  ; 
Her  iv'ry  teeth  (for  moft  part  hid) 

You'd  wifli  for  ever  ihown. 

IV. 
Her  fnowy  neck  and  breails  like  glafs, 

Or  polim'd  marble  fmooth, 
That  nymph's  in  beauty  far  furpafs 

Who  fir'a  the  Trojan  youth  ; 
Her  flender  waift,  white  arm  and  hand* 

Jufl  fymmetry  does  grace  : 
What's  hid  from  thefe  (if  you  demand) 

Let  lively  fancy  trace. 

V. 

A  fprightly  and  angelick  mind 

Reigns  in  this  comely  frame. 
With  decent  cafe  acts  unconnn'd, 

Infpires  the  wnole  like  flame  ; 
Minerva  or  Diana' 's  (late, 

With  Venus  foftneis  join'd, 
Proclaim  her  godcefs,  meant  by  fate, 

Love's  rightful  queen  defign'd. 

VI. 

Good  gods  ?  what  raptures  fire  my  foul  I 

How  flutters  my  fond  heart ! 
When  tender  glances  art  controul, 

And  love  fupprefs'd  impart. 
Propitious  pow'rs,  make  Celia  mine, 
I  Complete  my  dawning  blifs  ; 
At  monarch's  pomp  I'll  not  repine, 
fc.    Nor  grudge  their  happinefs, 
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The  new  Light* 

I. 

CELIA,  now  my  heart  hath  broke 
The  bond  of  your  ungentle  yoke, 
Diflblv'd  the  fetter  of  that  chain 
By  which  I  flrove  Co  long  in  vain  : 
May  I  be  fl'ghted  if  I  e'er 
Am  caught  again  within  your  fnare, 

Am  caught,  &c. 

IU 

In  vain  you  fpread  your  treachVous  net. 
In  vain  your  wily  fnares  are  fet ; 
The  bird  can  now  your  arts  efpy, 
And  arm'd  with  caution,  from  them  fty  : 
Some  heedlefs  fwain  your  prey  may  be. 
But  faith  you're  too  well  known  to  me. 
But  faith,  &C. 

III. 

I  with  contempt  can  now  defpife 
The  treacherous  follies  of  your  eyes, 
And  with  contempt  can  fit  and  hear 
You  prattle  nonfenie  half  a-year, 
And  go  away  as  little  mov'd 
As  you  was  lately  when  1  lov'd. 
As  you  iv as,  &c. 

IV.       .   . 

I  wonder  what  the  plague  it  was 
Made  me  fuch  a  Rapid  afs, 
To  fancy  fuch  a  noble  grace    ■ 
In  your  language,  mein  and  face, 
Where  row  I  nothing  more  can  find 

Than  what  I  fee  in  all  your  kind? 
'Than  what,  &c. 

V. 

Thus  when  the  droufy  god  of  deep. 
Upon  our  wearied  fancies  creep, 
Some  headlefs  piece  of  image  rife, 
By  fancies  form'd  delude  our  eyes ; 


Eur 
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But  foon  as  e'er  the  god  of  day- 
Appears,  they  faint  and  die  away. 
Appears,  they,  &c. 


The  Fickle  fix'd. 

I. 

MY  love  was  fickle  once  and  changing, 
Nor  e'er  would  fettle  in  my  heart  j 
From  beauty  ftiil  to  beauty  ranging, 
In  ev7ry  place  I  found  a  dart. 

II. 

'Twas  firft  a  charming  fliape  enflav'd  me, 
An  eye  that  gave  the  fatal  itroke, 

Till  by  her  wit  Corinna  fav'd  me, 
And  all  my  former  fetters  broke. 

III. 

But  now  a  long  and  lafting  anguifh 

For  Belvidera  I  endure; 
Hourly  I  figh,  and  hourly  languifh  : 

Nor  hope  to  find  the  wonted  cure. 

,    IV. 
For  here  the  falfe  unconftant  lover, 

After  a  thoufand  beauties  ihown, 
Does  new  furprifing  charms  difcover. 

A.nd  finds  variety  in  one. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  Volume. 


E  X  P  L  A 


EXPLANATION 

OF   THE 

SCOTS  Word  s. 


A  ',  4 . 

JtjL     Aheit,- albeit. 

Bannocks,  oat -bread* 

Baps,  roll- bread. 

Aboon,    <?^w, 

Bawm,  fote. 

Ae,  0ff<?. 

Bauk,  te/i. 

Aff,  # 

Bedralls,  beadles. 

Aften,  <jj$to. 

Beet,  to  /><?//>,  cr  repair, 

Aik>  &aifc 

Bend,  to  <&zl. 

Ain,  <5Zi/7/.-' 

Bsnnifon,  blejjing. 

Aith,  oath. 

Bent,  /A*  0p*»  yK?/</jr. 

Air,   £tfWy. 

Be  with,   fomewhat     in 

Ajee,  rf/S$?. 

the  mean  time. 

AIane5  alone. 

Birksj  birch. 

-Amaift,  ahnofi. 

Bigg,  build. 

Ambry,  cupboard. 

Biliy,  brother. 

Ane,  <?«<?. 

Bindglng,  beckingjbend- 

Anither,  another. 

ing. 

Awa,  fiw^y. 

Blate,  bajkfitl. 

Aula,  c/tf.  . 

Blavv,  Ww. 

Ayont,  beyond. 

Bleeze,  fez*. 

Blink,  glance  of  the  eye* 

B. 

Bluter,  blunder. 

15  A',  ball. 
JLJ  Baith,  £*//&. 

Bode,  predicl* 

Bodin,  ft  end. 

Bane,  fo#£. 

Bot  or  But,  without* 

Bougils 

EXPLAN. 

BougWs,  founding  horns. 
Bountjth,  a  gratuity. 
Bowt,  bolu 

Brachen,  a  fort  of  broth. 
Brae,  rifing  ground. 
Brankit,  prim* d  up. 
Braid,  broad'. 
Brander,  a  gridiron. 
Braw,  finely  drcfl. 
Broach,  a  buckle. 
Brack,  broken  parts,  or 

refufe. 
Brow,  the  forehead. 
Bruik,  to  love  or  enjoy. 
Blight,  peep-fold. 
Burnift,  polijhcd. 
Burn,  a  rivulet. 
Bufk,  to  deck. 
But  and  ben,  be  out  and 

be  in. 
Byer,  a  CGW-houfe. 

C. 

CA\  calL 
Cadgie,  cb  ear  fid. 
Caff,  calf.  Id.  chaff. 
Canna,  cannot. 
Canker'd,  angry. 
Canny,  cautious,  lucky. 
Callings,  oldwomen.ld. 

boiVd  pcafe. 
Cauld,  cold. 
Cauler,  cool,  frefh. 
Cawk,  chalk. 
Clag,  failing  or  imper- 

feclion. 


AT  ION  of 

CI  at,  a  rake. 

Claiths,  cl oaths. 

Ciaihes,  tittle  tattle. 

Clock,  a  beetle. 

Cockernony,  the  hair 
bound  up. 

Cod,  a  pillow. 

Coft,  bought. 

Cogg,  a  zv oo den  dijh. 

Coof,  a  blockhead. 

Coots,  joint  of  the  an- 
cle. 

Courchea  or  Curtchca, 
a  handkerchief. 

Crack,  to  boafi. 

Creel,  bafket  or  ham- 
per. 

Crocks,  leanfieep. 

Croft,  corn- land. 

Croufe,  brijk,  bold. 

Crowdy-mowdy,  a  fort 
of  gruel. 

Crummy,  a  Cow*  5 
name. 

Cunzie,  coin. 

D. 

DAFFIN,/*% 
wantonnefs. 
Daft,  mad,  foolijh. 
Dawt,  fondle,  carefs. 
Dight,  to  wipe. 
Dinna,  do  not. 
Ding,  beat. 
Dool,  trouble. 
Defend,  frozen,  cold. 
Dorty* 


the  SCO  r 

Dorty,  haughty. 
])ow,  can.  Id.  dove. 
Downa,  cannot. 
Dowf,  fpiritlefs. 
Doughtna,  could  not.- 
Dovvy,  weary,   lonely. 
Drant,  to /peak  flow. 
Dramock,  cold  gruel. 
Drap,  drop. 
D wining,  decaying. 
Dunting,  beating. 
Dulce  and  tangle,  fia- 

plants. 
Durk,  a  dagger. 


EARD,  earth. 
Een,  eyes. 
Ei'd,  age. 
Eith,  eafy. 
Elding,  fezvel. 
Eem,  coufin. 
Ettle,  aim. 
Eydcnt,   diligent. 


A\  fall. 

Fadge,  a  coarfe  fort 
of  roll- bread. 
Fae,  foe. 
Fand,  found. 
Fangle,      Newfangle, 

fond  ofwhafs  new. 
Farles,  thin  oat-cakes. 
Fafh,    trouble. 


Faufe,  falfe. 


S  Words. 

Faut,  fault. 

Fee,  wagiS. 

Feirs,   brothers. 

Fendy,  aclive,  ind'.f- 
trious., 

Fenzie,   fain. 

Ferley,  ivonder. 

Fey,  attended  by  a  fa- 
tality. 

Flee,  fy. 

Flouks,  flounders. 

Fly  re,  to  fcould. 

Fog,  mofs. 

Fore,  to  the  fore,  in 
being  or  lajling, 

Fouth,  plenty. 

Frae,  from. 

Fraifing,  babbling  with 
a  foolifh  wonder. 

Fou,   or  {\x%full. 

G. 

A  B,  the  mouth. 
Gabocks,     large 

?nouthfuls. 
Gaberlunzie,    a  wallet 

that  hangs  on  the  fide 

or  loin. 
Gae,  gave.  Id.  go. 
Gane,  gone. 
Gar,  make  or  caufe. 
Gawfy,  jolly*   large. 
Gate,   way. 
Gawn,  going. 
Gawd,  gaffid.  Id.  goad. 
Gawky,  empty,  fooliff)y 
Gaunt, 


EXPLAN 

Gawnt,   to  yawn. 
Geek,  to  flout  and  jeer. 
Genty,  jmall  and  neat. 
Gin  and  g\f9  if. 
Glaive,   afwjrd. 
Glakit,   idle    and  rom- 

Glee,  joy. 
Gleed,  fquinting. 
Gleen,      a   hollow   be-^ 

tween  hills. 
Gloyd,  an  oldhorfe. 
Glowr,  to  flare. 
Gowk,  the  cuckow.  Id. 

a  fool. 
Go w ping,  handful. 
Graip-,  to  grope.    Id.  a 
.  trident  fork  for  dung. 
Graith,  accoutrements. 
Grots,  fkimidoats. 
Gutcher,  grand  father, 

H. 

A',  hall. 
Hae,  have. 

Haf,   half. 

Hagies,  a  boiled  pud- 
ding made  of  a  /beep's 
pluck  mined,  with 
feivet. 

Hal  u  cket,  light-head^ 
ed,    whimfical. 

Hale,    zvhole. 

Haly;    holy. 

Hame,  home. 


ATION^/ 

Hames  and  brechoms, 

wore  about  the  neck  of 
a  eart-horfe. 

Hawfe,  embrace. 

Heeze,  to  lift. 

Hechf,  promifed. 

Heugh,  any  fie ep  place. 

Flo  die,  to  waddle  in 
walking. 

Hoden,   coarfe  cloth. 

Hows,  hollows. 

"Howms,  v allies  on  ri- 
ver fides. 

I. 

JE  E,  to  jee  back  and 
again,  the  motion  cf 

a  balance. 
Ill-fard,  ill-favoured^  or 

ugly. 
Ilka,  each. 
Ilka,  every. 
Ingle,  fire. 
Jo,  fweet- heart. 
Jouk,  to  bow. 
Ilk,   iveary  or  tired. 
Trie,  afraid  of  ghojls. 
Khosles,  Icicles. 
Ife,  ^I/hall. 
Ither,  other. 

K. 

KAIRN,  or  Cairn, 
heaps  of  monumen- 
tal ft  ones. 

Kail 


the  S  C  Of  S  W  ords. 

Kail,  coleworts. Id. broth*     Lown,  calm 
Kame,  comb 


Kebuck,  acheefe. 
Keek,  peep. 
Ken,  know. 
Kepp,  to  catch. 
Kilted,   tuck' d  up. 
Kirn,  chum. 
Kimmer,  a  Jhe  goffip. 
Kirtle,    upper-petticoat. 
v  Kurchie,  handkerchief. 


A  G,  to  fall  behind. 
Laigh,  low. 
Lane,  own  f elf . 
Laith,  loth. 
Lapperd,  curdled. 
Law,  low. 
Lavvty,  jujlice.     ■ 
Lave,   the  reft. 
Lee5  falloiv  ground. 
Leefome,  lovely. 
Leeze  me,  aphrafe  ufed 

■   when  one  loves,  or  is 
pleafed  with,  a  p  erf  on. 
Leil,  exaSt. 

Leugh,  laughed. 

Lib,  to  geld. 

Lilt,  a  tune. 

Linkan,  to  move  quickly. 

Loor,  rather. 

Loos,  loves. 

Loun,  a  fly  wencher. 

Lout,  to  boiv. 

Lowan,  flaming. 


Lucken,  gathered  to- 
gether ^  or  clofe  johid 
to  one  another. 

Lyart,  hoary >  or  grey, 

M, 
T&  f$"  A  I  K,    a  mate. 
IVJL     Mair,  more. 
Mai  ft,  moft. 
Makfna,  it  matters  not. 
Mane,  moan. 
March,  limits  or  border 
cf  grounds. 


■Ma 


now, 


match 


Maun,  muft. 
Mawking,  a  hare. 
Mavis,  the  thruflj.  - 
Meik!e<?rMuckle,;/w^. 
-Meife,  move. 


Mend: 


revenge. 


Menfe,  manner  sy  Id.  to 
decorate. 

Menzie,  a  company  or 
retinue. 

Miify,  a  fearch  for 
milk. 

Mint,  attempt. 

Minnv,  mother. 

Mirk/  dark. 

Mons-meg,  a  very 
large  iron  cannon  in 
the  caftle  of  Edin- 
burgh, capable  of 
holding  two  people. 

Mou,  mouth. 

Mo  up, 


EXPLAN 

Moup,  to  eat  as  want- 
ing teeth. 

Mouter,  the  miller  s  toll. 

Muck,  dung. 

Mutches,  Unnen  quoifs 
or  hoods, 

N. 

NA',  andNae9  no, 
none. 
Nane,  none. 
Nees,  nofe. 
Neift,  next. 
Nither,  flarve  or  pinch. 
Nowther,  neither* 

O. 

OE,  graved- child. 
Ony,  any. 
Owrly,  a  cravat. 
Ow  fen,  oxen. 
Oxter,  arm  pit. 


ANTREY,  a  but- 
tery. 

Partans,  crab-fi/h. 
Pat,  put. 
Pawky,  cunning. 
Paunches,  tripe. 
Peat- pot,  peat  coal-pit. 
Pibroch,  Highland  tune. 
Pickle,  ajmalljhare. 
Pig,  earthen  pot. 
Pillar,    fool  of  repen- 
tance. 


ATION  of 

Pine,  pain 

Pith,  Jlrength. 

Plet,  to  fold.  Id.  twifi, 

Poortith,   poverty. 

Pou,  or  Pu,  well. 

Powfovvdy,     ram-head 

fonp. 
Prig,  haggle. 
Prive,  to  prove  or  tajh* 

R. 

RAIR,  roar. 
Rafhes,    rujhes. 
Red  up,  put  in  order* 
Renzie,  rein. 
Rever,  robber. 
Riferts,  raaijhes. 
Rife,  plenty. 
Riggs,  ridges'. 
Row,  roll. 
Rowth,    wealth. 
Rude,  crofs. 
Run kled,"  wrinkled. 
Rung,  a  club. 
Rufe  or  roofe5  to  pratfe* 


O     Salt,  fift. 
Sair,  fore. 
Sawt,  fait. 
Seim,  appearance, 
Sell,  felf 
Sey,   try. 
Shanria,  /hall  not. 

Shangy- 


the   SCOTS 

Shangy-mouth'dtfr  flie- 
vil-gabit,   the  mouth 
much  to  one  fide, 
Sharn,  coiv-dung. 
Shaw,  Jbow.  Id.  a  woo- 
dy bank. 
Shoo^  ajboe. 
Shoon,  Jhoes. 
Shore,   to  threaten* 
Shire,  thin. 
A  ft  ire  lick,  a  /mart 

felloiu. 
Sic  or  Sick,  jucb. 
Sican,  fuch  an  one. 
Sin  or  Syne,  fince. 
S'mdle,  Jeldom.  _ 
Sinfyne,^»&?  that  time. 
8xiir-,  jfoare. 
Skaith,  harm,  lofs. 
Skink,  Jlrongfoup. 
Sma.\fmall. 
Snack,  /mart. 
Snaw,  fnoiv. 
Sneift,  to  fnarl. 
Sniihing,  fnuffi 
Snocd,  a  head- hand. 
Snug,   convenient,  neat. 
Sodden,  boiVd. 
Sonfy ,  fortunate,  jolly. 
Sowens,  a  kind  of  Jow- 
er'd  gruel,  hoifd  like 
pajle. . 
Soum,  of jheep  20. 
Sp^ke,  fpoke. 
Speer,   to  afk. 
Spelding,  dryd  white- 
fijh.     « 


W  O  R    D  S. 

Stane,  fione. 
S tarns,  Jlars. 
Steek,  Jlmt. 
Stend ,  Jialk  hajiily. 
St  irk,  a  young  bullock, 
Stoup,  a  prop. 
Strae,  JlraW. 
Streek,  Jlretch. 

Stenzie,   tojlain. 

Swats,  f ma II ale.' 

Sweer,  unwilling,  lazy. 

S wither,  in  doubt. 

Seybows,  young  onions. 

Syne,  then. 


TAE,  toe. 
Tald,  told. 
Taiken,  token. 
Tane,  taken.     Id.    the 

one. 
Tap,   top. 
Tauk,  talk. 
Thae,   thofi. 
Tent,   notice. 
Theyfe,  theyfjalL 
Thole,    tofuffa. 
Thowlefs,  jpiritle 
Thud,  noife  of  ajlroke. 
Tine,   loje. 
Tint,  kjh 
Titter,  rather. 
Tocher,   dowry. 
Tooly,    fights   contend. 
Todlen,  a  rolling  foort 
Jhp. 

Touzle, 


EXPLAN 

Touzle,  to  ruffle. 
Trig,  neat. 
Trow,  believe. 
Trifle,  appointment. 
Twin,  to  part  from. 

W. 
A  D,  would, 
Wae,  woe. 

"W  ale,  to  ebuje  the  choice* 

Waen,  child. 

Wall o wit,  faded  or  wi- 
thered. 

Wan,   pale.  Id.    Won. 

Walop,  gallop. 

Wame,  womb,   belly. 

Ware,  bejioiv. 

War,  worfe. 

Wat,  know. 

Waws,  walls. 

Wawk,  walk.  Id.  zvake. 

Wawkrife,   not  inclined 
tofeep. 

Wear  in,  hem  in. 

Wee,  little. 

Weind,  thought. 

Weirs,  wars, 

Wha,   who. 

Whang,  a  large  cut. 


A  T  I  O  N,  Be, 

Whatrecks,  what  mat' 

ters  it. 
Whilk,    which. 
Whinging,  whining. 
Whi/ht,  holdy our  peace. 
Whillywba,   a  cheat  or 

bite, 
Wilks,  periwinkles. 
Win  or  Won,  dwell,. 
Winn  a,    will  not. 
W  info  me,   handfome. 
Will,  known. 
Withedhins,     to  move 

contrary. 
Woo,   woolL 
Wood,  macL 
Woody,   a  zvithy. 
Wow  !  wonderful  I  Id, 

ah  I 
Wylie,   cunning. 
Wyfcn,    the  gullet, 
Wyre,   to  blame. 
Unco,    very  frrange, 

y. 

A  D,  a  mare. 
Yefe,  yefhall. 
Yern,  defire. 
Ye  ii  r t  e  n ,  yejlernigh  t . 
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